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EDITORIAL 

OUR  picture  of  St.  Peter  is  the  picture  of  the  first  Pope, 
and  so  of  everyone  of  the  popes  that  have  followed  him ; 
for  what  would  the  pope  be  if  not  another  St.  Peter  and  so 
it  is  that  the  primac}'-  of  Peter  remains  with  us. 

It  is  marvellous  that  a  M^eak  mortal  like  St.  Peter  himself 
should  have  the  strong  hand  of  his  Master  behind  him  to 
hold  him  fast,  "I  have  prayed  for  thee,  Peter,  that  thy  faith 
fail  not,  etc."  The  pope  then  is  another  St.  Peter  and  vicar 
of  Christ  and  for  this  reason  a  great  moral  and  supernatural 
force  that  remains  in  a  turbulent  world.  At  this  time  when 
mighty  armies  of  brute  physical  force  stand  arrayed  against 
each  other  and  come  at  last  to  a  stalemate,  a  moral  force  is 
appreciated  as  a  last  resource.  What  is  the  result  of  war 
but  another  war?  The  only  hope  evidently  for  the  world  is 
some  great  moral  and  supernatural  influence  that  will  bring 
it  to  peace. 

The  world  to-day,  both  Catholic  and  non-Catholic,  seems 
to  turn  wistfully  towards  the  pope  as  the  only  moral  force 
that  can  persuade  men  to  lay  down  their  arms  and  listen  to 
terms  of  peace.  An  example  of  this  conviction  and  sentiment 
was  the  conversion  of  the  late  Ileywood  Broun,  whose  recent 
death  caused  men  to  pause  and  mourn — to  dispute  also  the 
merits  of  his  seemingly  flashy  career.  He  was  a  man  of  the 
world  and  his  daily  column  of  comment  on  world  affairs  in 
the  great  dailies  of  New  York  arrested  attention  either  for 
enthusiastic  approval  or  angry  dissent. 

On  his  conversion  to  Catholicity  some  months  before  his 
death,  he  assures  us  bluntlv  that  it  was  the  election  of  the 
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present  pope  that  turned  him  to  the  Church,  The  new  pope 
loomed  up  on  the  horizon  to  him  as  the  only  moral  force  that 
Providence  had  installed  in  a  warring  world.  He  had  cast 
about  far  and  wide,  even  to  the  borders  of  Red  Communism, 
seeking  a  remedy  for  human  miseries,  for  his  heart  was  big 
and  his  impulses  generous.  The  pope  with  his  international 
flock  of  four  hundred  million  souls  appeared  to  him  as  the 
rational  and  supernatural  head  of  God's  family  on  earth. 

President  Roosevelt  also  is  a  keen  politician  who  in  ap- 
pointing a  special  envoy  or  quasi  ambassador  of  the  United 
States  to  the  Vatican  has  well  gauged  public  opinion  in  his 
action  both  as  to  the  popularity  of  the  appointment  and  also 
the  power  of  papal  influence  in  the  cause  of  peace.  The  pope 
and  the  president  are  now  the  accepted  peace-makers.  The 
president  evidently  recalls  that  President  Wilson  took  his  four- 
teen points  from  the  pope  as  the  supreme  sedative  of  the  last 
Avar.  May  the  pope  and  president  succeed  is  the  prayer  of 
the  world. 

It  is  the  destiny  of  the  pope  to  meet  again  hordes  that 
are  hostile  to  religion  such  as  invaded  Rome  itself  when  the 
Church  was  young.  Stalin  looks  like  Attila  at  the  head  of 
the  Russian  Tartars  and  Hitler  like  Alaric  leading  the  Goths. 
It  is  sad  that  forty-two  per  cent,  of  the  Goths  are  Catholic 
but  their  leader  is  the  confessed  enemy  of  God  and  the  Church 
and  they  are  all  reeking  with  the  blood  of  Catholic  Poland. 
How  nobly  the  pope,  casting  politics  to  the  winds,  came  out 
passionately  for  down-trodden  Poland.  The  successor  of  Peter 
turns  to  Catholic  Poland  Avith  the  same  full  heart  as  he  turned 
to  Catholic  Spain  when  the  Russian  Reds  were  so  active  and 
seemingly  dominant  over  the  Spanish  people. 

II. 

TRANSITION  OF  A  NATION. 

'TpHE  passing  of  people  from  mediaevalism  to  modern  life 

■*•      and  even  from  barbarism  to  civilization  or  in  government 

from  what  is  called  strong  conservatism  to  liberalism  is  a  fact 
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that  manifests  itself  throughout  the  history  of  the  world. 
The  transitions  may  be  gradual  and  thus  almost  impercept- 
ible or  they  may  be  sudden  and  attended  with  violent  per- 
turbations of  political  and  religious  life. 

Canadians  would  perhaps  say  that  they  are  young  yet  al- 
ways modern.  A  little  over  a  hundred  years  ago,  however, 
slaves  were  bought  and  sold  in  Canada  and  persons  were 
hanged  for  stealing  a  sheep  worth  perhaps  five  dollars.  There 
has  then  been  a  great  change  in  the  last  hundred  years.  The 
transition  of  Canada  from  a  Crown  colony  to  an  independent 
dominion  is  really  recent  and  we  are  slow  to  realize  that  we 
still  are  not  merely  colonials. 

It  is  when  we  look  to  other  countries  that  we  can  see 
better  the  motion  that  has  gone  on  in  them.  The  French  re- 
volution is  only  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  old  and  before  it 
there  were  only  two  classes  in  France,  the  nobles  and  the 
serfs.  Since  then  France  has  had  three  republics,  two  empires 
and  two  restorations  of  kings.  Has  France  settled  so  as  to  be 
safe  from  fresh  revolutions?  Some  months  ago  the  Popular 
Front  was  in  power  and  the  Reds  were  in  the  ascendancy. 
To-day  France  is  very  conservative  and  even  dictatorial,  and 
the  Reds  are  declared  outlaws. 

Italy  a  few  years  ago  was  what  Metternich  called  "a,  geogra- 
phical expression,"  that  is,  many  different  peoples  living  on 
the  same  peninsula  of  Italy.  Who  were  the  Italians  then? 
Italy  now,  indeed,  is  a  great  modern  nation,  and  what  a  great 
transition  it  has  undergone !  Spain,  too,  slumbered  on  quite 
happily  in  medieval  felicity  and  peace  until  very  lately. 

Will  Germany  ever  go  through  its  final  transition?  As  an 
example  of  this  a  few  weeks  ago  a  group  of  educated  Ger- 
mans were  captured  on  their  fine  ship  the  "Columbus"  and 
when  asked  if  they  were  satisfied  with  their  country  and  its 
conditions  of  life,  they  said  they  were  and  they  would  go  back 
if  they  were  free  and  fight.  This  remark  sums  up  the  whole 
situation  and  their  mental  attitude  and  arguments:  "We  are 
Germans.  The  state  gives  employment  to  all  and  unless  peo- 
ple eat  like  pigs  they  can  all  have  enough." 
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THE  TRIBAL  TRADITION, 

Even  the  German  Cardinal  Innitzer,  in  apologizing  for 
Germany,  said  lately  that  in  spite  of  all  their  modern  educa- 
tion and  material  progress,  the  masses  retain  their  tribal  in- 
stincts. They  still  look  for  some  outstanding  hero  to  lead 
them.  IIow  strange!  Is  there  any  other  people  like  them? 
When  they  attempt  a  liberal  government  with  a  free-speaking 
parliament  there  appear  over  twenty  parties  clamouring  to 
rule  and  thus  the  last  Reichstadt  was  a  bedlam.  Is  it  likely 
that  they  will  ever  lose  their  tribal  instinct? 

The  Prussians  until  a  few  years  ago,  just  like  the  Russians, 
were  attached  to  the  soil  like  the  English  under  the  Planta- 
genets.  We  can  say,  then,  that  education  does  not  modernize 
people  nor  make  them  free  and  liberal  in  their  views.  It  is 
clear  in  the  case  of  the  Germans  that  it  is  not  the  Catholic 
Church  that  is  keeping  them  in  their  old  tribal  mentality. 
Frederick  the  Great  of  Prussia,  who  set  up  Germany  in  its 
modern  greatness  and  made  a  former  dormant  people  most 
aggressive  and  warlike,  was  accustomed  to  say  that  the  docile 
obedience  of  his  people  had  become  to  him  boredom. 

THE  MENACE   OF  THE  TRIBAL  PEOPLE. 

The  menace  of  a  tribal  people  is  very  evident  at  present 
as  this  war  proceeds  after  the  brutal  conquest  of  Bohemia, 
Slovakia  and  Poland  and  there  is  apparently  an  eruption  of 
the  same  Gothic  people  that  once  overwhelmed  the  Roman 
Empire.  This  people  now  enjoys  all  the  culture  that  it  found 
in  the  Church  and  in  the  Greek  and  Roman  empires  and  also 
in  the  great  evolution  of  civilization  that  has  followed  since ; 
but  beneath  all  this  the  tribal  spirit  remains  that  would  sub- 
ject its  own  people  and  all  other  peoples  to  some  war-like 
leader  that  they  are  following.  A  Herman  that  battled  Augus- 
tus and  his  legions  and  a  Wittikind  that  withstood  Christianity 
they  have  dug  up  in  memory  and  example  and  hold  out  to  their 
Aryan  race  as  the  ideals  of  nationality  and  even  religion. 

If  the  inscrutable  Providence  of  God  allows  another  triumph 
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of  this  Gothic  nation  now  in  eruption  against  human  liberty 
and  religion  we  can  imagine  what  Europe  will  be  in  its  govern- 
ment and  what  the  Catholic  Church  will  have  to  suffer  from 
our  modern,  educated  and  triumphant  Vandals. 

The  tribal  spirit  gives  the  inspiration  that  the  Iroquois 
Indians  had  when  they  crossed  the  St.  Lawrence  in  their 
canoes  all  decorated  in  war  paint  and  stalked  along  the  Cham- 
plain  Road  that  led  to  Huronia,  and  there  made  their  tribe 
victorious  by  the  extirpation  of  the  Hurons.  The  tribal  spirit 
cannot  check  itself,  for  it  is  supreme.  If  fifteen  hundred 
years  of  civilization  cannot  check  it  and  if  it  still  is  cherished 
and  vaunted,  as  the  conquering  genius  of  a  nation,  the  out- 
look for  the  future  is  depressing.  It  is  a  big  task  to  control 
eighty  millions  that  are  inspired  by  the  tribal  spirit. 

THE  TRANSITION  OF  MEXICO. 

Within  the  memory  of  persons  still  living,  Mexico  and 
other  Latin  republics,  stretching  through  Central  and  South 
America,  have  passed  through  periods  that  might  be  called 
embryonic.  They  were  in  a  prenatal  condition  to  Avhat  they 
seem  noAv. 

Instead  of  criticizing  these  nations  we  should  admire  them 
as  marvels  of  the  constructive  genius  of  the  Church  and  the 
heroic  zeal  of  Spanish  missionaries.  To  critics  of  these  seem- 
ingly backward  peoples  we  should  turn  in  scorn  and  ask  where 
are  the  American  and  Canadian  Indians?  Mexico  is  perhaps 
ninety  per  cent  Indian,  and  the  other  republics  are  of  the 
same  complexion.  How  marvelous  of  Mexico  and  the  other 
Spanish  Republics  to  remain  native  in  their  blood  and  to 
hold  their  own  native  land,  and  also  to  be  modern  in  their 
aspirations  and  accomplishments.  How  cheap  to  tell  these 
poor  people  that  the  Cliurch  which  nursed  them  for  four 
hundred  years,  and  saved  them  from  the  rapacity  of  the 
whites  is  retarding  their  progress  and  that  they  should  be 
quite  up  to  all  modern  improvements. 

Just  at  present,  after  the  storm  of  Red  Communism  has 
passed  over  their  land   and  the  people  have  turned   against 
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Russia  and  its  propaganda,  Communism  is  declared  unlawful; 
and  the  Cliureli  too  is  coming  back  to  its  normal  condition. 
Here  we  have  the  transition  of  Mexico  from  the  old  to  the 
new  and  the  Catholic  Church  will  find  itself,  even  as  in  the 
United  States,  the  choice  of  a  perfectly  free  people.  This 
transition,  we  can  all  feel,  was  due  to  Mexico  to  bring  it  into 
line  with  modern  progress. 

THE  CHURCH  AND  NATIONAL  TRANSITIONS. 

The  evolution  from  the  old  to  the  new  in  national  life  and 
especially  if  it  be  sudden,  is  very  critical  for  religion.  Reli- 
gion is  loyal  to  existing  government  and  thus  in  Catholic 
countries  is  blamed  for  the  errors  of  the  government  and,  as  a 
rule,  suffers  with  the  government  in  a  sudden  revolution.  If 
the  Bishops  of  the  Church  have  been  appointed  by  the  gov- 
ernment and  look  like  government  officials  the  agitation  is  all 
the  more  intensified.  This  is  in  a  nutshell  the  history  of 
revolution  and  the  sufferings  of  the  Church. 

The  history  of  France  is  perhaps  the  best  example  of  our 
statement.  Now  the  Church  is  wholly  republican  and  any  at- 
tempt to  restore  the  old  monarchy  is  under  ban.  The  Lilies, 
the  Fleurs-de-lis,  of  old  Catholic  and  Monarchial  France  was 
formerly  a  symbol  of  Catholic  Faith,  and  the  tricolor  of  the 
Republic  looked  like  the  oriflamme  of  Satan  during  the  French 
Revolution  when  it  was  first  unfurled.  The  tricolor  now  and 
not  Fleurs-de-lis,  is  the  choice  of  the  French  people  and  thus 
too,  of  the  Catholic  Church.  The  lilies  of  France  are  still 
in  our  lingering  sympathies  and  in  our  enthusiasm  of  past  his- 
tory Avhen  knighthood  was  in  fl!ower  and  the  old  Catholic 
Faith,  but  now  we  unfurl  the  tricolor  and  fold  up  the  old 
sacred  banner. 

But  oh,  what  a  chronicle  of  revolution,  doubt  and  hesita- 
tion as  the  Lilies  and  the  tricolor  strove  for  ascendency  dur- 
ing a  hundred  years!  Where  was  the  Church!  And  who 
can  say?  She  followed  the  people,  for  it  was  their  privilege 
to  set  up  the  form  of  government  that  is  to  rule.  This  policy 
of  the  Church  is  noticeable  in  every  country  and  gives  ocea- 
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sioii  to  the  accusation  that  the  Church  is  addicted  to  one  form 
of  government  more  tlian  another,  be  it  monarchical  or  re- 
publican. 

III. 

THE  REALISM  OF  MIRACLES. 

'TP  HIS  is  an  age  of  sheer  realism  for  doubt  has  been  so 
-■-  prevalent  in  both  science  and  religion  that  men  must 
bump  into  things  before  their  minds  are  satisfied.  By  mira- 
cles Ave  bump  into  the  other  world  so  that  it  is  easier  to 
accept  the  presence  of  God  than  to  deny  it.  Surely  that  is 
enough  for  God  to  do  for  us :  to  make  it  easier  to  believe  in 
Him  than  to  deny  Him.  When  some  startling  miracle  and 
even  a  thousand  of  them  occur  that  science  tells  us  are  be- 
yond the  reach  of  nature,  like  those  of  Lourdes,  we  feel 
the  very  hand  of  God  and  the  great  realism  of  His  presence. 
Doctor  Carrel,  the  famous  physiologist  who  visited  Lourdes, 
tells  us  in  a  learned  work  written  for  the  medical  pro- 
fession that  the  cures  occurring  at  the  shrine  are  beyond  all 
explanation  from  natural  causes. 

When  nature  stops  working  and  God  Himself  works  we 
surely  have  great  religious  realism.  So  many  thousands  of 
miracles  of  the  highest  order  have  happened  at  Lourdes  that 
nature  gives  way  to  God  and  the  shrine  is  a  part  of  heaven  and 
not  of  earth.  We  then  go  to  Lourdes  where  nature  is  over- 
thrown and  learn  of  a  higher  world  embodied  in  Holy  Mother 
Church. 

We  offer  in  this  issue  of  the  Lilies,  two  illuminative  arti- 
cles: one  on  miracles  in  general  and  the  other  on  the  startling 
miracles  of  Lourdes  that  have  been  running  on  continuously 
for  eighty-two  years.  The  occasion  of  our  attention  turning  in 
this  direction  is  the  work  that  a  non-Catholic  has  taken  up 
on  Lourdes  and  brought  out  in  a  well  developed  book.  Many 
periodicals  at  present  are  reviewing  the  book  and  thus  we 
have  also  an  inspection  of  the  learned  opus  in  this  issue  of  the 
Lilies.     Here  is  an  outsider  looking  at  Lourdes  and  frankly 
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stating  the  objective  facts  in  the  same  way  as  standard  Catho- 
lic writers  who  have  preceded.  It  would  be  well  if  the  author 
Avould  now  go  to  Fatima  in  Portugal  and  review  there  the 
national  shrine  that  is  said  to  rival  and  even  outdo  Lourdes 
in  visions  of  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God  and  of  miracles  that 
have  followed  during  the  last  twenty-one  years.  We  hope 
to  give  an  account  of  Fatima  in  our  next  issue. 

The  interesting  feature  of  this  book  on  Lourdes  that  we 
review  in  this  issue  is  the  co-operation  that  Catholic  ecclesias- 
tics have  given  to  the  author  to  bring  out  all  the  objective 
facts  involved  in  the  life  of  St.  Bernadette,  the  saintly  vision- 
ary. The  author,  however,  makes  a  surprising  reservation 
in  saying  that  it  is  the  duty  of  a  narrator  of  events  to  avoid 
any  interpretation  of  the  events  and  to  leave  them  entirely 
to  the  reader.  Let  the  reader  then  judge  for  himself  if  Lourdes, 
Avhere  a  million  of  pilgrims  flock  every  year  and  a  certain 
number  of  authenticated  miracles  occur,  is  truly  objective 
and  a  piece  of  great  heavenly  realism.  Here,  we  repeat,  is  an 
interesting  intellectual  j^roblem  :  is  there  genuine  realism  at 
Lourdes  ? 

THE  MIRACLES   OF  PRIMITIVE  CHRISTIANITY. 

"When  Christianity  was  first  preached  to  the  Greeks  by 
St.  Paul  these  wily,  cynical  skeptics  that  were  besotted  in  their 
own  intellectualism  were  harder  to  approach  than  even  the 
infidels  of  the  present  day.  ,  They  were  more  trained  and 
practised  in  sophistry  to  disguise  errors,  to  overthrow  truth, 
and  deceive  human  minds.  Their  Sophists  boasted  that  they 
could  prove  any  proposition  and  then  prove  its  opposite. 
St.  Paul  himself  was  treated  with  contempt  by  them  when  he 
appeared  at  Athens,  their  seat  of  learning  and  the  sanctuary 
of  their  great  philosophers  Socrates,  Plato,  Zeno,  Aris- 
totle et  al.  St.  Paul  worked  no  miracles  on  this  occasion  and 
all  his  doctrines  paled  out  before  their  lore  of  vicious  and 
subtle  theories  that  had  been  so  often  ventilated  in  old 
sophisticated  Athens.  They  dismissed  him  with  contempt. 
When  he  came,  as  he  says,  in  miracles  and  not  merely  in  doc- 
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trine  tliey  succumbed  to  his  teaching  and  all  became  Chris- 
tians. 

The  Greek  mind  then  became  the  Christian  Apologist  as 
in  Origen,  Chrysostom,  and  Athanasius.  The  public  miracles 
of  three  hundred  years  gathered  them  into  the  Church  and 
Zens  and  Apollo,  Athena  and  even  the  great  Diana  of  the 
Ephesians,  went  down  to  the  dust.  The  Church  thus  was 
founded  on  the  realism  of  miracles  and  this  same  realism  con- 
tinues unto  this  day.  For  example,  St.  Gregory  Thauma- 
turgus,  the  miracle  saint  who  was  appointed  Bishop  to  the 
heathen  city  of  Neocesarea,  tells  us  that  there  were  seventeen 
Christians  in  the  city  when  he  entered  it  and  at  his  death- 
bed he  found  that  there  were  only  seventeen  heathens  left. 
His  miracles  that  won  him  his  title  had  done  the  work. 

The  Master  Himself  when  blocked  in  argument  with  the 
stubborn  Jews,  appealed  to  His  miracles  and  declared  that 
their  judgment  would  be  great,  saying,  ''Woe  to  thee  Corozain, 
and  woe  to  thee,  Bethsaida";  for  these  were  the  cities  that 
had  witnessed  His  great  miracles. 

In  this  age  the  Deipara,  the  Mother  of  God,  comes  as  a 
messenger  of  her  Son  to  display  miracles  before  the  eyes  of 
believers  and  unbelievers  and  consecrate  such  shrines  as 
Lourdes.  Fatima,  Guadalupe,  La  Salette,  and  Knock,  where 
nature  kneels  before  God  and  gives  testimony  to  His  Church. 
This  is  Avhat  Ave  rightly  call  Catholic  Realism  as  distinguished 
from  her  doctrines  that  carping  sophists  declaim  to  be  mere 
idealism.  Even  Mr.  Broun  confesses  that  he  got  his  first 
jolt  from  heaven  at  the  Indian  shrine  of  Guadalupe  of  Mexico. 
It  is  hard  to  "kick  against  the  goad"  of  miracles.  It  was 
not  the  arguments  of  St.  Stephen  but  the  blinding  miracle  at 
Damascus  that  converted  St.  Paul  himself. 


ST.   PATRICK,  APOSTLE   OF   IRELAND. 
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HAIL,  GLORIOUS   SAINT   PATRICK 

By  MONSIGNOR  J.  B.  BOLLARD,  Litt.  D. 

IN  the  year  1932  Eire  celebrated  the  fifteen  hundredth  anniver- 
mry  of  the  coming  of  St.  Patrick  to  Ireland.  On  August 
the  6th  of  that  year  I  stood  on  the  summit  of  the  venerable 
Hill  of  Tara,  and  gazed  around  me  over  the  verdant  reaches 
of  the  great  Central  Plain.  The  smoke  of  Dublin,  which  is 
only  eighteen  miles  from  Tara,  could  be  seen  darkening  the 
blue  skies  of  the  Irish  Sea  to  the  south-Avest.  Down  the  slope 
of  the  hill  stretched  the  foundations  of  the  famous  Tara  Hall, 
but  there  are  no  walls  there  to  bear  the  celebrated  harp  of 
Thomas  Moore.  Perfectly  well-defined,  and  in  some  places 
eight  feet  in  depth,  are  the  two  long  fosses  where  the  vanish- 
ed walls  rested,  and  it  gave  one  a  weird  feeling  to  think  that 
these  walls  could  be  built  again  on  the  very  same  foundations. 
The  summit  of  Tara  is  just  a  great,  big,  green  field,  in  which 
there  are  several  forts  or  duns,  and  circles  of  fortifications. 
I  stood  before  the  Eoyal  Mound  where  the  palace  of  Erin's 
king  Avas  seen  in  the  centuries  before  and  after  Christ.  St. 
Patrick's  statue  is  on  this  rath  and  I  thought  of  the  day  in  the 
year  432  when  he  stood  in  person  here  and  preached  to  the 
king,  and  to  his  household  and  army.  The  shamrocks  are 
there  still,  and  I  thought  of  how  he  bent  and  plucked  the 
little  trefoil,  and  demonstrated  the  doctrine  of  the  blessed 
Trinity.  Loneliness  was  heavy  over  all  the  hill,  and  cattle 
grazed  quietly  here  and  there  along  the  grassy  slopes.  I 
thought  of  Patrick's  miracles  performed  on  this  very  site. 
The  "Tripartite  Life"  tells  us  that  an  elemental  struggle, 
similar  to  Moses'  duel  with  the  priests  of  Pharaoh,  took  place 
on  this  hallowed  spot.  The  chief  antagonist  of  Patrick  was 
a  Druid  named  Luchru  who  by  Satan's  aid  performed  great 
feats  of  necromancy  to  deceive  the  people.  At  last  Luchru, 
like  Simon  Magus,  began  to  boast  that  he  could  raise  him- 
self up  to  the  very  skies  by  liis  magic  powers.  But  Patrick 
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prayed  to  God,  and  when  the  Druid  arose    in  the  air  he  was 
hurled  lifeless  to  the  earth  in  the  sight  of  all! 


The  "Tripartite  Life"  tells  us  that  Saint  Patrick  then 
challenged  the  Druids  to  a  supreme  ordeal.  "Let  a  wooden 
house  be  built  with  two  rooms"  said  the  Saint  "and  let  one 
room  be  filled  with  green  wood  and  another  room  with  dry 
wood.  Then  let  a  Druid  be  placed  in  the  midst  of  the  green 
wood,  and  let  my  disciple  Benignus  be  placed  in  the  midst 
of  the  dry  wood."  This  was  done.  Then  the  Druids  began  to 
pray  and  to  shout  to  their  pagan  gods  to  send  down  fire  from 
Heaven  to  consume  Benignus.  But  all  their  prayers  and 
rantings  Avere  in  vain.  St.  Patrick  prayed  to  his  God.  and 
presently,  though  it  was  a  fair,  clear  day,  thunder  was  heard 
over  Tara,  and  a  vivid  shaft  of  lightning  struck  the  Avooden 
house.  When  the  people  ventured  tremblingly  to  approach, 
they  found  that,  in  the  midst  of  the  green  wood,  the  body  of 
the  Druid  was  burned  to  a  crisp,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  dry 
wood,  the  young  Benignus  was  peacefully  sleeping  in  safety! 


Proofs  like  these,  combined  with  the  Saint's  eloquent 
sermons,  could  not  be  withstood,  and  that  first  day,  the 
greater  number  of  that  vast  assemblage,  including  the  High 
Queen,  embraced  the  Christian  Faith.  The  Ard-Ri  or  High 
King,  was  not  converted  the  first  day,  bvit  gave  the  Saint 
permission  to  preach  the  gospel  over  all  the  kingdom  of 
Ireland.  This  the  Saint  did,  with  most  amazing  results ;  for 
soon  the  whole  island  was  converted  to  the  True  Faith.  At 
Cashel  in  Munster  occurred  a  remarkable  event.  St.  Patrick 
had  already  converted  the  King  of  Munster,  and  his  wife  and 
daughters.  He  was  now  baptizing  the  young  warrior.  Prince 
Aengus,  son  of  the  King,  and  Tanist  of  the  Royal  line.  The 
Saint  was  Aveary  after  a  hard  day,  and  the  light  was  growing 
dim.  He  drove  the  iron-pointed  crozier  into  the  ground  and 
leaned  heavily  upon  it.    After  some  time  he  became  conscious 
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that  he  had  driven  the  point  of  the  staff  through  the  young 
prince's  sandal  and  into  his  foot.  "Son"  cried  the  grief- 
stricken  Saint  "why  did  you  not  warn  me  of  this?"  "Father" 
answered  the  heroic  prince  "I  knew  that  I  was  being  made 
a  follower  of  Him  who  was  pierced  and  crucified,  and  I 
thought  it  was  part  of  the  initiation."  Then  the  Saint  mourn- 
ed over  him  and  blessed  him  and  prophesied  that  he  would 

become  a  great 
saint  and  confes- 
sor of  the  Faith. 
He  also  signed  a 
cross  upon  his 
w  o  u  n  d  e  d  foot, 
which  immediate- 
Iv  was  healed. 


When  the  il- 
lustrious apostle 
had  accomplish- 
ed the  w  0  r  k 
of  con  version 
t  h  r  0  u  g  hout  the 
length  and 
breadth  of  the  island,  he  at  once  proceeded  to  set  the  seal 
upon  it  by  a  long  prayer  and  fast.  For  this  he  chose  the 
summit  of  a  high  mountain  on  the  western  coast,  then  called 
Mount  Cruachan,  but  ever  afterwards  called  Croagh-Patrick. 
Here,  upon  one  of  nature's  mighty  altars,  St.  Patrick  was 
nearer  to  Heaven,  and  could  hold  converse  Avith  the  Omnipo- 
tent, undisturbed  by  the  jarring  noises  of  the  world.  For 
forty  days  and  forty  nights  he  was  alone  on  the  vast  and 
lonely  mountain  wrestling  in  prayer  with  God.  Some  of  the 
requests  he  made  are  too  mysterious  for  our  feeble  minds  to 
understand. 

He  asked  that  the  land  which  he  had  evangelized  might 
never  again  be  lost  to  the  true  Faith. 


CROAGH   PATRICK,    CO.    MAYO. 

On  summit  of  this  mountain  St.  Patrick  held 

converse   with   God   for  forty   days   and   forty 

nights. 
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He  prayed  that  the  waters  of  the  ocean  might  close  above 
his  beloved  island  seven  years  before  the  Day  of  Judgment. 
He  thus  wished  to  spare  his  people  the  hideous  anticipatory 
terrors  that  shall  precede  that  terrible  event,  when  men  shall 
wither  away  Avith  fear  and  expectation  of  what  is 
to  come  upon  them  in  these  last  awful  days!  1^'^ 

Thirdly,  he  prayed  that  as  the  twelve  Apostles      ""nV'' 
would  judge  the  twelve  tribes  of  Israel,  so  also  he       H     0  > 
himself  would  judge  his  own  people,  the  race  of  the     Vy\|  ^ 
Gael!  >"  ^' 

We  are  told  that  a  shining  angel  came  down     ^        X 
from  Heaven  and  remonstrated  with  him,  and  ask-       ^^jq   ft^ 
ed  him  to  cease  his  praying.     But  the  angel  was      ^\!jT'  ^^ 
sent  only  to  try  his  faith,  and  Patrick  triumphed,  \("'', 

for  he  told  the  heavenly  visitant  that  he  would  eon-        ^)  -.^ 
tinue  to  praj^  there  until  his  death,  and  that  after     o^^  ,^J^^c 
his  death  a  disciple  would  place  his  knees  where        vxi^. 
now  his  own  rested,  and  so  the  prayer  would  con-  p] 

tinue  forever.  \  4    /- 


As  Saint  Patrick's  life  was  crowned  with  the 
splendour  of  miracles,  so  also  was  his  death.  One 
day  as  he  went  on  a  journey  a  great  crowd  of  both 
men  and  women  joyfully  accompanied  him.  He 
began  a  discourse  on  the  glory  of  God  in  Heaven 
and  on  the  joys  of  God's  saints  there.  Among  his 
auditors  were  St.  Brigid  and  St.  Ethembria,  with 
many  other  hoh'  women.  As  he  was  discoursing, 
a  bright  light  was  seen  shining  over  a  certain  spot 
in  a  nearby  grave- 


/,i 


yard.      This   grave- 
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yard  must  have  been  that  of  Downpatrick.  The  people 
asked  St.  Patrick  what  it  signified.  St.  Patrick  then  said: 
"If  you  go  to  Brigid  she  will  explain  all  to  you."  St.  Brigid 
told  them  it  meant  that  soon  a  very  high  servant  of  God  would 
be  buried  there.  St.  Ethembria  then  secretly  asked  St.  Brigid 
what  was  the  name  of  this  high  servant  of  God,  and 
was  told  that  it  was  St.  Patrick  himself  who  was  soon 
to  die.  St.  Patrick,  knowing  well  what  Avas  passing  be- 
tween these  tAvo,  turned  to  St.  Brigid  and  requested  her 
to  go  back  to  her  convent  and  bring  him  the  shroud  which 
she  had  woven  for  his  dead  body.  lie  then  advanced  north- 
ward into  a  place  called  Sawl,  where  he  had  first  landed,  a 
place  that  he  loved  very  much.  There  on  the  Hill  of  Sawl, 
Anno  Domini  492,  he  died,  and  was  buried  in  the  holy  shroud 
at  Downpatrick.  The  "Tripartite  Life"  tells  us  that  a  sweet 
fragrance  exhaled  from  the  body  of  the  saint,  and,  during 
the  twelve  nights  of  the  wake,  a  brilliant  illumination  spread 
itself  over  the  skies,  and  angels  were  heard  singing  his 
praises  and  his  virtues ! 


The  three  great  characteristics  of  Patrick,  the  son  of  Cal- 
phurnius,  were  indomitable  courage,  unwavering  faith,  and 
devotion  to  prayer.  His  courage  was  shown  when  he  con- 
fronted all  the  wrath  of  Druidical  paganism  on  the  summit 
of  the  Royal  Hill  of  Tara.  There  he  defeated  the  powers  of 
earth  and  the  powers  of  hell ! 

His  unbreakable  Faith  Avas  shoAvn  in  the  numerous  mira- 
cles he  accomplished,  calling  on  Heaven  to  be  a  witness  be- 
fore men  to  the  truth  of  the  gospel  he  was  preaching  to  the 
multitudes. 

His  devotion  to  prayer  was  manifested  in  his  youth  on 
the  mountains  of  Slieve  Mish  Avhen  he  Avas  aAvakened  at  night 
by  the  snoAv  and  the  freezing  Avinds,  and,  a  hundred  times  a 
night  he  communed  Avith  God  in  prayer.  The  poAver  of  his 
prayer  Avas  made  manifest  on  Croagh-Patrick,  Avhen  the  very 
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pillars  of  Heaven  were  SAvayed  by  the  resistless  storm  of  his 
impetratioii. 

Patrick's  personality  was  sublime  and  powerful,  like  to 
the  mighty  mountain  to  which  he  gave  his  name,  and,  as 
around  the  summit  of  that  storied  peak,  the  lightnings  of 
Heaven  flash  and  reverberate,  so  around  the  brow  of  Pat- 
rick was  seen  the  scintillant  crown  of  miracles  and  prophecy ! 
The  following  poem,  which  is  apropos  of  my  subject,  was 
written  by  me  in  1912,  and  was  included  in  Joyce  Kilmer's 
anthology,   ''Dreams  and  Images": 

THE  SONS  OF  PATRICK. 

By   JAMES   B.    DOLLARD,    Litt.D. 

INTO  the  mists  of  the  Pagan  Island, 
Bearing  God's  message,  great  Patrick  came ; 
The  Druid  altars   on  plain   and  highland 
Fell  at  the  sound  of  his  mighty  name! 

Swift  was  the  conquest, — with  hearts  upswelling 
The  Faith  they  took,  and  to  God  they  swore. 

That  precious  spark  from  their  bosom's  dwelling. 
Men's  guile  or  torture  should  snatch  no  more ! 

And  ever  since,  while  the  wide  world  wonders, 
This  steadfast  people  their  strength  reveal. 

As  Time  Earth's  Kingdoms  and  empires  sunders, 
They  stand  by  Patrick  in  ranks  of  steel ! 

The  nations  mock  them,  like  Christ's  tormentors, 

"Descend,"  they  cry,  "from  your  cross  of  shame! 
"Abjure  the  Faith — see  the  road  that  enters 
The  groves  of  pleasure  and  wealth  and  fame ! 

Like  those  who  passed  where  the  Cross  rose  dimly. 
Their  wise  beards  wagging — "what  fools"  they  say 
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But  the  Sons  of  Patrick  make  ansAver  grimly — 
"Our  God  we've  chosen — the  price  we'll  pay! 

"Ever  about  us  the  foe's  commotion 

The  anguish-sweat  on  our  brows  ne'er  dry, 
Our  martyrs'  bones  strew  the  earth  and  ocean, 
Lone  deserts  echo  our  exiles'  cry." 

"Unto  our  heart  is  earth's  pride  forbidden, 
Unto  our  hands  is  its  gold  denied, — 

We  do  not  question  the  Purpose  hidden, — 
Let  Him  Who  fashioned  our  souls  decide." 

"Yet  though,  once  more,  to  us  choice  were  given, 
And  the  long  aeons  were  backward  rolled, 

We'd  walk  again,  before  Earth  and  Heaven 
The  blood-stained  pathway  we  walked  of  old." 


It  is  a  long  time  now  since  I  first  watched  the  coast  of 
Ireland  looming  up  through  the  mist  like  a  broad  shield 
burnished  by  the  rising  sun.  I  know  now  a  little  of  what 
lies  on  the  other  side  of  those  dark  mountains,  and  the  more 
I  learn  about  this  little  country,  the  more  I  am  convinced 
of  her  greatness.  For  Eire  has  planted  her  foundations  in  her 
glorious  past,  a  past  rich  in  learning  and  Christian  faith,  the 
traditional  insula  sanctorum  et  doctorum.  No  strong  tradition 
in  a  race  is  ever  lost,  and  this  is  not  a  new  Ireland  that  is 
coming  to  flower  all  around  us,  but  an  ancient  culture  planted 
centuries  ago,  buried  deep  in  the  earth,  deep  in  the  heart,  a  cul- 
ture which  was  great  enough  never  to  die. 
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CHAMPLAIN  AND  THE  CANADIAN  MARTYRS 

By  REV.  THOMAS  F.  BATTLE 


MOST  MEN  who  live  in  history  have  changed  the  course 
of  history.  People  have  lived  and  died  Avhose  greatness 
was  known  to  God  alone.  People  have  lived  and  died  Avhose 
greatness  has  been  broadcast  over  greater  or  lesser  areas. 
But  the  people  whom  posterity  reckons  as  the  great  ones  are 
those  who  have  directly  influenced  the  future. 

This  seems  to  be  true  of  every  department  of  life  that  we 
examine.  Columbus  probably  was  not  the  greatest  navigator 
of  all  time,  j^et  he  lives  in  history's  memory  because  he  found 
a  New  World.  There  have  been  scientists,  perhaps  of  more 
native  ability  than  even  Pasteur,  but  his  founding  the  science 
of  bacteriology  has  made  him  immortal  to  the  ages.  The 
Church  has  more  than  one  Gregory  in  her  canonized  popes 
yet  the  one  who  is  the  monk  Hilde- 
brand  is  a  far  greater  man  than  the 
one  surnamed  the  Great.  Yet  Gre- 
gory the  Great  stood  on  the  thres- 
hold of  a  new  age  and  what  he  had 
to  do  with  the  turn  of  history  has 
made  him  more  renowned  than  his 
later  Benedictine  brother. 

No  man  had  more  of  the  making 
of  our  map  than  Samuel  de  Cham- 
plain.  The  career  of  this  man  is 
most  central  in  our  history.  If  pos- 
terity has  not  called  him  the  Great, 
it  is  not  through  lack  of  greatness. 
The  life  and  labors  of  this  great 
character  reek  with  epoch-making 
and  epic-making  deeds. 

Samuel   de   Champlain   seems   to  Champlain 

have  been   especially   designed   and       ^rom the smue^byPaui cherrcs 
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designated  by  a  benign  Providence  for  a  tell-tale  era  in 
our  land.  For  legion  are  the  consequences  of  the  life 
work  of  this  great  explorer  Avho  pioneered  so  many  places  in 
our  world.  It  Avas  no  other  than  the  peerless  pathfinder  who 
made  the  Champlain  Road  and  other  roads  on  the  Red-man's 
continent ;  over  Avhich  so  much  glory  and  tragedy  have  passed 
since  that  early  day.  There  are  few  characters  in  history 
more  picturesque  and  more  practical  than  the  great  explorer 
of  our  earlj'-  history.  To  Canada,  to  America  this  gentleman 
from  PVance  is  of  prime  importance,  and  it  is  one  of  the 
glories  of  history  that  it  has  not  neglected  him.  If  ever  a 
man's  deeds  echo  through  later  times  it  is  true  of  the  Great 
Explorer. 

It  is  useless  to  tarry  about  the  background  of  his  earlier 
days.  To  hold  controversy  on  his  birth  or  social  status  is 
beyond  us  and  beneath  us.  Whether  Parkman  styles  him  'a 
Catholic  gentleman  Avithin  the  pale  of  the  noblesse'  or  an- 
other Avriter  descends  him  from  a  family  of  fisherman,  Ave  do 
not  care.  It  seems  he  Avas  of  the  middle  class.  If  not  by 
birth  and  social  rating  by  something  else  Avas  he  truly  great. 
There  can  be  no  question  of  the  nobility  of  his  character, 
the  energy  and  efficiency  of  his  Avork,  the  profound  nature  of 
his  Catholic  Faith  and  devotion. 

HIS   CHARACTER 

The  character  of  Champlain  is  richly  exemplified  in  his 
piety,  patriotism  and  courage.  There  is  no  record  through 
the  centuries  of  anything  to  stain  his  memory.  He  outshines 
in  repute  many  of  his  contemporarj^  explorers.  He  lived  in 
an  age  when  felloAv  pathfindere  Avere  not  as  proper  as  him- 
self. Not  only  are  his  deeds  and  his  Avritings  an  index  of  his 
character  in  Avord  and  in  Avork  but  other  things  confirm  the 
greatness  of  his  goodness.  The  record  of  his  last  illness,  the 
death-bed  scene,  the  preparation  for  eternity,  the  general 
confession  of  his  Avhole  life  all  point  to  faith  and  piety.  It 
Avas  Father  Lalemant,  Superior  of  the  Quebec  Mission  and 
uncle  of  Gabriel,  the  famous  martyr,  Avho  attended  him,  and 
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remained  with  liini  constantly  for  two  months  and  a  half  until 
death  came.  Long  ago  had  he  prepared  the  general  confes- 
sion. The  orator  at  his  funeral  must  have  been  lavish  in  his 
praise  for  while  we  do  not  own  his  sermon  we  have  another 
brief  estimate  of  the  hero  penned  by  the  orator.  Father  Le 
Jeune.  Writes  he,  "On  the  25th  of  December,  the  day  of  the 
birth  of  our  Saviour  upon  earth,  Champlain,  our  Governor, 
was  reborn  in  Heaven,  at  least  we  can  say  that  his  death  was 
full  of  blessings.  .  .  .  Truly  he  had  led  a  life  of  great  justice, 
equity,  and  perfect  loyalty  to  his  King  and  towards  the  gentle- 
men of  the  Company.  But  at  his  death  he  crowned  his 
virtues  Avith  sentiments  of  piety  so  lofty  that  he  astonished 
us  al].  What  tears  he  shed!  How  ardent  became  his  zeal 
for  the  service  of  God!"  The  Great  Explorer  was  loyal  to 
God,  King  and  Church.  His  associations  with  men  of  religion, 
the  Recollets  and  the  Jesuits,  would  throw  much  light  on  his 
religious  character.  His  great  trust  in  God  fortified  him 
against  fear  and  religion  clothed  him  with  a  self-restraint 
that  was  not  common  among  explorers  of  the  seventeenth 
century.  Champlain  excelled  many  of  them  in  more  ways 
than  one.  Champlain  had  patience,  perseveraiu-e,  fortitude, 
courage,  self-restraint,  all  of  which  are  capital  to  tlie  explorer 
and  the  colonizer. 

THE    EXPLORER 

Samuel  de  Champlain  was  not  rushed  from  his  cradle  to 
his  career.  He  had  some  early  training  that  proved  quite 
useful  for  his  future.  In  early  life  he  was  a  soldier  and  a 
sailor.  The  intrepid  pioneer  and  founder  of  New  France 
rushed  not  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.  As  a  boy  he 
loved  the  sea,  but  forgot  it  for  a  while  to  take  a  hand  in  the 
Wars  of  the  League.  When  the  Peace  was  signed,  he  return- 
ed to  the  sea  and  visited  the  Spanish  West  Indies  and 
]\Iexico.  Later  on  he  threw  himself  into  the  great  career  of 
danger  and  daring  that  centres  around  the  St.  Lawrence 
and  so  many  other  places,  now  famous  bywords  in  our 
historv. 
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He  had  a  soul  that  courted  the  unknown.  To  travel  lake 
and  river  and  pierce  the  wilderness  was  to  follow  the  bent 
of  his  genius.  He  swung  into  the  unknown,  hope  in  heart 
and  God  o'erhead,  dreaming  of  a  route  to  Cathay,  a  pathway 
to  China.  He  sought,  like  many,  a  backdoor  entrance  to  the 
fabulous  East.  But  there  was  many  a  tale  of  the  canoe  and 
the  war  part3^  of  new  lakes  and  rivers  and  inland  roads  in- 
stead of  China  before  him,  Cathay  was  not  to  be.  The  New 
World  had  him  in  her  arms  and  he  was  mighty  kind  to  her. 

There  can  be  no  question  of  his  being  the  perfect  path- 
finder. With  friend  or  foe,  with  the  Red  man  as  an  ally  or 
an  enemy  he  is  always  the  peerless  leader.  Champlain  showed 
no  partiality  in  his  pathfindings.  His  trekking  took  liim  in 
many  directions  and  blazed  his  trails  on  all  sides. 

Religion,  civilization  and  much  else  fell  princely  heii*s 
to  his  deeds  and  daring.  And  from  this  angle  we  beg  to  view 
the  great  drama  that  trod  on  his  heels,  the  story  of  our 
Canadian  Martyrs.  We  like  to  associate  our  martyrs  Avith 
the  career  of  our  great  explorer.  He  Avas  their  precursor.  He 
brought  them  here.  He  pioneered  the  lands  and  the  trails 
they  drenched  with  their  blood.  He  set  their  stage.  He  made 
their  great  drama  possible. 

It  was  along  the  Champlain  Road  that  the  blackrobe  trod 
in  all  his  tragedy  and  glory.  Like  the  Governor,  the  Mission- 
ary had  come  from  a  sunny  clime  and  a  land  of  ease  and 
culture.  He  left  a  home  of  cheer  and  comfort  for  snow  and 
scurvy,  the  wigwam  and  the  warwhoop,  for  forest  and  famine, 
for  tomahaM'k  and  torture.  All  of  this  brave  company  had 
a  heart  for  hardship,  a  soul  for  the  savage.  All  of  them 
were  of  high  holiness  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale.  It  explains 
a  lot.  Samuel  de  Champlain  and  his  noble  Jesuits  were  all 
this.  All  these  great  characters  in  our  story  give  a  deal  of 
romance  to  such  horrible  and  hideous  realism.  And  this  fact 
has  contributed  to  the  enchantment  of  many  readers  of  our 
history  and  so  many  tourists  to  our  shrines. 

There  is  much  romance  in  reading  of  great  men  who 
sacrificed  all  for  the  lowliness  and  loneliness,  the  trial  and 
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the  torture  in  the  land  of  the  savage  and  his  wilderness.  It 
is  a  mystery  but  a  challenge  to  the  sceptic  and  the  scoffer. 
Saint  and  sinner,  scholar  and  school-boy,  politician  and 
pauper,  friend  and  foe  are  awed  yet  enamored  with  the  brave 
and  selfless  story  of  the  Jesuit  martyr  in  the  land  of  Cham- 
plain.  Pioneer  and  priest  must  appeal  to  all  posterity  for 
virtue  and  valor.  And  when  Bancroft  tells  us  'not  a  cape  was 
turned,  not  a  river  entered  but  a  Jesuit  led  the  way'  we  not 
only  classify  them  with  Champlain  as  pioneers  and  bene- 
factors of  our  country,  but  hail  them  in  their  fitting  halos 
as  true  martyrs  of  the  Cross. 

Is  it  true  that  some  perhaps  like  Parkman,  have  not  done 
full  justice  to  the  martyrs  in  our  midst?  It  is  true  that  Bre- 
boeuf,  Lalemant  and  Co.  were  whitemen.  It  is  true  that  they 
were  Frenchmen.  It  is  true  they  were  Catholics  (and  horrors !) 
even  Jesuits.  But  they  were  not  foreign  or  political  martyrs. 
The  Iroquois  killed  them  because  they  did  not  like  the  faith 
they  preached,  and  of  course  that  was  Catholic  Christianity. 
St.  Augustine  long  ago  informed  us  that  it  is  not  what  a 
man  suffers  or  how  he  suffers  that  makes  him  a  martyr.  It 
is  why  he  suffers  and  dies  that  places  the  crown  on  his  head. 
And  the  Church  always  has  been  of  this  mind.  There  is  no 
doubt  in  the  minds  of  men  nowadays  on  the  what  and  how 
of  the  tragedy  of  our  Jesuit  friends.  To  men  of  fair  mind 
and  good  will  there  is  no  doubt  too  as  to  the  why  of  their 
sufferings  and  death. 

The  unkind  red  man  made  a  dead  set  against  the  black- 
robe  as  a  missionary.  There  is  no  doubt  about  that.  The 
Iroquois  disliked  him  as  a  priest  of  the  Christian  gospel. 
With  savage  rage  he  was  opposed  to  the  system  the  padre 
stood  for.  Of  course  he  may  have  had  some  free  advice  from 
the  Dutch  and  English  traders  of  the  Mohawk  country.  But 
in  any  case  the  Iroquois  fell  upon  the  Cross  Bearers  on  account 
of  the  Cross.  The  target  that  each  victim  became  for  mass 
onslaught  such  as  in  the  case  of  Breboeuf  or  Lalemant  show- 
ed that  religion  was  paramount  in  the  mind  of  the  savage 
killer.     Eye   witnesses   furnish   us   plenty   of  material   about 
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the  circumstances  of  the  age-old  martyrs.  Father  Rageneau, 
the  Superior  is  quite  graphic  in  recording  Avhat  he  saw  and 
heard.  It  is  quite  conceded  today  the  cause  for  which  the 
Jesuits  died,  and  in  any  case  the  Church  who  is  ever  wise 
would  never  miss  the  mark.  In  3O0  years  of  time  she  has 
not  failed  to  sift  the  matter  pro  and  con. 

HURONIA 

People  are  learning  of  late  to  view  liuronia  in  its  setting 
and  importance.  Of  course  it  was  Champlain  who  made  this 
place  possible.  The  Champlain  Road  with  its  travail  of  travel 
brought  you  there  in  those  days  and  well  can  the  missionary 
tell  you  about  it.  This  section  of  our  land  found  by  the 
Explorer  and  manned  as  a  mission  for  years  by  the  fathers  of 
the  society,  was  not  only  half-forgotten  but  when  recalled 
viewed  by  many  as  of  meagre  matter.  Huronia  was  a  big 
concern  in  many  ways.  It  was  a  storm  centre  in  religious, 
political,  national  and  international  affairs.  Champlain  was 
the  forerunner  of  a  good  deal.  And  he  stood  at  the  cross- 
roads of  much  history  and  of  events  which  told  well  on  pos- 
terity. He  perhaps  saw  things  in  all  their  importance  as 
few  people  in  the  last  300  years  have  seen  them.  The  author 
of  a  recent  book  "The  Champlain  Road"  does  ample  justice  in 
the  Foreword  of  his  story  to  the  importance  of  it  all.  Mr. 
McDowell's  best  seller  puts  the  case  nicely  when  it  says 
"The  tragedy  of  Huronia  is  one  of  those  isolated  episodes  of 
history  which  historians  have  shown  a  disposition  to  neglect." 
And  in  his  splendid  novel  he  gives  just  impetus  to  the  re- 
newed interest  in  Huronia  and  its  Dramatis  Personae. 

Mr.  McDowell  is  of  opinion  as  perhaps  are  many  others, 
that  the  story  of  ancient  Huronia  is  not  confined  solely  to  its 
religious  episodes.  He  insists  it  was  a  tremendous  historical 
experiment  where,  in  the  words  of  his  former  schoolmaster, 
*the  destiny  of  the  continent  was  decided.  Once  and  for  all 
it  was  determined  that  the  New  World  would  not  follow  the 
pattern  of  European  nationalism  but  would  develop  into  two 
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great,  Anglo-Saxon  nations,  the  United  States  of  America  and 
the  Dominion  of  Canada.' 

At  first  sight  it  is  hard  to  unravel  what  the  schoolmaster 
means.  But  in  brief  it  is  this.  In  order  to  offset  the  Iroquois 
dominion  of  this  continent,  Champlain  would  set  up  a  French 
protectorate  in  the  Huron  country,  as  a  brake  against  the 
Iroquois.  At  the  same  time  he  would  civilize  his  Huron 
friends  and  allies.  For  this  latter  reason  he  brought  the 
Jesuits  to  the  scene  and  they  served  to  their  greater  glory. 

Champlain  was  a  man  of  destiny.  The  course  he  carved 
for  the  ages  is  witness  to  this.  The  part  Providence  asked 
him  to  play  in  the  drama  of  the  martyrs  is  not  to  be  passed 
over  in  time  or  eternity.  We  have  not  fully  reaped  the  har- 
vest of  blessing,  the  Governor  and  his  colleagues  sowed  for 
us.  We  firmly  believe  in  the  Sanguis  Martyrum,  Semen 
Christianorum.  Tertullian  is  the  first  to  go  on  record  for 
that  hopeful  saying.  Believing  the  same  we  are  thrilled  to 
contemplate  martyrs'  blood  consecrating  our  own  home 
grounds,  and  this  too  Avithin  eighty  miles  of  where  these 
words  are  printed.  Our  hope  therefore  is  to  witness  some- 
day, maybe  soon,  a  harvest  of  future  Christians  flowing  from 
martyr  merits.  It  may  be  along  the  trails  of  the  pathfinder 
and  his  padres  that  we  shall  look  for  all  this.  But  the  san- 
guinary sowing  of  the  seeds  of  sanctity  and  salvation  may 
find  other  harvests  than  in  Huronia  and  the  Mohawk  valley 
and  their  nearby  districts.  In  fact  we  have  not  done  too  badly 
in  these  places  to  date ;  and  of  course  Quebec  has  been  a 
reward  and  consolation  for  three  centuries.  Champlain  and 
his  holy  friends  showed  no  great  partiality  for  any  lake  or 
land,  trek  or  trail.  They  journeyed  far  and  often.  They  saw 
a  lot  of  country.  Perhaps  the  day  will  come  when  all  our 
fair  land  Avill  blossom  its  faith  and  love  to  the  Master  of 
these  master  men,  Champlain  and  the  Jesuit  Martyrs,  whose 
names  and  deeds  will  live  as  long  as  men  remember. 
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FAITH-CURES   AND    MIRACLES 

By    REV.    HERBERT    DELANEY, 
St.  Augustine's  Seminary.  Toronto. 

TO-DAY  as  in  the  days  of  Christ,  miracles  are  the  subject 
of  controversy.  These  surprising  and  marvelous  events 
are  still  the  subject  over  which  many  labour  and  go  astray. 
Many  definitions  and  explanations  have  been  given  for  mira- 
cles all  down  the  ages,  and  now,  even  to-daj^  some  dare  to 
explain  them  in  a  new  way. 

The  Church,  hoAvever,  from  the  days  of  Christ  has  alwa.ys 
been  very  explicit  in  her  explanations  of  miracles  as  per- 
formed by  Christ  and  following  miracle  workers.  She  has 
ever  attributed  them  to  God  in  keeping  Avith  all  theological 
and  philosophical  principles.  HoAvever,  CA'er  haA-e  there  been 
contrary  opinions  raised  in  protest.  Even  to-day  Ave 
find  such.  The  modern  anti-Catholic  mind  voices  its  pro- 
tests in  three  Avays,  namely,  giving  a  ucav  explanation  of 
miracles,  or  by  denying  them,  or  by  attempting  to  destroy  their 
intended  value. 

The  first  of  these  is  a  ncAv  form  of  an  old  lieresy  as  to 
the  explanation  of  miracles.  This  present  heresy  is  faith- 
healing  or  faith-curing — it  is  a  hidden  and  mysterious  ex- 
planation by  Avhich  the  indi\ddual  brings  forth  miraculous 
cures  from  Avithin  his  unconscious  self.  This  they  say  is  the 
doctrine  revealed  by  Christ,  Scientist,  and  the  Avay  He  per- 
formed His  cures.  This  is  the  latest  theory  on  miracles.  Can 
we  then  say  the  faith  cures  of  Christian  Science  are  synony- 
mous Avith  the  miracles  as  defined  by  the  Church?  In  other 
Avords  are  miracles  faith-cures  1 

Secondly,  an  often  heard  denial  of  miracles  comes  from 
the  materialist  Avho  seems  to  be  gathering  forces  in  the  Avorld 
to-day.  They  raise  the  old  objection  based  on  the  denial  of 
super-natural — ,  We  don't  knoAv  all  the  poAvers  of  nature 
then  hoAv  can  Ave  say  that  miracles  exceed  the  natural  order; 
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a  radio  would  have  seemed  a  miracle  years  ago  yet  it  can  be 
explained  naturally  to-day. 

Thirdly,  those  who  wish  to  destroy  the  worth  of  miracles, 
saying  that  true  miracles  cannot  be  discerned  from  the  pro- 
digies of  the  devil. 

It  is  our  endeavour  then  to  examine  these  various  opinions 
on  miracles.  We  will  set  aside  faith  and  consider  these 
purely  under  the  light  of  reason  alone.  In  this  paper 
we  are  treating  with  faith  cures  and  miracles  more  particu- 
larly. However,  to  make  our  consideration  more  complete 
we  will  include  as  corollaria  a  few  words  re  the  denials  of 
materialists  and  the  counterfeit  miracles  of  the  devil. 

THE   HISTORY  OF   FAITH   CURES. 

To-day  the  great  exponent  of  faith  cures  is  known  as 
Christian  Science.  If  we  trace  the  history  of  this  sect  we 
find  that  it  had  its  inception  in  mesmerism — a  sort  of  mind 
healing  through  hypnotism,  etc.  This  was  the  doctrine  of 
Mesmer,  who  is  considered  the  father  of  modern  mind 
movements.  At  the  death  of  Mesmer  a  certain  Dr.  Quimby 
made  his  appearance,  modernizing  and  developing  mesmerism. 
He  originated  the  saying  later  adopted  by  Christian  Science, 
"Disease  is  belief  and  so  is  its  cure."  "If  you  believe  you 
are  sick,  change  this  into  the  opposite  belief  and  you  are 
well."  One  of  his  students  was  Mary  Baker  Eddy.  Here  it 
Avas  a  case  of  student  surpassing  the  master,  for  Mrs.  Eddy 
is  the  sole  foundress  and  organizer  of  Christian  Science. 
About  1880  she  began  this  new  religion  and  strange  it  is  that 
such  extravagant  and  absurd  philosophy  should  have  been 
accepted  by  so  many  even  to  this  day.  "We  will  now  consider 
the  fundamental  doctrine  of  this  sect,  faith  cures,  and  see  what 
it  claims. 

WHAT  IS  FAITH-CURE? 

A  faith-cure  is  a  remedy  or  cure  coming  from  the  deeper 
recesses  of  the  soul  by  influence  of  suggestion.  This  suggestion 
comes  from   the   subjective   mind   or   the   subliminal   mind — 
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"sub  limine,"  i.e.,  below  the  threshold  of  consciousness. 
Thus  of  late  years  there  is  the  popular  belief  of  a  world  soul. 
This  is  perhaps  hard  to  visualize  since  it  is  in  no  way  found 
in  our  theology.  As  a  comparison  we  may  compare  the  world 
soul  to  a  great  underground  river,  which  appears  in  the 
upper  world  in  Avells.  The  different  wells  would  indicate  the 
individual  objective  minds.  The  river  or  source,  the  subjec- 
tive mind  or  subliminal  mind,  i.e.,  the  world  soul.  Thus  the 
Christian  Scientists  say  that  there  is  a  universal  world  soul 
that  comes  to  the  aid  of  individual  souls  by  physical  force  or 
mental  suggestion  bringing  remedies  and  cures  for  individual 
ills.  They  say  we  are  in  communication  with  God  and  thus 
bring  remedies  and  miracles  from  within  ourselves.  To  dis- 
prove this  pretended  force  it  is  necessary  to  prove  the  philo- 
sophy on  which  it  is  based  is  extravagant  and  absurd. 

THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  MIRACLES 

Philosophy  defines  a  miracle  thus — "That  which  is  per- 
formed by  God  outside  the  order  commonly  kept  in  things." 
The  first  thing  we  note  is  that  a  miracle  is  objective,  not 
subjective,  i.e.,  coming  not  from  Mnthin  us  but  from  God 
outside  the  order  of  created  nature.  The  second  thing  to  be 
noted  is  that  a  miracle  is  a  Divine  work  outside  the  07'der  of 
created  nature.  A  miracle  then  is  not  against  the  law  of 
nature  but  against  or  above  the  order  and  course  of  nature 
— a  good  distinction  to  remember.     For  example : 

A  stone  is  falling  over  a  cliff.  By  a  miracle  God  can  stop 
it  in  its  course  and  keep  it  from  going  on  to  the  bottom  of 
the  cliff.  God  does  not  disrupt  the  powers  of  gravity  or  the 
nature  of  the  stone.  He  merely  places  a  postive  force  be- 
neath the  stone  which  will  hold  it  up. 

When  the  three  children  were  placed  in  the  fiery  furnace 
the  fire  did  not  lose  its  power  to  burn  nor  their  bodies  the 
power  of  being  burned.  God  surrounded  them  with  His  omni- 
potence by  which  the  fire  was  prevented  from  coming  in  con- 
tact with  their  bodies. 

Miracles,  then,  are  possible  since  God  is  all  powerful  and 
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the  author  of  order  can  surely  interfere  with  that  order  just 
as  a  clockmaker  can  readjust  the  hands  of  a  clock  without 
destroying  his  handiwork. 

We  will  now  apply  this  philosophy  to  faith  cures  and 
show  that  they  are  not  miracles,  and  in  fact  merely  natural 
phenomena. 

THE   REJECTION   OF   FAITH-CURES. 

The  first  and  primary  difference  between  miracles  and 
faith  cures  is  that  the  former  is  objective,  i.e.,  cures  come 
from  outside  ourselves,  the  latter  is  subjective,  i.e.,  cures 
come  from  within  ourselves.  Is  it  possible  then  for  man  to 
bring  about  miraculous  cures  from  within  himself  independent 
of  any  force  outside  of  himself?  A  natural  and  a  supernatural 
explanation  is  given  by  various  persons ;  hence  two  so-called 
proofs  are  given. 

(1)  The  mind  has  power  over  the  body. 

(2)  The  subliminal  mind,  i.e.,  the  Avorld  soul  or  God  Him- 
self within  us  brings  these  cures  about. 

To  prove  the  fact  that  cures  from  within  ourselves  are 
impossible  we  need  only  to  show  that  they  can  be  produced 
by  neither  of  these  two  principles. 

(1)  The  mind  has  power  over  the  body.  This  is  a  half 
truth,  i.e.,  to  a  certain  extent.  The  mind  can  cure  some  ail- 
ments. However,  there  is  a  very  important  distinction  we  must 
draw  between  the  kinds  of  diseases  found  in  man: — namely, 
functional  and  organic  diseases.  Functional  diseases  are  those 
wherein  the  organ  remains  intact  but  their  functions  are  not 
proper  and  harmonious,  i.e.,  insomnia,  hysteria,  etc.  Organic 
diseases  are  those  diseases,  wherein  some  organ  is  injured 
or  destroyed,  e.g.,  broken  bones,  cancer,  blindness,  etc. 

It  is  an  undeniable  fact  that  the  mind  can  in  no  way  cure 
organic  diseases — absolutely  none ! — but  the  mind  can  cure 
some  functional  diseases,  since  many  of  these  can  be  caused 
by  the  mind  in  the  first  place.  All  noted  doctors  and  physi- 
cians to-day  will  agree  on  this  point.  Hence  the  mind's 
ability  to  cure  the  body  is  restricted  solely  to  functional  dis- 
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eases  and  in  no  way  to  organic  diseases.  However,  Ave  know 
that  organic  diseases  are  cured  as  we  say  miraculously.  Hence 
this  can  not  be  the  explanation  of  such  miracles. 

(2)  The  second  principle  is  that  of  the  upholders  of  faith- 
cures.  Remedies  come  to  us  from  the  subliminal  mind  within 
us,  i.e.,  the  world  soul  or  God.  They  say  God  is  in  us,  in 
fact  we  are  more  God  than  ourselves;  diseases  are  only  ap- 
parent and  not  real,  for  how  can  God  be  sick.  This,  of 
course,  is  evidently  Pantheism,  (God  is  everything,  everything 
is  God).  How  can  we  say  that  this  world,  which  is  material, 
imperfect  and  contingent,  is  God,  Who  is  spiritual,  perfect 
and  per  se  subsistens.  The  Avorld  and  creatures  have  attri- 
butes which  can  in  no  way  be  attributed  to  God  and  vice 
versa.     Creatures  and  the  Creator  cannot  be  one. 

We  see  in  this  second  form  of  faith-cure  another  form  of 
suggestion,  i.e.,  cure  others — This  would  be  done  by  com- 
munication through  the  world  soul.  If  we  can  cure  ourselves 
we  can  cure  others,  they  say,  in  the  unconscious  self.  We  can 
see  how  extravagant  and  absurd  this  is.  It  presupposes  a 
world  soul  and  Divine  aid  from  Avithin.  This  Avas  the  doctrine 
of  Mary  Eddy — hoAvever,  it  has  become  less  knoAvn  to-day. 
Miraculous  subjective  cures,  then,  are  not  possible  either 
naturally  or  supernaturally,  for  they  are  contrary  to  reason. 

As  a  final  Avord  of  rejection  of  faith  cures  as  miracles  due 
to  their  lack  of  any  foundation,  Ave  might  make  one  observa- 
tion Avhich  Avill  answer  the  question — If  faith-cures  are  so  CA'i- 
dently  groundless  Avhy  then  have  they  been  so  popular  and 
existed  to  this  day?     Well,  the  ansAver  lies  in  this. 

Mrs.  Eddy  performed  some  cures  of  functional  diseases 
and  claimed  countless  others  AA^hich  though  merely  natural 
phenomena,  they  attracted  the  attention  of  religious  fana- 
tics. She  went  on  to  attract  attention  by  making  very  extra- 
vagant statements,  for  example, — the  science  of  medicine  is 
a  fraud  and  immoral,  etc.  She  then  drcAV  up  her  theology 
in  terms  that  no  one  could  understand.  Her  success  has  been 
due  almost  entirely  to  the  natural  phenomena  of  mental  cures 
of  functional  diseases.     She  proved  her  doctrines  by  mental 
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cures  which  though  naturally  explicable,  yet  seemed  miracul- 
ous to  many. 

COROLLARIA  I 

THE    UNKNOWN    POWERS    OF   NATURE. 

"VVe  know  the  mind  can  cure  some  diseases.  This  wasn't 
known  centuries  ago;  so  why  can't  Ave  say  that  when  the 
mind  in  certain  individuals  is  placed  in  certain  circumstances, 
it  causes  unknown  powers  of  nature  to  act  and  so  to  bring 
about  a  sudden  cure? 

It  is  true  we  don't  know  all  the  powers  of  nature  but  we 
do  know, — 

(1)  The  powers  of  nature  have  limits:  a  dead  body  cannot 
of  itself  be  restored  to  life  by  nature. 

(2)  Unknown  powers  of  nature  cannot  contradict  laws 
we  know  are  certain,  i.e.,  a  person  without  nourishment  for 
some  time  will  die  of  hunger. 

But  miracles  have  been  and  can  be  effected  Avherein  nature 
could  in  no  way  be  sufficient — e.g.  raising  of  Lazurus  and 
others  where  nature  would  contradict  herself  if  she  so  acted. 
Hence  ignorance  of  all  the  powers  of  nature  is  no  argument 
for  faith-cures  or  against  miracles. 

COROLLARIA  II 

COUNTERFEIT    MIRACLES    OF    THE    DEVIL. 

Evil  spirits  can  produce  wonderful  phenomena,  which,  al- 
though they  do  not  exceed  the  powers  of  created  nature  still 
they  exceed  the  powers  of  man  and  material  creatures.  Hence 
they  do  not  perform  miracles  but  only  surprising  phenomena. 
Their  manner  of  acting  is  therefore  very  different  from  God 
— ^God  performs  His  miracles  immediately  by  a  mere  act  of  His 
Divine  will;  evil  spirits  produce  their  effects  mediately,  i.e., 
they  have  to  manipulate  the  laws  of  nature  so  that  nature 
produces  such  an  event.  Thus  if  we  consider  the  three  orders 
of  miracles : 
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(1)  quoad  suhstantiain  facti:  i.e.,  effects  which  absolutely 
exceed  the  powers  of  nature— e.g  two  bodies  in  the  same 
place  simultaneously. 

(2)  quoad  snhjectum,  i.e.,  effects  Avhich  nature  can  perform 
but  not  in  such  a  subject:  e.g.,  resurrection  of  dead; 
nature  gives  life  but  not  to  a  dead  body. 

(3)  quoad  modum:  i.e.,  effects  which  nature  can  produce 
and  in  such  a  subject  but  not  in  the  manner  produced, 
e.g.,  an  immediate  cure  from  a  fever  without  the  slow  pro- 
cess of  nature. 

AVe  can  see,  therefore,  that  the  devil  is  restricted  to  the 
counterfeiting  of  miracles  of  the  "third  order"  only  and  cannot 
approach  the  first  two  orders  at  all. 

The  Church  admits  such  counterfeit  miracles  and  gives  us 
rules  to  distinguish  them  from  true  miracles.  "By  their  fruits 
you  shall  know  them,"  God  works  miracles  for  a  good  purpose, 
for  His  own  glory,  and  worship,  in  an  environment  of  faith 
and  devotion  and  religious  atmosphere.  The  devil  is  the  author 
of  wonders  done  in  immoral  surroundings,  by  evil  men,  for 
show,  money  or  other  evil  ends. 

CONCLUSION. 

Faith-cures,  then,  are  as  the  house  built  upon  sand  which 
when  subjected  to  the  Avinds  and  rain  of  criticism  and  philo- 
sophical enquiry,  cannot  stand,  but  must  fall  before  the  floods 
of  reason. 

Miracles,  on  the  other  hand,  are  as  the  hoiLse  built  upon  the 
rock  of  reason  and  stability  so  that  the  winds  of  philosophical 
enquiry,  the  hail  of  material  scepticism  and  the  rains  of  diaboli- 
cal imitation  may  beat  vehemently  upon  it  but  it  can  still  re- 
main strong  and  steadfast  for  its  foundation  has  philosophical 
solidity. 


t$r 
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A    MODERN    VIEW    OF    LOURDES 

By  REV.  ALPHONSE  BEDANGER, 
St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  Toronto 

THE  AUTHORESS  AND  HER  SOURCES  OF  MATERIAL. 

THROUGHOUT  the  length  and  breadth  of  this  world  of 
ours  there  are  numerous  Shrines  dedicated  to  the  mem- 
ory and  honor  of  some  particular  saint.  But  I  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  say  that  no  doubt  the  one  which  is  most  universally 
known  and  loved  is  that  of  Lourdes  in  Prance  which  at  one 
and  the  same  time  does  homage  to  Our  Lord  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  to  Saint  Bernadette. 
Ever  since  1858  the  story  of  the  apparition  of  the  Mother  of 
God  to  that  poor  little  maiden  of  France,  of  the  healing 
power  of  the  miraculous  water  and  of  the  numerous  and 
stupendous  miracles  wrought  at  the  rock  of  Massabielle,  has 
been  told  and  related  in  every  country.  Historians  and  writ- 
ers also  have  not  failed  to  give  to  the  world  many  books  and 
pamphlets  dealing  with  the  extraordinary  happenings  at 
Lourdes.  One  of  the  most  recent  works  to  appear  on  this  sub- 
ject is  that  entitled  "Bernadette  of  Lourdes,"  and  published 
by  Longmans,  Green  &  Co.,  in  1939.  The  authoress  is  Mar- 
garet Gray  Blanton.  It  is  especially  with  this  work  that  this 
article  is  going  to  deal. 

At  the  outset  let  us  bear  in  mind  that  Mrs.  Blanton  is  not 
a  Catholic.  It  is  indeed,  therefore,  very  pleasing  to  see  such 
a  splendid  publication  dealing  with  such  a  Catholic  topic, 
coming  to  us  from  one  who  is  a  Protestant.  Lourdes  is  a 
shrine,  which  like  all  others,  has  attracted  not  only  Catholics 
but  also  those  outside  the  fold.  And  among  the  thousands 
to  be  thus  affected  was  the  psychologist,  Mrs.  Blanton.  But 
her  interest  did  not  stop  at  mere  admiration  of  the  wonders 
of  Massabielle  —  it  went  further  — ■  it  led  to  study,  to  re- 
search work  and  finally  resulted  in  the  producing  of  her  book 
''Bernadette  of  Lourdes."     And  that  she  was  well  equipped 


38  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

to  undertake  such  a  task  no  one  can  deny.  She  had  made  a 
thorough  reading  and  study  of  the  three  A'olumes  of  the 
"History  of  Lourdes,"  by  the  Reverend  L.  J.  M.  Cros,  S.J. 
This  was  her  chief  source  of  material  and  was  indeed  an  ex- 
cellent one,  for  Father  Cros'  "history  was  compiled  from  the 
material  of  the  Bishops'  examination,  and  checked  wherever 
possible  with  Bernadette's  contemporaries  who  were  in  any 
way  involved  in  the  drama  of  her  life.  For  the  latter  part 
of  her  biographj',  dealing  with  Bernadette's  life  at  the  con- 
vent, Mrs.  Blanton  had  the  use  of  material  furnished  by  the 
Sisters  of  Nevers."  From  her  conferences  with  Dr.  Auguste 
Vallet  of  the  Bureau  des  Constatations  she  learned  much  about 
the  cures ;  and  through  the  kindness  of  Cardinal  Gerlier,  Arch- 
bishop of  Lyons,  she  succeeded  in  obtaining  important  data. 
Then  too  she  had  visited  Lourdes  with  her  husband,  Dr. 
Smiley  Blanton,  the  eminent  psychiatrist.  This  would  enable 
her  to  see  for  herself  the  town,  the  grotto  and  such  places  and 
hence  assured  her  of  accuracy  in  her  descriptions.  Consequent- 
ly with  such  founts  as  these  from  which  to  draw,  she  has 
provided  for  our  reading  and  instruction  an  interesting 
account  of  one  of  the  great  wonders  of  the  world.  And  as 
we  go  through  the  pages  of  her  book,  we  have  an  assurance 
of  the  substantial  truthfulness  of  the  facts  recorded,  knowing 
that  the  Reverend  James  M.  Gillis  of  the  Paulist  Fathers, 
gave  direction  by  his  guidance  and  letters  and  that  his 
criticism  of  the  manuscript  helped  to  give  to  it  its  final  form. 

AUTHENTICITY  OF  APPARITIONS  CONFIRMED  BY 
MIRACLES: 

It  is  of  great  interest,  then,  for  us  to  know  that  a  non- 
Catholic  can  recognize  the  miraculous  display  of  Lourdes, 
but  at  the  same  time  there  is  something  strange,  perhaps, 
about  her  whole  account.  For  example,  Mrs.  Blanton  would 
seem  to  tell  us  that  Bernadette  says  she  saw  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin but  would  seem  to  be  hesitant  in  admitting  that  Mary 
really  appeared.  Or  we  might  put  it  this  way:  she  tries  to 
give  a  subjective  account  of  the  life  of  Bernadette  without 
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committing  herself  to  the  objectiveness  of  the  Avhole  thing. 
Of  course  we  must  admit  that  the  authoress  herself  in  the 
forward  to  her  book  really  meets  this  objection  in  advance, 
saying:  "It  is  not  the  business  of  a  biographer  to  say  what 
Bernadette  saw,  only  what  she  believed  and  reported  she 
saw.  After  this  passage  of  time,  and  with  only  the  lay 
examinations  to  judge  by,  it  cannot  be  said  Avith  certainty 
what  was  her  mental  state  during  the  apparitions.  At  any 
rate  a  biographer  is  an  interpreter  rather  than  a  judge." 
This,  perhaps,  truly  is  the  role  of  a  biographer;  however, 
when  the  apparitions  at  Lourdes  were  followed  by  such 
stupendous  miracles  no  one  can  hardly  hesitate  to  admit  the 
authenticity  of  the  apparitions.  If  we  examine  for  a  moment 
the  life  of  our  Blessed  Lord  we  might  see  a  parallel  case. 
During  his  sojourn  here  on  earth  He  performed  many  miracles 
and  He  Himself  told  us  why;  "The  works  themselves  which 
I  do  give  testimony  of  me,  that  the  Father  hath  sent  me." 
Consequently  His  cures,  etc.,  were  all  proofs  that  He  was 
sent  by  the  Father.  Or  again,  on  one  occasion  He  had  for- 
given a  man  his  sins.  Some  of  His  enemies  standing  by 
thought  this  was  blasphemy  because  they  maintained  that 
only  God  could  forgive  sin.  Thereupon  our  Blessed  Lord,  in 
order  to  show  that  He  was  God,  told  the  invalid  to  "take  up 
his  bed  and  go  into  this  house."  Which  of  course  was  done, 
and  the  point  is  that,  as  soon  as  this  was  accomplished  one 
had  to  admit  our  Lord's  first  statement,  namely;  "Thy  sins 
are  forgiven  thee,"  because  this  miracle  proved  it.  Likewise, 
in  the  case  of  Bernadette,  if  this  little  girl  said  she  saw  the 
"Immaculate  Conception,"  then  we  can  hardly  doubt  this 
statement  once  we  have  so  many  miracles,  as  it  Avere,  in  con- 
firmation of  it.  We  are  not  saying  that  Mrs.  Blanton  denies 
that  Bernadette  saw  the  Blessed  Virgin,  but  at  the  same 
time  the  authoress  does  not  unhesitatingly  admit  that  Berna- 
dette did,  as  we  construe  from  the  remarks  she  made.  Perhaps 
we  are  unjust  to  her. 

And  if  this  be  the  case  what  really  is  the  only  supposition 
Ave  can  make?     It  is  that  the  miracles  that  occur  at  Lourdes 
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are  faith  cures  and  the  visions  were  from  Bernadette's  mind. 
Let  me  explain. 

If  the  miracles  which  take  place  at  Our  Lady's  shrine  do 
not  confirm  the  apparitions  to  Bernadette,  then  it  simply 
amounts  to  this :  the  lame,  the  blind,  and  those  afflicted  with 
various  diseases  are  brought  to  Lourdes  and  when  there  is 
a  cure  it  is  solely  in  their  imagination,  that  is,  a  subjective 
cure  by  suggestion.  In  other  words  this  is  saying  thej^  really 
cure  themselves  and  God  has  no  hand  in  it  at  all.  Now  this 
could  never  be  offered  as  an  explanation  for  all  the  cures  at 
Lourdes,  because  a  "faith  cure"  is  only  effective  in  certain 
nervous  diseases.  At  Lourdes  not  only  are  nervous  troubles 
cleared  up  but  maladies  of  a  far  greater  seriousness.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  cures  of  nervous  diseases  are  not  classified 
among  the  miracles.  Thus  we  have  to  admit  that  the  miracles 
are  from  God,  and  if  so  then  two  conclusions  follow:  firstly, 
they  confirm  the  apparitions,  and  secondly,  the  wonders  that 
take  place  are  not  mere  "faith  cures."  But  since  Mrs.  Blanton 
seems  to  hesitate  to  admit  the  first  conclusion  when  we  seem 
obliged  to  conclude  that  the  only  explanation  of  the  miracles 
is  that  each  one  is  a  "faith  cure."  What  then  of  the  visions? 
We  would  have  to  say  they  were  from  Bernadette's  mind. 
But  this  conclusion  cannot  stand  in  face  of  the  various  types 
of  cures. 

Here  we  might  ask  the  question,  has  the  Church  ever  given 
her  approbation  to  this  work  of  Lourdes?  And  the  answer 
is  yes,  so  much  so  that  it  "places  this  work  ahead  of  all  other 
divine  manifestations  of  this  nature."  No  doubt  this  approba- 
tion does  not  proclaim  the  fact  of  the  apparition  at  Lourdes 
a  dogma  or  a  truth  of  defined  faith;  but  if  it  does  not  enjoy 
this  supreme  solemnity  and  this  effect,  it  nevertheless  imposes 
itself  Avith  such  authority  that  to  resist  it  would  be  at  the  same 
time  stupid  and  foolhardy.  But  if  no  definition  was  pro- 
claimed on  this  subject,  numerous  public  acts  have  clearly 
outlined  the  attitude  of  three  Popes  who  have  governed  the 
Church  since  the  apparitions:  Pius  IX,  Leo  XIII  and  Pius  X. 
In  a  brief  of  praise  addressed  to  the  historian  of  Lourdes, 
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''Pius  IX  declares  'the  apparition  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception in  the  grotto  of  Lourdes  is  a  fact  of  brilliant  truth,' 
It  is  Leo  XIII  who  approved  in  1890  both  the  office  and  the 
mass  of  the  apparition  of  Lourdes  and  which  his  successor, 
Pius  X,  proclaimed  obligatory  for  the  entire  world."  (Nov. 
13,  1907).  Thus,  as  Catholics,  we  wisely  believe  like  the 
Popes  that  the  apparitions  to  Bernadette  were  true  appari- 
tions of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  for  if  the  miracles  were  divine 
it  is  impossible  to  deny  the  A'isions. 

CHURCH   BUILT   ON   MIRACLES. 

And  now,  after  having  told  of  the  authoress'  sources  for 
her  book  and  also  stated  that  we  cannot  help  but  admit  the 
authenticity  of  the  apparitions,  we  might  consider  for  a 
few  moments  the  miracles  themselves.  Are  they  of  impor- 
tance? AVas  it  necessary  that  there  be  miracles  at  Lourdes 
to  assure  us  of  the  truth  of  the  little  girl's  statements  and 
visions?  Most  certainly  yes,  because  if  the  miracles  are  true 
so  are  the  visions.  And  before  ever  making  a  pronouncement 
concerning  Lourdes  the  Church  primarily  looked  to  the  mir- 
acles. Thus  it  was  that  the  Ciire  of  Lourdes,  Abbe  Peyra- 
male,  and  also  the  bishop  of'  the  diocese  were  reluctant  in 
giving  their  opinion.  They  were  prudent  and  waited  for 
miracles  to  asure  them  of  what  was  claimed  to  be  taking  place. 
And  this  was  a  wise  procedure  because  the  whole  doctrine 
of  the  Church  is  founded  in  miracles.  "VVe  have  only  to  go 
back  to  the  early  Church,  to  its  very  beginning  and  there  we 
shall  see  the  part  miracles  plaj'ed  in  its  establishment.  In  the 
first  place  our  Lord  Himself  worked  miracles  to  confirm  the 
doctrine  which  He  taught  for  as  St.  John  says:  "Many  be- 
lieved in  His  name  seeing  His  signs  which  He  did."  Or  again : 
"A  great  multitude  followed  Him  because  they  saw  the  mir- 
acles which  He  did  on  them  that  were  diseased."  Then  too, 
we  know  that  the  Apostles  were  given  the  power  to  work 
miracles  in  order  to  more  easily  spread  the  doctrine  of  Christ. 
Moreover,  St.  Luke  in  the  Acts  tells  us  that  "Stephen  did 
great  wonders  and  signs  among  the  people."     And  similarly 
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the  great  St.  Paul  really  came  in  miracles  and  not  in  doctrine. 
And  the  reason  was  to  show  that  their  doctrine  was  from 
Grod  —  was  to  prove  that  Christ  was  divine,  and  a  miracle 
did  this  because  God  alone  can  work  one;  and  hence  if  He 
does  perform  one  to  confirm  a  teaching  it  is  a  guarantee  of 
the  truth  stated.  ''In  fact,  the  miracle  being  a  derogation  of 
the  laws  of  creation,  none  but  the  Creator  can  be  the  cause 
of  it,  for  the  legislator  alone  is  master  of  His  law.  In  pre- 
sence of  such  a  fact  we  are  forcibly  compelled  to  say,  as  the 
diviners  of  Egj^pt  in  the  face  of  the  plagues  which  visited 
that  country,  'This  is  the  finger  of  God';  or  again  with  the 
Psalmists :  'This  is  the  Lord's  doing.'  To  this  first  admission 
of  common  sense  is  immediately  added  another:  'God.  Who 
is  Truth  itself,  cannot  perform  a  miracle  in  favour  of  error.' 
Thus  for  nineteen  centuries  the  miracle,"  and  those  of  Lourdes, 
"continue  to  affirm  the  divinity  of  the  works  of  Jesus  Christ." 

GRACE  OF  LOURDES  IN  MODERN  WORLD: 

As  stated  at  the  very  beginning  no  doubt  the  shrine,  the 
most  universally  known  is  that  of  Lourdes.  But  not  only  has 
its  name  spread  to  the  four  corners  of  the  globe  but  also  have 
its  graces  and  its  influence.  From  perhaps  every  country 
in  the  world  pilgrims  have  come  to  the  rock  of  Massabielle 
to  ask  Mary,  the  Mother  of  God,  to  intercede  for  them.  Num- 
erous and  Avonderful  indeed  are  the  physical  cures  that  are 
wrought,  but  more  numerous  and  stupenduous  no  doubt,  are 
the  spiritual  blessings  that  come  to  souls  through  the  hands  of 
the  "Immaculate  Conception."  Yes  to  the  modern  world 
Lourdes  has  brought  extraordinary  graces..  Especially  has  it 
been  a  salvation  for  France  itself.  For  eighty-two  years  it 
has  held  the  Faith  in  that  country  —  a  country  which  has  had 
an  extraordinary  history.  It  has  participated  in  numerous 
wars;  it  has  had  its  revolution;  it  has  been  overrun  with 
Materialism  and  Communism,  and  yet  with  all  of  this,  it 
has  given  to  the  world  some  of  its  great  saints  and  heroes. 
And  to  its  weakening  faith  the  miracles  of  Lourdes  have  come 
to  strengthen  its  belief  in  God.    And  the  miracles  of  Lourdes 
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are  perhaps  all  the  more  helpful  to  faith  than  any  others  in 
the  world  because  they  are  going  on  under  the  most  scientific 
scrutiny.  As  far  as  is  known  it  alone  in  the  history  of  shrines 
offers  a  "medical  board  Avhich  examines  all  claims  for 
cures." 

LOURDES:   CONFIRMATION  OF  THE  DOGMA  OF  THE 
IMMACULATE  CONCEPTION  OF   1854 

Finally  may  we  add  that  since  God  does  nothing  without 
a  purpose,  there  must  have  been  a  very  important  and  de- 
finite one  in  the  Avonders  of  Lourdes.  And  there  was.  As 
one  author  put  it:  "The  Blessed  Virgin  came  to  Lourdes  to 
convey  to  the  Avorld  God's  answer  to  the  most  important  re- 
ligious act  of  modern  times,  that  is,  to  the  proclamation  of 
the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  Mary,  solemnly 
defined  at  Rome,  December  8,  1854,  by  Pope  Pius  IX.  This 
answer,  supported  b}'^  the  irresistible  argument  of  the  miracle, 
is  a  striking  confirmation  of  the  Pontifical  decree,  especially, 
as  it  constitutes  an  efficacious  remedy  against  the  evils  of 
our  age:  Nationalism,  Rationalism,  and  Materialism."  At  that 
particular  time  the  minds  of  men  had  become  filled  with  false 
doctrines  and  as  a  consequence  we  had  men  without  faith, 
without  religion  and  without  God.  The  apparitions  and  mir- 
acles of  Lourdes  came,  as  it  were,  to  combat  these  errors  and 
to  bring  God  once  again  into  the  hearts  and  minds  of  men. 
The  Mother  of  God  has  triumphed  once  more.  And  as  on 
many  other  occasions,  Ave  can  again  look  to  Mary  and  say: 
"It  is  Thou  Avho  hast  given  the  death  bloAV  to  all  the  heresies 
of  the  AA^orld." 
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THE    RED    BEAR   IS   A   ROGUE    BEAR 

By  REVEREND  JOSEPH  A.   McDONAGH. 

"TTTELL,  what  do  you  think  of  the  Quebec  Padlock  Law, 
»  »  now?"  So  said  a  young  lady  on  the  bus  a  few  Aveeks 
ago,  immediately  after  our  perfectly  democratic  Ontario 
Mounties  had  raided  an  Ottawa  house  in  quest  of  sub- 
versive literature."  * 'All's  fair  in  war,"  her  companion  had 
said.  The  rejoinder  came  floating  across  the  aisle,  "Oh  yeah? 
,Well,  Communism  spells  war  in  nine  letters  100%  of  the 
time."  Ah,  me!  How  times  have  changed.  It  was  only  two 
years  ago  that  a  man  from  Quebec  named  (if  you  have  not 
forgotten  it)  Calder,  came  up  to  Ontario  to  denounce  Quebec's 
campaign  against  Communism.  To-day  he  would  be  run  out 
of  town  as  a  spokesman  for  the  enemy.  For  we  have  seen  the 
Jight.     Or,  at  least  we  think  we  have. 

And  if  this  be  true  of  Canada,  take  a  glance  at  what  has 
happened  to  the  American  Stalin,  Earl  Browder,  A  poor 
third  in  a  recent  New  York  election  in  a  discontented  section, 
he  is  about  to  do  a  time  payment  in  the  penitentiary  for  a 
passport  fraud.  Prom  all  accounts  this  was  a  very  popular 
conviction.  Americans  Avould  like  to  see  more  of  them.  Pa- 
triotic citizens  from  Hollywood  to  the  Brooklyn  shipyards 
have  been  smoking  out  Communist  intrigues  by  the  pack.  The 
Dies  Committee  provided  the  very  useful  machinery,  al- 
though it  was  a  pity  that  the  committee  allowed  itself  to  be 
tricked  in  an  election  accusation  in  1938  of  Supreme  Court 
Justice  Murphy.  So,  on  the  surface.  Red  is  losing  its  popu- 
larity as  an  American  colour. 

And  what  of  France?  When  former  Premier  Leon  Blum's 
iPi-ont  Populaire  won  at  the  polls  a  very  few  years  ago,  Com- 
munists piled  up  1,500,000  votes  and  won  72  of  the  618  seats 
in  the  French  chamber.  And  how  they  howled  for  immediate 
war  on  Hitler!  But,  in  1940,  what  a  difference!  After  the 
Nazi-Bolshevik  Pact  of  last  August,  those  French  Commun- 
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ists  still  remaining  loyal  to  Moscow  denounced  war  as  "Im- 
perialist" and  shouted.  "Peace,  it's  wonderful!"  The  "French 
(Stalin,"  Maurice  Thorez,  on  Oet.  6th  was  put  down  as  a  de- 
serter and  on  Nov.  28th  sentenced  to  6  years  in  jail  and  his 
property  confiscated.  The  party  is  outlaAved,  the  leaders  have 
ifled,  60  Communist  Deputies  have  been  ousted  and  the  French 
Government  raids  the  Soviet  Trade  Commission  in  Paris !  To 
all  intents  and  purposes.  Communism  is  actually  at  war  with 
(French  Democracy  minus  any  declaration. 

Well,  the  conclusion  is  that  man  can  spot  in  an  enemy 
what  he  will  blindly  overlook  in  a  friend.  When  the  Swas- 
itika  cross  was  imposed  on  the  crossed  hammer  and  sickle  we 
Jiad  the  double-cross  which  is  now  the  rule  amongst  nations. 
fSo,  to  parlour  pinks  the  international  problem  does  not  add 
,up.  For  them,  two  and  two  no  longer  make  four.  But,  don't 
worry,  one  of  their  twos  has  always  been  a  three.  Germany 
and  Russia  have  always  had  very  much  in  common — very  much 
that  was  bad.  Everything  that  we  love  in  our  Democracy  was 
|born  of  the  Church's  respect  for  the  individual  soul.  These 
things.  Dictatorships  have  despised.  Our  present  Pope  in  his 
1939  Encyclical  scores  them  both,  "This  sort  of  government 
leaves  the  stability  of  international  relations  at  the  mercy 
of  the  will  of  the  rulers  .  .  .  They  spoke  of  progress  when  they 
were  going  back,  of  being  raised  up  when  they  grovelled,  of 
arriving  at  man's  estate  when  they  stooped  to  servility." 

There  is  only  one  way  out  for  disillusioned  world-Com- 
munists. Russianism  and  Communism  must  get  a  divorce. 
Former  Communist  writers  like  Louis  Fischer  wildly  attack 
"Stalinism."  They  have  found  Stalin  out.  He  has  never 
been  what  he  seemed — the  world  leader  of  Communism.  He 
is,  as  always,  the  ruthless  Dictator  of  a  bloody  Revolution, 
the  hateful  Hammer  of  God  on  the  red  devils  of  Soviet  butch- 
ery. Of  the  original  devils  of  Moscow  the  coAvering  Trotsky 
is  the  lone  survivor.  More  than  ever  now  we  know  that 
World  Communism,  the  Internationale  is  not  Russian.  This 
is  a  Super-demon,  that  the  Church  knows  thoroughly  and 
watches  ceaselessly.    Two  kingdoms  of  Hell  are  now  growing 
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where  one  was  formerly  chained  to  a  vast  backward  state.  Let 
us  not  forget  this  fact.  There  is  now  no  Marxian  Communism 
in  Russia.  A  second  fact  is  equally  true.  Russia's  revolt  in 
1916  was  not  Communist.  The  Russian  Revolution  was  in  full 
fiwing  long  before  the  "sealed  train"  carrying  the  128  Com- 
imunist  founders  arrived  at  Moscow  to  impose  its  will  on  the 
hopeless  and  helpless  Revolutionaries.  The  same  diabolical 
Avorld  power  is  ready  and  organized  to  seize  a  defeated  Ger- 
many unless  we  Catholics  have  a  little  eye  to  the  future. 

Did  you  ever  know  that  Russia  might  have  as  easily  gone 
Catholic  as  Communist  in  1916?  A  few  weeks  ago  the  cables 
brought  word  of  the  Russian  capture  of  the  giant  Catholic 
Primate  of  Ukrainia,  Archbishop  Sczpticky  of  Lvov.  Back 
in  1922  Avhen  this  prelate  visited  America,  the  present  writer 
was  attached  to  him  as  a  temporary  Latin  Secretary.  What 
a  man!  Over  seven  feet  tall — weighing  more  than  300 
■pounds,  his  beard  a  foot  or  more  long,  there  are  few  more 
impressive  men  in  the  world.  I  will  never  forget  him  kissing 
our  kindly  Scotch  archbishop  when  they  met  for  the  first 
time.  It  was  a  sight !  This  great  man  revealed  to  me  one 
day  that  prior  to  the  Revolution,  patriotic  Russians,  tired 
of  the  Orthodox  Church  Formalism,  had  deluged  him  as  the 
best  known  Catholic  in  all  the  Russias  with  offers  to  join  the 
universal  Church.  One  group  alone  represented  40,000,000  fol- 
lowers. If  only  we  had  been  ready!  Seventeen  thousand 
priests  would  have  scarcely  been  enough.  Count  Szcpticki 
had  the  idea  that  he  could  take  the  Galician  orphans  and  edu- 
cate them  as  priests  for  this  great  task.  But  events  moved  too 
fast.  The  Russians  were  anxious  to  get  rid  of  Orthodoxy 
with  its  clerical  caste  system.  They  were  anchorless  game  for 
the  humanity  worshippers  of  Communism  which  after  all  is 
little  less  than  ultimate  protestism.  It  is  one  of  the  pities 
that  can  never  be  called  back. 

However,  actually,  Russia  has  gone  to  the  devil.  Ivan 
the  Terrible  was  an  angel  compared  to  Stalin  the  Incredible. 
Every  week  of  the  year  and  every  day  of  the  week  the  cellars 
of  the  Soviets  run  red  with  the  blood  of  the  "liquidated."    Has 
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history  ever  seen  anything  like  this?  All  the  leading  Soviet 
officials  sent  to  help  Red  Spain  have  been  liquidated.  Goriev 
—''Saviour  of  Madrid,"  Grishin—" Soviet  Chief  of  Stafle/' 
Maximov — "Hero  of  the  Ebro,"  Marcil  Rosenburg — Soviet  Am- 
bassador, Stashevisky — Soviet  Trade  representative,  Uritsky — 
in  charge  of  arms  shipments,  all  punished  by  death  for  their 
heroism!  The  single  exception  is  Gregorovitch  (Gregory  M. 
Stern)  who  is  at  present  in  Finland.  Why  he  was  spared  is 
a  mystery,  except  that  he  once  lived  in  Toronto,  Canada.  This 
is  typical  of  the  Soviet  Horror. 

A  recent  secret  French  Government  report  quoted  by  Earl 
Reeves  in  "Events,"  gives  some  shocking  figures.  Those 
unfamiliar  with  the  latest  hj^pnotic  drugs  analogous  to  scopo- 
lamine are  still  amazed  at  the  eagerness  of  prominent  Russian 
figures  to  condemn  themselves  at  the  public  trials  of  1937. 
Tavo  of  Stalin's  friends,  Kamanev  and  Ziniovev,  confessed  glad- 
ly and  were  executed.  In  1938  Piatokov,  Radek,  Takhachev- 
sky  were  shot,  practically  at  their  own  request. 

Then  began  the  purge  of  the  Soviet  army.  Up  to  March, 
li?39,  75  out  of  80  members  of  the  Superior  Council  ("War 
Department)  were  shot  or  have  disappeared.  Nine-tenths  of 
the  political  commissars  of  the  army  have  been  removed. 
Besides,  there  have  been  executed  or  imprisoned  13  out  of 
19  commanders  of  armies,  15  out  of  85  corps  commanders,  110 
out  of  195  division  commanders.  This  means  a  total  of  147 
officers  who  had  army  rank,  at  our  rating,  of  major-general 
or  higher.  General  Baratiere  summarizes:  "Wholesale  mas- 
sacre has  meant  disappearance  from  Red  Army  ranks  of  two- 
thirds  of  the  general  staff  officers,  about  half  the  officers  of 
other  ranks  or  about  30,(X)0  in  all !"  These  reports  are  semi- 
official. What  must  be  the  toll  of  poor  civilians  at  the  mercy 
of  the  terrible  G.P.U.  ?  No  wonder  it  is  estimated  that  every 
week  in  Russia  two  thousand  are  shot  to  death  in  the  cellars 
of  the  Soviet. 

So,  even  if  Finland  had  not  come  along  to  turn  the  spot- 
light upon  Communist  inefficiency,  the  facts  would  have  come 
to  light.    Let  all  the  world  fear,  however,  if  the  Third  Reich 
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■vvith  eiistoniary  Teutonic  efficiency  can  tame  this  wild  mons- 
ter of  Red  Russia  and  raise  the  well-drilled  and  well-equipped 
legions  that  wait  as  the  Avorld's  most  available  supply  of 
warring  humanity. 

To  the  old  Church  of  the  ages  surprises  seldom  come. 
Our  Holy  Father  confided  to  Monsignor  Fulton  Sheen  that  he 
knew  long  ago  of  the  Russian  German  set-up.  But  the  quota- 
tion that  I  now  give  to  close  this  essay  is  tops  for  prophecy. 
It  was  written  b.y  the  late  Dean  O'Malley  Avhile  Hindenbvu'g 
was  deep  in  the  Russian  campaign  in  1915.  It  might  have  been 
written  one  year  ago.  "There  will  also  be  other  alignments 
and  all  might  as  well  recognize  the  fact.  One  faction  makes 
another,  as  the  Triple  Alliance  caused  the  Triple,  if  not  Qua- 
druple Entente.  But  after  the  war,  how  will  Europe  and 
Asia  line  up?  We  mustn't  be  too  sure  that  alliances  and  en- 
tentes will  stay  as  they  are.  The  Germanic  and  Slavic  fam- 
ilies have  long  been  neighbours  and  were  friends  until  the 
present  Kaiser  dropped  his  pilot  Bismarck  overboard.  The 
English  and  French  were  historic  enemies ;  now  they  are  fast 
and  panicky  friends.  The  Russians  and  Japs  are  friends; 
they  were  enemies  at  Mukden.  What  will  be  the  next  line- 
up? I  am  coming  to  this:  is  there  any  possibility  of  the 
Russians  and  Germans  becoming  allies?  If  they  did  make  an 
offensive  and  defensive  league  they  Avould  have  a  population, 
counting  in  Austria  and  Turkey  of  350,000,000  behind  them. 
It  is  bootless  so  to  speculate  but  if  such  a  thing  happened  the 
English  and  the  Latin  Avorld  would  be  forced  to  line  up  across 
the  way.  That  Avould  mean  North  and  South  America,  Italy, 
Prance,  England  and  Spain." 

I  should  humbly  guess  that  what  has  happened  is  that 
ideologies  have  succumbed  to  fact.  The  "Have  gots"  have 
dropped  them  and  the  "Have  nots"  are  too  busy  to  bother. 
Well,  for  the  present  the  mounties  will  continue  to  raid  the 
houses  of  the  Communists  and  various  reds.  But  while  the 
war  is  on  it  will  be  like  searching  a  corpse;  for,  in  Allied 
countries  Communism  is  dead  as  the  dodo. 
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VIA    CRUCIS 

By  REV.  THOMAS  F.  COAKLEY,  D.D. 

OUR  REGrlMENT,  seasoned  Avarriors  of  the  Regular  Army, 
had  just  come  out  of  the  San  Michel  drive,  worn  out 
from  their  accumulated  sufferings  and  their  unimaginable 
privations.  Will  we  ever  forget  these  long  and  weary  night 
marches,  with  all  the  fury  of  war's  tumult  let  loose,  the  miles 
of  convoys,  ammunition  trains,  guns  and  troops  competing 
with  one  another  in  their  feverish  anxiety  to  reach  their  des- 
tination, and  making  the  grim  night  resound  with  their  vary- 
ing noises?  The  crunch  of  feet,  the  rattle  of  equipment,  the 
snorting  of  impatient  tanks,  the  grind  of  the  wheels,  the 
roar  of  the  trucks,  all  interspersed  with  the  cries  of  the  offi- 
cers as  they  shouted  down  the  line,  added  to  the  general 
confusion,  while  all  that  could  be  seen  when  the  flash  of  the 
guns  illumined  the  horizon  was  desolation,  upturned  earth  and 
barbed  wire.  We  were  open  to  attack  from  all  sides,  and 
exposed  to  a  continuous  fire  from  every  form  of  weapon  that 
could  hurl  a  projectile.  How  Avell  I  remember  staggering 
along  the  roads  in  the  inky  darkness,  our  eyes  filled  with 
rain  and  perspiration,  swinging  in  and  out  of  the  lines  of 
transport,  holding  on  to  each  other's  packs  to  keep  the  chain 
intact,  falling  down  unperceived  shell  holes,  straining  our 
ears  to  find  where  a  German  shell,  hissing  through  the  air, 
was  going  to  land,  while  the  enemy  planes,  low  flying,  opened 
up  their  machine  guns  upon  the  laboring  columns,  and  spread 
such  a  scene  of  death  and  desolation  as  has  not  been  wit- 
nessed since  the  foundation  of  the  world.  To  this  must 
be  added  the  flashes  of  the  thousands  of  guns,  stretching  end- 
lessly in  every  direction,  as  if  miles  of  munition  factories, 
placed  side  by  side,  had  been  exploded  simultaneously,  the 
long,  leaping  flames  from  their  muzzles  merging  into  one 
another,  while  the  gas  and  smoke  choked  lungs  already  dan- 
gerously overtaxed;  the  air  was  buffeted  about,  and  the  very 
earth  rocked  with  the  tornado. 
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With  nerves  tliiis  keyed  up  to  the  breaking  point,  we 
welcomed  the  boon  of  resting  for  a  week  in  the  dugouts,  huts 
and  shacks  thrown  about  in  haphazard  fashion  under  the 
camouflaged  landscape  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Verdun, 
on  the  edge  of  the  Argonne.  The  soul-racking  roar  of  the 
artillery  had  quieted  down,  while  the  guns  were  being  shifted 
to  new  positions,  only  the  occasional  rolling  thunder  from 
a  stray  420,  or  the  sharp  bark  of  a  155  breaking  the  awful 
stillness.  We  could  not  show  ourselves  by  day ;  hot  food  could 
only  be  brought  up  at  night ;  even  Mass  was  celebrated  under 
a  canop3^  of  trees,  Avhile  every  man  held  branches  over  his 
head  to  deceive  the  circling  German  aviators,  who  searched 
out  Avith  merciless  accuracy  every  corner  of  the  terrain.  The 
only  breaks  in  the  dull  monotony  were  the  highh^  spectacu- 
lar night  combats  between  the  enemy  scout  planes  and  our 
own,  and  the  usual  daring  raids  of  the  German  bombing  squa- 
drons. 

It  was  during  this  brief  lull  in  the  fighting  that  I  hurried 
off  to  Paris,  some  two  hundred  miles  away,  for  a  portion  of 
one  day,  to  send  a  sheaf  of  cablegrams  giving  intelligence 
to  anxious  parents  of  the  wounded  and  the  dead.  On  the 
return  journey  I  planned  to  stop  at  the  Hospital  at  Bar-le-Duc 
to  make  a  sick  call  to  a  soldier  of  my  Regiment  who  Avas 
dying  of  pneumonia.  This  trip  was  made  in  a  motorcycle, 
with  a  side  car  attached;  not  fair  to  look  upon,  perhaps;  a 
rough  rider,  but  terribly  efficient.  In  those  days  of  stress  and 
trial  there  were  few  restrictions  upon  the  number  of  miles 
per  hour  covered,  and  as  a  consequence  the  speed  was  at 
times  almost  unbelievable,  especially  under  shell  fire.  It  Avas 
one  of  the  real  thrills  of  the  war. 

We  left  Paris  for  the  front  very  late  in  the  afternoon, 
but  toAvards  dusk  Ave  fell  in  Avith  an  unexpected  French  troop 
movement,  Avhich  congested  the  roads  in  all  directions,  and  pre- 
vented any  possibility  of  our  reaching  the  regiment  that  night. 
So  I  reluctantly  stopped  at  a  small  toAvn  on  the  main  highAvay, 
and  drove  about  its  battle-torn  streets,  seeking  a  place  to 
sleep,  the  search  being  intensified  at  the  thought  that  perhaps 
by  some  strange  good  fortune  Ave  might  procure   a  feather 
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bed,  an  almost  forgotten  luxury.  Those  were  the  days  when 
we  resolutely  determined  that  if  we  ever  got  back  to  civiliza- 
tion, and  a  hotel,  we  would  hire  a  room  Avith  tAvo  beds,  and 
sleep  in  one  while  the  other  was  being  made  up,  for  no  one 
but  a  soldier  can  realize  how  tired  a  soldier  can  become. 

In  the  gathering  darkness,  on  one  of  the  tortuous  side 
streets  of  the  famous  twisted  little  old  medieval  town,  that  in 
spite  of  its  small  size  was  the  seat  of  a  Bishop,  we  came  across 
a  building  with  a  faded  sign  over  its  principal  entrance.  "The 
High  Mother  of  God's  House"  it  read.  "What  an  enchanting 
name,"  I  muttered  to  myself,  and  there  rose  unbidden  to  my 
parched  lips  the  "Memorare"  of  Saint  Bernard,  and  haunting 
visions  of  the  Holy  House  of  Nazareth  and  the  unforgettable 
pilgrimage  of  student  days  to  the  shrine  overlooking  the 
sapphire  sea  at  Loretto.  "Here  is  where  we  stop,"  I  said  to 
the  chauffeur,  and  entering,  after  the  expenditure  of  much 
eloquence  that  for  a  time  seemed  to  touch  no  responsive  chord 
in  her  heart,  until  I  told  her  I  was  a  priest.  I  finally  persuaded 
the  ancient  lady  Avho  presided  over  its  destinies  to  give  us 
both  a  place  to  sleep.  While  she  prepared  a  "pair  of  eggs  on 
a  plate,"  as  the  French  insist  on  calling  it,  and  a  cup  of 
chocolate,  and  some  toasted  Avar  bread  to  disguise  its  Fran- 
ciscan broAvn  taste.  I  sauntered  over  to  the  glorious  old  thir- 
teenth century  Cathedral  to  finish  my  BreA'iary  before  complete 
darkness  Avould  overtake  us,  as  no  lights  Avere  permitted.  The 
Cathedral  Avas  a  partial  Avreck,  battle  scarred,  and  its  famous 
glass  Avas  utterly  ruined,  the  result  of  much  bombardment  and 
innumerable  air  raids.  In  the  gathering  shadoAvs  that  slept 
like  incense  under  its  soaring  arches  and  fell  atliAvart  its 
delicate  columns  of  hoary  stone,  I  could  discern  the  kneeling 
croAvds  of  devout  Avorshippers,  the  A'ery  aged  and  the  very 
young.  All  others  Avere  in  the  trenches.  The  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment Avas  exposed  for  Benediction,  the  venerable  Cure  Avas 
kneeling  before  the  High  Altar,  and  the  entire  congregation 
Avas  singing,  "Spare,  O  Lord,  spare  Thy  people,"  Avith  such 
a  piercing,  touching,  plaintive,  soul -inspiring  pathos  that  it 
Avell  nigh  froze  the  blood  in  my  A^eins,   and   made   me   feel 
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that  the  PYench  people,  the  heirs  and  many  times  defenders 
of  Christian  civilization,  realized  that  God  alone  was  their 
salvation. 

As  we  Avere  to  leave  at  the  unearthly  hour  of  three  the 
following  morning,  after  our  scanty  repast  we  proceeded  to  ob- 
tain full  value  from  those  blessed  feather  beds,  and  we  were 
fast  asleep  long  before  nine  o'clock.  It  seemed  but  a  few 
minutes  later,  although  it  was  close  to  midnight,  when  a 
terrific  pounding  at  the  door  awakened  me,  and  I  could  hear 
sounds  of  hurried  feet  on  the  stairs  and  throughout  the  an- 
cient house,  together  with  the  noise  of  many  voices,  and  the 
perilous  wail  of  the  siren  outside.  '  'What  is  it  V  1  cried,  leap- 
ing from  bed.  "The  Germans,"  came  back  the  laconic  ans- 
wer. "Nonsense,"  I  replied.  "The  Americans  are  holding  the 
line,  and  the  Germans  simply  cannot  break  through."  "But 
it  is  the  aeroplanes,"  was  the  answer.  Ah !  that  was  different. 
A  long  and  bitter  experience  with  night  raiding  bombers  had 
taught  me  the  supreme  wisdom  of  getting  under  shelter  in 
an  attack  of  that  sort.  To  verify  the  justice  of  the  com- 
motion, I  flung  open  the  shutters,  and  there  high  up  in  the 
heavens,  unseen  in  the  impenetrable  gloom,  could  be  heard 
the  sighing  drone  of  a  great  flock  of  German  aeroplanes  en- 
route  to  Paris.  Their  exhaust  made  them  quite  distinguishable 
from  the  continuous  roar  of  the  Allied  planes.  And  then  the 
French  anti-air  craft  batteries  began  to  shell  the  air,  and 
the  shrapnel  fell  with  uncomfortable  proximity,  raining  on 
the  roof  and  in  the  streets.  So  I  dressed  hurriedly  prepara- 
tory to  going  down  to  the  concrete  shelter  in  the  basement 
of  the  house,  designed  for  just  such  emergencies.  What  awful 
luck!  After  months  of  waiting  for  an  opportunity  to  repose 
in  peace  in  a  feather  bed,  this  Avas  the  result. 

With  hand  upon  the  door  preparing  to  leave  the  room, 
I  began  to  recover  from  the  effects  of  a  great  idea.  Was  this 
not  the  "High  Mother  of  God's  House?"  And  in  a  flash 
there  rose  on  my  lips  those  majestic  sorrowing  lines  in  the 
Gospels.  "Why  are  ye  fearful,  oh  ye  of  little  faith?"  "Not 
I,"  said  I  to  myself,   "I  am  perfectly  willing  to   allow  the 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 53 

Mother  of  God  to  look  after  me.  In  that  case  I  can  achieve 
two  important  results;  I  can  show  forth  my  unbounded  faith 
in  her  exalted  protection,  and  at  the  same  time  I  can  con- 
tinue occup3'ing  the  feather  bed."  Here  was  the  natural  and 
the  supernatural  combined,  a  sort  of  double  effect  flowing 
mysteriously  and  simultaneously  from  one  action.  To  think 
was  to  act.  So  I  deliberately  kicked  off  my  hob-nail  army 
shoes  and  clothes,  and  plunged  into  the  midst  of  that  altogether 
delightful  high  and  roomy  feather  bed,  a  bed  they  told  me 
that  King  somebody  or  other  had  slept  in,  but  it  never  had 
an  occupant  more  weary  or  more  appreciative  than  his  ma- 
jesty, the  American  citizen  Avho  then  possessed  it.  So  mak- 
ing a  soldier's  act  of  contrition,  I  fell  asleep  again  to  the  music 
of  the  dropping  bombs,  and  the  hail  of  shrapnel,  and  the 
shrieking  75's  out  in  the  square.  I  was  the  sole  occupant  of 
the  house,  all  others  having  fled  to  the  ahri. 

At  three  in  the  morning,  without  breakfast,  we  arose  and 
plunged  into  the  encircling  gloom,  the  motorcycle  exhaust 
screaming  in  the  early  morning  air.  As  we  flew  past  the 
Cathedral,  the  shattered  remains,  alas!  of  what  was  once 
its  beautiful  apse  were  visible,  the  deliberate  target  of  the 
previous  night's  air  raiders.  The  road  to  the  front  was 
strewn  with  more  than  one  praj^er  of  thankfulness  to  the 
Madonna  who,  while  death  and  destruction  were  being  hurled 
from  the  sky  within  a  few  yards  of  where  I  lay  wrapped  in 
tranquil  sleep,  protected  an  unworthy  occupant  of  the  ''High 
Mother  of  God's  House." 

The  jaunt  to  Bar-le-Duc  took  several  hours  in  a  cold, 
blinding  rain  that  often  filled  the  side  car,  gave  me  an  in- 
voluntary bath,  and  considerably  diminished  our  speed.  So 
we  stopped  at  intervals,  turned  the  motorc.ycle  over,  dumped 
out  the  water,  and  were  off  again  in  the  gathering  darkness. 
It  was  not  yet  dawn  when  I  entered  the  long  Ward  of  the 
Hospital  in  which  Phil,  of  my  own  Regiment,  Avas  close  to 
death,  but  quite  conscious.  Phil  was  a  strange  but  a  ster- 
ling   character,    and    as    I    looked    upon    his    gasping,    dying 
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figure,  the  wliole  picture  of  mj-  first  contact  with  him  came 
back  to  me  with  startling  vividness. 

It  was  in  the  year  1918  in  France,  not  far  from  the  front 
that  Phil's  unusual  personality  impressed  itself  so  unforget- 
ably  upon  me.  There  were  but  few  American  soldiers  over- 
seas, and  the  Germans  had  broken  through  the  French  lines, 
entailing  heavy  casualties  on  some  of  our  units  brigaded  with 
the  French.  I  well  remember  the  hospital  train  as  it  stopped 
for  a  short  time  at  the  railroad  station.  News  quickly  spread 
about  among  our  troops,  and  for  the  first  time  those  who  had 
not  yet  been  under  fire  had  seen  the  terrifying  results  of 
battle  at  first-hand,  the  nineteen  long  hospital  cars  being 
filled  from  end  to  end  with  the  wounded  and  the  dying.  One 
of  our  boys  had  met  his  own  brother  among  that  suffering 
crowd,  blinded  by  mustard  gas;  and  as  if  to  accentuate  the 
horror,  when  we  had  all  returned  to  camp,  word  was  received 
that  we  ourselves  Avere  to  leave  that  night  to  replace  the 
casualties. 

Arrangements  were  made  at  once  for  all  the  Catholic 
men  to  go  to  Confession,  and  to  receive  Holy  Communion,  and 
as  we  had  some  time  yet  to  wait  for  the  troop  train,  it  was 
decided  to  have  the  Stations  of  the  Cross  for  them.  The 
village  church  was  almost  of  Cathedral  proportions.  Snow 
was  on  the  ground,  a  cold  rain  was  falling  steadily,  and  the 
dim.  great  church,  so  old,  so  cold,  so  beautiful,  had  within  it 
the  chill  of  ages  that  cut  to  the  very  bone,  and  made  it  al- 
most impossible  to  hold  a  prayer  book.  To  make  it  still  more 
impressive,  the  troops  walked  about  the  church,  from  station 
to  station,  one  soldier  carrying  the  processional  cross,  two 
others  flanking  him  carrying  the  candles.  These,  with  the 
candles  on  the  altar,  were  the  only  lights  in  the  edifice,  making 
it,  if  possible,  more  solemn  and  mysterious,  the  heavy,  un- 
measured tread  of  the  troops,  the  clanking  of  their  steel  hats, 
the  unknown  tortures  hinted  at  by  their  gas-masks,  the 
crunching  of  their  nailed  shoes  on  the  ancient  stone  pavement, 
the  flickering  candles,  peeping  in  and  out  between  the  mas- 
sive pillars,  and  sending  creeping  shadows  under  the  lofty 
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arches  of  the  lovely  old  tAvelfth  century  church,  standing 
erect  to-day  after  centuries  of  war  and  persecution. 

Everything  went  as  usual  until  we  reached  the  fifth  sta- 
tion, Avhere  Simon  the  Cyrenian  helps  Our  Lord  to  carry  His 
cross.  All  knelt  to  read  the  prayer,  a  prayer  that  will  be 
graven  on  my  memory  till  I  die  :  ' '  I  Avill  not  refuse  the  cross 
as  the  Cyrenian  did;  I  accept  it,  I  embrace  it.  I  accept  in 
l)articular  the  death  Thou  hast  destined  for  me,  with  all  the 
pains  that  accompany  it."  Just  as  we  reached  this  sentence 
I  heard  immediately  behind  me  the  anguished  sound  of  a  deep, 
suppressed,  convulsive  sob.  One  often  hears  of  broken  hearts, 
but  until  then  I  had  never  heard  one  in  the  actual  process  of 
breaking.  The  first  impulse  was  to  turn  around,  but  in  a 
flash  the  miAvisdom  and  indelicacy  of  such  a  procedure  was 
evident,  dragging  out,  as  it  would,  into  unsympathetic  notice 
the  supreme  agony  of  a  soul  in  conflict.  So  we  continued,  and 
rising  from  our  knees  to  go  to  the  next  station,  a  swift 
glance  revealed  Phil,  a  big,  up-standing  fellow,  some  six  and 
odd  inches  in  height,  a  machine  gunner,  and  one  of  the  notable 
men  of  the  battalion.  And  there  were  tAvo  great  tears,  like 
wells  of  living  water,  resting  just  beneath  his  closed  lids,  like 
a  cataract  leaping  to  sacrifice,  as  they  rolled  down  his  bronzed 
cheeks,  flashed  momentarily  in  the  dim  candlelight,  and  fell 
upon  the  cold  gray  slabs. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  Way  of  the  Cross  I  listened, 
somewhat  distracted,  for  any  indication  of  continued  dis- 
tress, but  he  moved  on  quietly,  resolutely,  devoutly,  with  no 
apparent  emotion.  Of  a  certainty  he  had  Avon;  the  die  Avas 
cast,  the  Rubicon  crossed,  and  the  decision,  Avhatever  it  Avas, 
signed  and  sealed.  But  Avhen  the  ceremony  had  concluded, 
while  packing  up  my  chapel  case  in  the  almost  impenetrable 
gloom  of  the  sacristy,  I  noticed  Phil  waiting  for  me.  "Father, 
I  want  to  go  to  Confession,"  he  said.  "Why,  lad,"  I  replied, 
**You  were  at  Confession  this  evening;  it  is  not  necessary 
to  go  again."  "I  rather  think  it  is.  Padre."  ''What  is  the 
trouble,  Phil?"  "Well,  Father,  I  showed  the  Svhite  feather' 
to-night  at  the  fifth  station."     "Nonsense,"  I  ansAvered,  "You 
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are  as  brave  at  any  one  alive."  "I  want  to  be,  Padre.  I'm 
no  yellow  Cyrenian;  I'm  a  real  American,  and  I'm  going 
throvigli  with  this  thing."  "Well,  Phil,  that's  a  soldier's  act 
of  contrition.  Don't  worry  about  getting  killed.  No  German 
gas  or  shell  or  bullet  will  ever  touch  you." 

So  we  all  vanished  out  into  the  freezing  night,  taking  the 
troop  train  a  few  minutes  later  for  the  front.  Meeting  him 
from  time  to  time  in  action,  the  customary  greeting  to  him 
always  was:  "Well,  buddy,  how  are  you  getting  on  with 
your  stations!"  'Tadre,"  he  would  reply,  "I'm  still  at  the 
fifth  station."  On  one  occasion,  near  Verdun,  coming  across 
him  in  a  shell-hole,  in  the  rain,  under  a  German  barrage,  and 
inquiring  as  usual  about  his  stations,  he  said:  "It  is  almost 
the  fourteenth,  Padre;  I  don't  think  I  will  get  through  this." 
Later  on,  in  the  Argonne,  when  he  was  exhausted  from  loss 
of  sleep  and  lack  of  food,  and  scarcely  able  to  speak  from  the 
effects  of  the  poisonous  gas  that  drenched  the  atmosphere,  he 
said:  "Padre,  I  can  make  all  the  stations  now,  except  the 
fourth  and  eighth."  This  seemed  rather  peculiar,  and  it  took 
a  few  minutes  to  grasp  his  meaning.  "Yellow  again,  are  you, 
Phil?"  I  asked,  laughing.  "A  few  months  back  you  wanted 
to  cheat  on  the  fifth  station ;  now  they  are  the  fourth  and  the 
eighth.  What  kind  of  Catholic  are  you,  anyway?"  "Well, 
Padre,  it's  just  this  way,"  he  replied,  "The  fourth  station 
is  where  Christ  meets  His  Blessed  Mother,  and  the  eighth  is 
where  He  meets  the  women  of  Jerusalem,  and  while  I  can 
go  up  to  Calvary  myself,  I  would  not  want  my  mother  and 
Rose,  whom  I'm  going  to  marry,  to  see  me  here;  it  would 
break  their  hearts,  it  is  not  for  my  sake,  but  theirs,  that  I 
want  to  dodge." 

This  threw  a  new  light  vipon  this  singularly  saintly  char- 
acter, and  my  racing  thoughts  called  up  visions  of  the  Cen- 
turian  of  the  Gospel,  and  St.  Sebastian  and  St.  George,  and  St. 
Ignatius,  and  the  other  canonized  warriors  that  stand  out  so 
luminously  upon  the  horizon  of  history.  While  chatting  with 
him  he  spoke  of  his  mother  and  Rose,  of  their  ennobling  influ- 
ence upon  him,  how  steadying  and  stimulating  it  was,  how  that 
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when  all  was  tempestuous  and  hopeless  and  dark  they  were 
a  lamp  unto  his  feet,  a  center  to  which  all  his  thoughts  gravi- 
tated; how  amid  all  the  unimaginable  privations  of  the  front 
they  formed  in  his  mind  a  background  of  tremendous  rever- 
ence that  bathed  their  memory  with  a  precious  halo.  He 
showed  me  their  photographs,  and  while  the  guns  roared  at 
Montfaucon,  we  examined  them;  it  was  a  wdiolesome,  happy 
group  of  two,  his  mother  and  Rose,  the  aged  woman  erect  and 
smiling,  although  a  practiced  eye  could  see  that  her  heart 
concealed  a  multiple  wound,  and  every  gash  was  red;  and  the 
girl,  healthy,  alert,  modest,  her  limpid  eyes  flashing  forth 
virtue  and  intelligence,  and  her  arms  entwined  around  his 
widowed  mother. 

All  this  flashed  through  my  mind  as  I  grasped  his  feverish 
hand  and  whispered  a  brief  greeting.  His  first  words  were : 
''Father,  I'm  willing  to  make  all  the  fourteen  stations  now; 
please  say  them  for  me.  I  am  homesick  for  Mother  and  Rose." 
When  he  had  received  all  the  Sacraments,  I  began  the  Stations 
of  the  Cross  and  he  answered  as  well  as  he  could,  though 
every  word  must  have  been  a  martyrdom.  While  reading 
the  fifth  station,  with  gasping  breath  he  held  my  hand  and 
said:  "I  will  not  refuse  the  cross  as  the  Cyrenian  did;  I 
accept  it,  I  embrace  it;  I  accept  in  particular  the  death  Thou 
hast  destined  for  me,  with  all  the  pains  that  accompany  it." 
As  I  reached  the  last  word,  the  rising  sun,  streaking  the 
eastern  sky  with  splendor,  bathed  his  pillow^  with  a  beam 
of  light,  and  he  closed  his  eyes  and  died,  finishing  his  Way 
of  the  Cross  in  heaven. 

Writing  to  his  pastor  in  the  Far  West  with  a  request  to 
call  upon  his  devoted  mother  and  the  girl  whom  he  loved  as 
a  girl  ought  to  be  loved,  and  to  break  the  news  to  them, 
brought  some  Aveeks  later  a  note  stating  that  Phil's  mother 
and  Rose  both  had  died  of  influenza  within  a  few  days  of 
each  other. 

After  Calvary  comes  Easter.  The  three  were  keeping  it 
in  Paradise. 
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HEYWOOD    BROUN 

By   REVEREND   T.   MANLEY. 

"After  one  moment  when  I  bowed  my  head, 
And  the  whole  world  turned  over  and  came  upright, 
And  I  came  out  where  the  old  road  shone  white, 
I  walked   the   ways  and   heard   what  all   men   said. 
Forests  of  tongues,   like  Autumn   leaves 'unshed. 
Being  not   unlovable,   but  strange  and   light; 
Old   riddles   and   new   creeds,   not   in   despite, 
But  softly,   as   men   smile  about  the   dead. 

The  sages  have  a  hundred  maps  to  give 
That   trace   their   crawling   cosmos   like    a   tree, 
They  rattle  reason  out  through  many  a  sieve 
That  stores  the  sane  and  lets  the  gold  go  free; 
And  all  these  things  are  less  than   dust  to  me 
But  my  name  is  Lazarus  and  I  live." 

— "The  Convert,"  by  G.  K.  Chesterton. 

THE  news  of  Heywood  Broun's 
conversion  to  Catholicism  fell 
like  a  bomb-shell  out  of  the  clear 
sky  upon  "liberals"  of  varying 
shades  of  pink  and  red,  spreading 
confusion  and  dismay  in  their  ranks. 
For  Ileywood  Broun  was  one  of 
them.  As  a  writer,  and  particular- 
ly as  a  columnist,  he  often  found 
himself  closely  associated,  and 
sometimes  identified  with,  a  num- 
ber of  strange  bed-fellows.  The  ex- 
planation is  easily  found.  As  a 
writer  in  a  well-known  weekly — 
the  "Nation"  —  puts  it:  "Broun  started  with  more 
than  the  usual  complement  of  honesty,  a  genuine  feel- 
ing of  good  fellowship  and  a  vast  capacity  to  be 
impressed."  "We  might  also  add,  that  he  had  a  tre- 
mendous thirst  for  justice,  and  a  love  for  his  fellow-men. 
In  one  of  his  conversations  Avith  Monsignor  Pulton  Sheen 
(his  "Father  in  God"  who  guided  his  faltering  footsteps  to 
the  door  of  the  sheep-fold),  he  declared:  "I  love  my  fellow- 
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men,  and  particular!}^  the  clown  and  out,  the  socially  disin- 
herited and  the  economically  dispossessed."  With  skill  and 
courage  he  espoused  the  cause  of  the  poor  and  the  down-trod- 
den, coming  in  time  to  be  recognized  as  one  of  their  great 
champions.  Thus  it  was  that  he  interested  himself  in  trade 
unions  and  collective  bargaining,  as  a  most  effective  safeguard 
of  the  right  of  labor  to  a  living  wage.  On  one  occasion,  after 
his  conversion,  Mr.  Broun  wrote:  ''Man  is  not  meant  to  live, 
or  die,  or  bargain  alone."  Thus  it  was,  that  he  became  asso- 
ciated with  radical  movements,  accepting  Socialists  and  Com- 
munists as  allies,  when  they  too  protested  their  love  for  the 
poor.  However,  he  always  chose  the  independent  position  of 
a  free  lance,  preferring  to  fight  beside  his  radical  allies  in 
single  engagements  and  on  particular  issues,  rather  than  lose 
himself  in  their  ranks,  and  thus  become  identified  with  them. 
So  eloquently  and  with  such  passion  did  he  throw  himself  into 
the  fight  on  behalf  of  Sacco  and  Vinzetti,  that  his  Leftest 
friends  paid  him  the  high  compliment  of  declaring  him  the  equal 
of  Zola  in  ' ' J'Accuse."  He  ran  for  Congress  as  a  Socialist,  but 
was  apparently  disillusioned,  and  having  abandoned  them,  he 
seemed  to  be  swinging  even  further  to  the  Left  until  the  dis- 
gusting Stalin-Hitler  pact  thoroughly  sickened  him  of  Com- 
munism. How  near  he  came  to  joining  the  Communist  party, 
we  will  never  know  perhaps,  but  we  have  his  own  statement  to 
Monsignor  Sheen:  *'I  have  never  been  a  Communist,  and 
never  will  be  a  Communist.  I  think  I  have  too  much  intelli- 
gence to  be  one." 

In  an  obituary  in  a  widely  read  "Liberal"  weekly  maga- 
zine, the  course  of  Mr.  Broun's  life  is  described  as  a  "stubborn, 
if  easy-going,  quest  for  the  Holy  Grail."  There  was  undoubt- 
edl}^  something  of  the  Sir  Galahad  about  Heywood  Broun. 
That  Grail,  he  sought,  was  the  Eternal  Truth.  There  was 
something  of  Sir  Galahad's  courage  and  unshakeable  deter- 
mination in  his  relentless  pursuit  of  Truth. 

''So  pass  I  hostel,  hall   and  grange; 
By  bridge  and  ford,  by  park  and  pale, 
All-arm'd  I  ride,  whate'er  betide. 
Until  I  find  the  holv  Grail." 
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Mr.  Broun's  Guiding  Star  was  his  love  for  the  poor,  the 
downtrodden  and  the  unfortunate,  whether  victims  of  their 
own  weakness  or  of  our  social  system — "As  long  as  you  did 
it  to  one  of  these,  the  least  of  my  brethren,  you  did  it  to  me." 
We  feel  sure  that  he  realized  that  eventually  his  '  'Star"  would 
lead  him  to  his  goal.  His  love  for  the  poor  refused  to  permit 
him  to  fully  accept  the  philosophical  errors  of  Socialism  and 
Communism.  Their  economic  program  appealed  to  him  as  a 
braA'e  attempt  to  better  the  living  conditions  of  the  oppressed 
millions,  but  their  materialistic  concept  of  man,  as  a  soulless 
being,  perishing  like  the  beasts  of  the  field  and  the  forest, 
repelled  him.  Others  there  were,  whom  he  encountered  in 
the  backAvash  of  the  Great  Metropolis,  who  were  undaunted 
by  their  suffering,  unashamed  of  their  poverty,  and  unafraid 
to  die.  He  saw  them  entering  Catholic  churches,  even  the 
magnificent  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral  on  Fifth  Avenue.  After 
all,  hadn't  they  built  the  Cathedral,  which  has  been  described 
as  a  monument  to  the  Faith  of  the  Irish  servant  girls?  They 
seem  to  belong  there,  to  feel  perfectly  at  home.  These  were  the 
Catholic  poor,  and  we  feel  sure  that  when  he  found  them  in 
the  Catholic  Church,  he  realized  that  his  quest  was  over.  He 
had  found  the  Holy  Grail. 

Those  who  carefully  read  Monsignor  Sheen's  funeral 
sermon,  must  have  been  struck  by  that  passage  containing 
the  fourth  reason,  why  Mr.  Broun  wanted  to  become  a  Catho- 
lic. It  was  the  only  reason  that  he  developed  at  any  length. 
One  feels  that  the  others  may  have  been  helpful,  but  this 
reason  was  decisive.  Remembering  how  unselfishly  he  cham- 
pioned the  cause  of  the  poor,  how  convinced  he  was,  that 
collective  bargaining  was  their  greatest  bulwark  against  op- 
(pression,  we  can  understand  how  the  doctrine  of  the  Com- 
munion of  Saints  in  the  Catholic  Church  would  make  such 
a  powerful  appeal  to  him.  It  would  be  necessary  to  quote  at 
length  from  this  passage :  '  To  me  there  is  nothing  more  ridicu- 
lous than  individualism  in  either  economics,  politics  or  religion. 
I  can  see  no  reason  why  I  should  have  my  own  individual 
religion    any   more   than   my    own   individual    astronomy    or 
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mathematics." "I  want  thus  a  religion  which  has  a 

social  aspect.  If,  therefore,  I  could  take  this  individual  prayer 
of  mine  and  make  it  one  with  the  prayer  of  millions  of  others, 
who  believed  and  prayed  as  I  do;  and,  if  I  could  take  this 
individual  sacrifice  of  mine  and  tie  it  up  with  the  sacrifice  of 
millions  of  others,  so  as  to  form  a  great  corporate  prayer  and 
corporate  sacrifice,  and  thus  to  influence  those  who  are  on  the 
fringe  of  that  corporation,  then  Avould  I  feel  that  my  in- 
dividual prayer  and  sacrifice  was  pleasing  to  God.  That  spirit- 
ual corporation  I  believe  to  be  the  Catholic  Church." 

The  reactions  of  his  former  Liberal  friends  and  free-  think- 
ers to  Broun's  conversion  seemed  to  amuse  him.  In  a  letter  to 
the  Editors  of  **CommonAveal,"  published  in  the  November  3rd 
issue,  he  makes  some  comments  in  a  kindly,  tolerant  vein,  on 
letters  he  received  from  atheists  and  agnostics,  upbraiding 
him  for  the  step  he  took.  He  remarked  how  strange  it  seemed 
that  his  decision  to  embrace  the  Catholic  Faith  should  have 
stirred  up  such  a  protest,  especially  in  view  of  the  off-repeated 
axiom,  that  a  man's  beliefs  belong  to  himself.  With  a  delicious 
bit  of  under  statement,  Mr.  Broun  remarked  that,  "it  was  a 
little  less  than  accurate"  of  the  atheist  and  agnostic  to  assert 
that  he  stands  for  tolerance  because:  "I  drew  a  great  many 
missives,  in  which  I  was  almost  ordered  to  sit  down  forth- 
with and  read  in  its  entirety — 'The  Bible  Unmasked'."  One 
of  his  own  reactions  recorded  about  a  month  after  his  con- 
version was  a  sense  of  disillusionment  with  the  realization 
"that  much  liberalism  was  extremely  illiberal."  ...  He  made 
the  painful  discovery  that  his  friends  among  the  free-thinkers 
had  a  peculiar  idea  of  freedom — "that  freedom  for  them 
meant  thinking  as  they  did."  Also,  from  the  vantage  point 
of  Catholicism,  he  was  able  to  see  radicalism  in  a  new  and 
rather  unfavorable  light.  He  was  able  to  recognize  the  basis 
of  unity  in  radicalism  as  not  love  but  hate — "many  radicals 
love  their  cause  less  than  they  hate  those  who  oppose  it." 
And,  elsewhere  he  wrote:  "Hate  is  like  quicksilver  in  a 
broken  thermometer.  It  Avill  run  all  over  the  floor  to  the  most 
remote  corners,  and  you  simply  cannot  get  it  back  into  the 
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container."  Europe  to-day,  in  the  grip  of  hate  and  fear,  is  a 
perfect  example  of  what  Mr.  Broun  sought  to  convey  in  the 
above  simile.  No  one  knows  better  than  Hitler  and  Stalin 
hoAv  easy,  and  yet  how  effective  hate  can  be  to  unify  their 
folloAvers,  both  on  this  continent,  in  Europe  and  in  Asia,  so 
they  broke  the  receptacle  in  their  respective  countries,  and 
now  the  quicksilver  of  hate  is  rapidly  running  over  the 
Avorld,  especially  to  the  friends  and  followers  of  Stalin  in  this 
country.  And,  now  that  they  have  combined  forces,  they  find 
that  they  have  always  had  a  common  enemy  in  Christianity, 
and  in  particular,  the  Catholic  Church.  Thus,  when  Mr. 
Broun  became  a  Catholic,  he  also  became  an  object  of  hate. 
Had  he  lived,  he  would  have  undoubtedly  felt  the  full  force  of 
their  diabolical  hatred.  Something  of  this  hatred  for  the 
Church  crept  into  the  editorial  comment  of  the  '' Nation"  on 
the  funeral  of  Mr.  Broun,  something  also  akin  to  fear — "It  is 
true,"  says  the  'Nation,'  "we  hated  to  see  a  former  free- 
thinker buried  from  the  Cathedral."  The  editorial  goes 
on  to  explain  that  there  was  no  place  in  the  city,  where  he 
would  have  felt  more  out  of  place:  with  the  true  "Liberal" 
carelessness  in  conveying  the  truth,  it  ignored  the  fact,  that 
in  full  possession  of  his  faculties,  he  received  Baptism  in  that 
same  cathedral  on  the  23rd  of  May.  The  real  venom  is  in 
the  tail  of  the  editorial  —  "But  Monsignor  Sheen  chose  to 
deliver  a  Parish  Priest  homily  and  used  Broun's  conversion 
as  a  peg,  on  which  to  hang  a  proselytizing  oration."  One  feels 
that  the  unescapable  logic  of  Monsignor  Sheen's  homily,  not 
only  enraged  the  editorial  writer,  but  awakened  a  fear  that 
other  ''Liberals"  might  follow  Mr.  Broun's  example. 

When  death  came  to  Mr.  Broun,  it  found  him  ready.  In 
the  November  3rd  issue  of  the  "Commonweal,"  he  replied  to 
the  jibe:  "You  grow  old  and  fat.  You  have  reached  your 
dotage,  and  fear  of  death  has  laid  its  grip  upon  you."  He 
pointed  out  that  he  was  more  fearful  at  fifteen  than  at  fifty. 
That  he  had  given  thought  to  the  fact  of  death,  "as  a  prob- 
lem Avhich  a  man  must  face  and  solve,"  this  he  readily  ad- 
mitted and  defended.     The  omnipresence  of  death  both  in  the 
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country  and  the  city ;  the  annual  death  and  resurrection  of 
nature  ''seen  in  the  maples  just  beyond  the  door;"  these  are 
challenging  facts  that  only  stupidity  or  fear  would  continue 
to  ignore.  And  then,  he  spoke  of  fear,  and  you  can  sense  the 
blessed  release  from  fear  that  his  Catholic  Faith  gave  him. 
He  recalls  an  accident,  that  happened  to  a  little  chum  that 
lived  in  the  same  block.  He  was  crushed  beneath  a  truck 
and  presumably  killed.  They  were  both  about  five  or  six.  The 
ambulance  came  and  took  him  away;  they  knew  he  was  dead, 
and  his  little  companions,  who  lived  in  the  block,  including 
Heywood  Broun,  were  frightened.  But,  we  learn,  he  simply 
could  not  think  of  his  little  friend  in  terms  of  a  future  life. 
And,  he  added  this  observation — "without  Faith,  the  fear  is 
not  so  much  the  dread  of  extinction,  but  the  horror  which  one 
feels  at  the  aimlessness  of  a  world  wholly  unmotivated.  That 
sort  of  a  world  has  all  the  bleakness  of  bad  theatres,  bad  art 
and  jumbled  composition." 

When,  therefore,  he  sought  the  consolation  of  the  Last 
Rites  of  the  Church,  he  had  ceased  his  wanderings,  his 
Odysse}^  had  come  to  an  end,  his  quest  had  been  successful, 
and  most  important  of  all,  he  was  at  peace.  If  there  was 
some  fear,  there  was  no  horror,  for  there  was  the  Light  of 
Faith  to  illuminate  his  pathway  into  Eternity — Lux  perpetua 
luciat  ei. 
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BLACK-OUT 
The  Hidden  Catholicism  of  Catholic  Scientists 

By   REVEREND   DAMIAN  LIBBERS,   O.    CARM. 
AN   INCIDENT 

IN  October,  1910,  a  distiiigiiislied  gathering  of  biologists  from 
many  countries  of  the  world  took  place  in  Brunn,  a  city 
in  what  Avas  then  Austria.  A  monument  was  about  to  be 
unveiled — a  monument  to  a  man  whose  name  had  become  a 
by-word  in  biological  laboratories  throughout  the  world.  Great 
was  the  surprise  of  many  of  these  scientists  at  Brunn  Avhen 
the  unveiling  of  the  statue  revealed  the  full  form  of  a  man, 
clad  in  the  humble  robes  of  a  Catholic  priest.  Father  Johann 
Gregor  Mendel  was  then  given  recognition  not  only  as  Mendel, 
the  biologist,  but  also  as  Mendel,  the  Augustinian  priest. 

FEW  ARE  KNOWN 

For  every  name  in  science  that  is  linked  publicly  to  Cath- 
olicism, there  are  hundreds  Avhose  connection  with  the  Catho- 
lic Faith  is  known  to  but  few.  Science  as  such  has  no  in- 
terest in  religion,  but  there  are  many  people  who  hold  to 
the  very  carefully  cultivated  error  that  Catholicism  and  science 
are  antithetical,  that  there  should  be  a  division,  not  a  partner- 
ship between  the  two.  Catholics,  who  attain  fame  in  science, 
are  held  to  be  the  exception  rather  than  the  rule.  Neverthe- 
less, many  Catholic  names  grace  the  pages  of  the  history  of 
science.  A  common  opinion  is  that  these  scientists  were 
Catholic  because  most  of  Europe  in  their  day  was  Catholic. 
This  opinion  will  not  explain  such  men  as  Pasteur, 

PUBLICITY 

Louis  Pasteur  is  readily  recognized  as  being  both  a  great 
scientist  and  a  militant  Catholic.  His  battle  to  convince  his 
colleagues  of  his  scientific  truthfulness  made  him  the  centre 
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of  attention;  the  details  of  his  life  are  well-known  and  these 
^same  details  are  intimately  connected  with  his  faith.  He  was 
a  fighter  for  his  faith  as  well  as  for  the  fruit  of  his  researches. 
One  day  in  the  course  of  a  talk  he  declared :  "The  more  I  know, 
the  more  nearly  is  my  faith  that  of  a  Breton  peasant.  Could 
^  but  know  all,  I  would  have  the  faith  of  a  Breton  peasant 
woman."  He  did  not  live  Avhen  most  of  Europe  was  Catholic. 
His  death  took  place  at  Sevres  on  September  28,  1895.  Usual- 
ly the  particulars  of  that  death-bed  are  not  told.  Here  they 
are :  He  died  with  his  rosary  in  his  hand,  after  listening  to  the 
Life  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul,  which  he  had  asked  to  have  read 
to  him,  because  he  thought  that  his  work,  like  that  of  St. 
Vincent,  would  do  much  to  save  suffering  children. 

FATHER   OF   CHEMISTRY 

Pasteur's  name  is  often  linked  with  that  of  Antoine  Laur- 
ent Lavoisier  in  so  far  as  they  were  both  outstanding  French 
Catholic  scientists.  Lavoisier's  Catholicism  Avas  not  in  name 
only  (he  lived  during  the  French  Revolution)  as  the  follow- 
ing incident  shows.  A  certain  Mr.  King,  an  Englishman,  tried 
to  convert  Lavoisier  to  Protestantism.  The  latter  replied  in 
.part:  "You  have  done  a  noble  thing  in  upholding  revelation 
,and  the  authenticity  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  it  is  remark- 
able that  you  are  using  for  the  defense  (of  Protestantism)  pre- 
cisely the  same  Aveapons  which  were  once  used  for  the  attack." 
,(tlie  conversion  of  Europe  by  the  Church.) 

HIDDEN 

The  lives  of  Catholic  scientists  attest  their  faith  and  give 
inspiring  messages  to  those  who  would  follow  in  their  foot- 
steps. Yet,  while  many  a  biography  is  published,  many  an 
article  printed  on  such  great  scientists  as  Priestley,  Faradaj'', 
^"^ewton,  who  were  Christian,  but  not  Catholic,  few  books  or 
articles  appear  on  Catholic  scientists.  Some  of  these  few  are 
often  garbled  accounts  by  men  who  cannot  ignore  Catholic 
scientists.     They  know  nothing  of,  and  care  less  about  the 
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nature  and  the  practice  of  the  Catholic  Faith  or  the  govern- 
^nent  of  the  Catholic  Church. 

Books  there  are  about  Catholic  scientists,  written  by  learn- 
.ed  Catholics,  but  these  books  deal  with  only  a  certain  few  or 
treat  of  many  sketchily.  These  books  are  not  recent,  nor  are 
they  written  to  bring  to  light  that  good  example  which  all 
men  and  especially  Catholics  should  give  one  another. 

TREASURE 

A  beautiful  example  of  charity  is  found  in  the  story  told 
of  Louis  Thenard,  a  French  Catholic  chemist  who  discovered 
hydrogen  peroxide.  Although  he  conducted  many  researches 
)in  the  field  of  Chemistry,  he  called  his  greatest  discovery  the 
finding  of  an  old  Imitation  of  Christ,  printed  in  large  enough 
■type  for  his  aged  mother  to  read, 

CAVALIER 

Most  likely  few  know  that  Michel  Eugene  Chevreul, 
founder  of  the  stearine  candle  industry,  was  Catholic,  but  he 
himself  never  forgot  that  fact.  He  once  said,  "Those  who 
know  me  also  know  that  born  of  a  Catholic,  son  of  Catholic 
parents,  I  live  and  I  mean  to  die  a  Catholic."  He  died  at  the 
jgreat  age  of  one  hundred  and  three  in  1889,  He  was  noted 
for  his  special  devotion  to  Our  Blessed  Lady. 

TEACHER   AND    PUPIL 

In  reading  the  little  that  can  be  gleaned  from  available, 
common  sources  it  is  stated  of  some  of  these  Catholic  scient- 
ists that  as  young  men  they  hesitated  between  studying  for  the 
priesthood  and  the  taking  up  of  a  career.  One  such  Catholic 
scientist  was  Joannes  Muller,  famous  for  his  researches  in 
the  department  of  biology.  One  of  his  pupils,  later  one  of  his 
rivals  in  the  scientific  world,  was  Theodor  Schwann,  "Schwann 
was  noted  as  being  a  sincere  Catholic  and  became  famous  as 
the  co-formulator  of  the  cell-theory  in  biology.  These  two 
men  lived,  as  did  many  other  Catholic  men  of  note,  during  the 
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nineteenth  century  when  Europe,  especially  in  its  educational 
fientres,  was  anj'thing  but  Catholic. 

ELECTRICITY 

Electricity,  man's  manufactured  sun,  owes  its  practical  and 
theoretical  beginnings  to  a  brilliant  constellation  of  Catholic 
scientists.  When  we  mention  volt,  ampere,  coulomb  and  the 
verb  galvanize,  we  honor  the  names  of  Alexander  Volta, 
Andrea  Ampere,  Charles  de  Coulomb,  Aloysius  Galvani! 
These  men  deserve  to  be  remembered  not  only  through  their 
scientific  works,  but  also  because  of  the  lives  they  lived  as 
teachers  and  as  man. 

It  is  said  of  Galvani,  who  taught  anatomy,  "that  he  never 
ended  his  lessons  without  exhorting  his  hearers  and  leading 
them  back  to  the  idea  of  that  eternal  Providence  which  de- 
velops, conserves,  and  circulates  life  among  so  many  divers 
beings." 

Ampere,  a  mathematician,  was  wont,  after  discussing  the 
problems  of  science  and  philosophy  with  a  chosen  comrade,  to 
exclaim,  "How  great  is  God  and  how  little  is  our  knowledge!" 
He  lived  during  the  troublesome  times  of  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. 

Volta  even  went  so  far  as  to  write  a  confession  of  his 
faith  as  an  answer  to  his  critics. 

There  are  two  other  name  units  in  electricity,  the  ohm, 
after  George  Ohm,  a  German,  and  the  faraday,  after  Michael 
Faraday.  The  religion  of  Ohm,  according  to  articles  in  differ- 
ent books,  is  not  known — -he  taught  for  a  long  time  in  a 
Catholic  Gymnasium  at  Cologne.  Faraday  was  not  a  Catholic, 
jbut  was  a  very  sincere  Christian. 

BEGINNINGS 

Jean  Henri  Fabre,  entomologist  and  writer  of  books,  as  a 
small  boy  had  his  interest  in  nature  aroused  when  he  cap- 
tured an  insect  and  the  Cure  of  the  parish  told  him  the  name 
and  class  of  it.  Fabre  paid  his  fees  at  the  local  college  at 
Rodez   by   serving   ]Mass    on    Sunday   in   the    college    chapel. 
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Fabre's  early  years  at  least  were  spent  in  Catholic  surround- 
ings. 

HERITAGE 

There  are  many  such  instances  as  these  just  cited  which 
point  out  to  us  the  splendid  example  Catholic  men  of  science 
have  left  as  a  heritage.  Their  lives  and  saj^ings  show  that 
truth  is  one,  not  in  the  abstract  way  of  philosophical  proof, 
but  in  a  manner  which  is  clothed  in  flesh  and  blood.  Their 
example  is  not  perfect,  for  they  Avere  like  ourselves.  They 
lived  in  times  not  far  removed  from  our  own  day ;  they  lived 
\n  conditions  which  have  not  changed  essentially  during  the 
passage  of  the  years.  Just  as  they  lived,  so  to-day  men  as 
great  as  they,  men  just  as  Catholic,  follow  in  their  footsteps. 
It  is  a  function  of  our  Catholic  papers  to  tell  us  who  these 
men  are  so  that  we  who  are  of  their  faith,  if  not  of  their  pro- 
fession, may  be  proud  of  them  and  pray  that  they,  too,  may 
leave  us  a  still  greater  heritage. 

There  is  a  danger  that  these  men  following  in  the  foot- 
steps of  the  great  may  fall  away  from  the  faith  through  in- 
difference, and  leave,  as  have  some  in  the  past,  great  names 
in  science,  but  a  remembrance  that  they  lost  true  greatness 
gaining  ver}^  little. 

Nobody  will  care  whether  they  Avere  Catholic  or  not — no- 
body except  their  oAvn.  Their  lives  will  be  written,  their 
scientific  achievements  exploited,  but  black-out  will  be  in 
effect.  Black-out  against  the  danger  of  too  many  people  learn- 
ing that  these  men  carried  on  the  noble  work  of  such  men  as 
Volta,  Pasteur,  Mendel,  and  Father  Nieuland.  The  world  will 
^ask  as  Pilate  did:  "What  is  Truth?"  and  then  turn  from 
these  men  Avho,  possessing  a  common  ground,  can  and  should 
tell  the  Avodd  of  Truth  Itself. 

NOVA   ET   VETERA 

The  Catholic  Encylopedia  relates  the  salient  points  in  the 
,lives  of  most  of  the  Catholic  scientists  of  renown,  but  since 
the  tAventieth  century  started  many  ncAV  names  could  be  added. 
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such  as  W.  K.  Roentgen  (data  on  his  life  as  Catholic  is  very 
confused)  ;  Marconi,  and  Eugene  Waldemar  Hilgard,  the  latter 
a  convert  to  Catholicism. 

In  many  of  the  large  universities  the  world  over  there  are 
on  the  faculties  well-known  Catholic  scientists  and  at  least 
two  recent  winners  of  the  Nobel  Prize  in  science  are  Catholics, 
namely,  Prince  Louis  de  Broglie  and  Peter  Debye.  These  men 
walk  the  path  of  greatness,  showing  forth  in  their  own  lives 
the  unity  of  truth  and  giving  substance  to  that  truth  which 
Whittier  voiced  thus 

''Reason's  voice  and  God's 
Nature's  and  duty's  never  are  at  odds." 


SAINT  JOSEPH. 


They  call  you  Poor  Saint  Joseph.     They  descry 

Only   a   toiling   carpenter,   possessed 

Of  little   that   marauders   might   molest; 

They  count  you  spouse  and  father,  who  deny 

The  right  to  rights  the  titles  signify. 

They  do  you  ill  who  call  you  poor;  for  blest 

Beyond   all  men  the  man  upon  whose   breast 

The  Infant  lay  on  Whose  breast  you  Avould  die. 

A  lilied  staff  made  you  the  Lily's  rod, 

The   Ever- Virgin's   virgin   spouse   and   knight; 

High  Heaven's   message   and  her  meek   assent 

Gave  you  foster-paternity  of  God ! 

Head  of  the  Holy  Family,  that  right 

Gives  you  the  wealth  of  all  the  firmament. 

— 'Benjamin  P.  Musser. 
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''IF  YE  BE  RISEN  WITH  CHRIST,  SEEK  THE 
THINGS  THAT  ARE  ABOVE."     (Col.  Ill) 

GIVE  Faith,  dear  Lord,  to  seek  with  Thee 
The  things  that  are  above, 
That  ill  life's  bitter  cup  may  see 
Thy  chalice  sweet  of  love. 

Give  me  the  trust  of  souls  that  seek 

Thy  Perfect  "Way  alone : 
Plant  in  my  heart  so  frail  and  weak 

The  Cross  to  be  Thy  Throne. 

Give  loyal  love  so  true  and  fond 

To  span  all  time  and  space; 
That  Death's  dread  portals  leaps  beyond 

To  see  Thee  face  to  Face. 

Rev.  J.  Hanley,  C.SS.R. 


AVE    MARIS    STELLA 

WILD  the  Avind,  the  thunders  crash, 
Ave   Maris   Stella! 
Lurid  is  the  lightning's  flash, 

Ave  Maris  Stella ! 
Yearning  eyes   from   strand   and   quay 
Tear-bedimmed,   are  turned  to  sea. 
Where  the  village  hookers  be, 
Ave  Maris  Stella ! 

Frail  is  my  beloved's  skiff, 

Ave  Maris  Stella! 
Dark  the  night  and  sheer  the  cliff 

Ave  Maris  Stella! 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 71 

Pilot  death  is  at  the  prow 
Love  can  naught  avail  him  now, 
Tears  are  idle,  save  him  thou, 
Ave  Maris  Stella. 

Thou  hast  known  a  mother's  stress, 

Ave  Maris  Stella! 
Be  my  babe  not  fatherless, 

Ave  Maris  Stella! 
So  thy  pity  like  a  star. 
Pierce  the  darkness  from  afar. 
He  will  gain  the  harbour  far, 

Ave  Maris  Stella. 

Light!  and  landward,  to  the  fleet! 

Ave  Maris  Stella ! 
Tears  are  turned  to  rapture  sweet, 

Ave  Maris  Stella! 
Joy  to-night  our  hearth  shall  warm, 
Safe  from  peril  and  from  harm, 
Thou  hast  led  him  through  the  storm. 

Ave  Maris  Stella! 

P.  J.  Coleman. 


WAITING 


IF  I  stretch  forth  my  arms 
And  close  my  eyes  in  waiting. 
Shall  I  hear  your  step  along  the  hall. 
Your  step  so  light,  so  eager. 
For  all  you  were  so  big, 

(How  proud  I  was  of  those  so  many  inches  over  me!) 
And  shall  I  feel  your  arms  enfolding  me. 
So  gently  reaching  mine  and  holding  safe,  so  safe, 
So  happy  and  so  safe? 
There  is  only  silence,  silence. 
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So  many  months  of  heavy  silence ! 

All  of  me  is  wanting  you,  beloved ! 

My  flesh  cries  out  for  the  feel  of  you. 

My  mind  that  tried  to  march  with  yours, 

Is  just  a  bog  of  apathy. 

My  soul  that  longed  to  climb  the  path  you  led. 

That  loved  the  climbing  with  you, 

How  shall  it  climb  alone, 

Oh,  dear  beloved,  how  shall  it  climb  alone? 

Mary  Louise  Redmond. 


CRUCIFIED 

WREATHED  with  a  blood-red  crown,  He  hangs, 
The  mark  of  anguished  pain  upon  His  face, 
And  in  His  hands  the  heavy  nails. 
There  are  the  whips  that  lashed  His  back. 
Those  ropes  pulled  up  the  cross  on  which  He  strains ;  ■ 
Is  This  the  One  the  Lord  God  sent  to  save 
His  people  Israel,  their  yoke  to  raise? 
Those  weary  feet,  uoav  stumps  of  mangled  flesh. 
Once  trod  these  very  roads  and  kncAV  no  rest, 
For  there  was  Avork  to  do  and  souls  to  save 
From  grievous  sin  and  darkened,  Godless  ways. 
Those  ache-stretched  arms,  now  pinioned,  once  were  free 
To  lift  repentant  man  forgivingly. 
His  swollen  lips,  now  parching,  once  were  fresh 
To  utter  gentle  prayers  and  breathe  caress. 
The  dull  dimmed  eyes,  obscured  by  purple  welts. 
Can  see  no  more,  though  once  they  delved 
The  very  souls  they  now  stare  dead  upon. 
His  bloodless  heart  can  bear  no  more. 
Thus  with  one  loving  groan  He  cries, 
"Forgive  them.  Father,"  then  abandoned  dies. 

Louis  P.  Kirchner,  0.  Carm. 


Ail  hail,  honour  of  the  patriarchs,  steward  of  the  holy  Church 
of  God,  who  didst  preserve  the  Bread  of  Life,  and  the  Wheat  of 
the  Elect.       (Little  Office). 


Communitg 


On  January  the  fifth  at  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake  Sister  M. 
Milburge  and  Sister  M.  Sebastian  celebrated  the  fiftieth  anni- 
versary of  their  entrance  in  religion. 

Sister  Milburge's  religious  life  has  been  rich  in  devotedness 
and  service.  After  many  years  spent  in  teaching  in  the 
Separate  Schools  of  the  diocese,  she  was  appointed  to  St.  Mich- 
ael's Hospital,  where  her  zeal  and  activity  were  no  less  fruit- 
ful. The  solicitations  of  many  former  pupils  and  friends  were 
added  to  those  of  her  sisters. 

Sister  M.  Sebastian  has  for  fifty  years  given  herself  gener- 
ously to  every  task  assigned  to  her  in  the  manifold  works 
directed  by  the  Community.  Countless  acts  of  kindness  gra- 
ciously bestowed  on  all  have  proved  that  here  is  one  who 
finds  it  "more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive."  In  the  Mis- 
sions and  at  home  her  artist's  brush  has  beautified  many  a 
sanctuary. 

"We  pray  that  Sister  Sebastian  may  for  many  years  to 
come  be  able  to  continue  her  work  and  prayer. 

The  celebration  of  Sister  Victoria's  anniversary  was  post- 
poned from  January  5th  to  the  13th  and  took  place  ot  St. 
Catharines,  where  she  is  Superior.  Previously  a  Jubilee  Mass 
was  sung  at  the  Mother  House  on  St.  Alban  St.,  where  for 
two  terms  she  held  the  office  of  Mother  General  of  the  Com- 
munity. 

To  not  many  is  fifty  years  of  such  fruitful  work  in  the 
religious  life  allotted — years  during  which  Sister  Victoria  has 
come  in  contact  Avith  countless  souls — as  teacher  in  the  class- 
room, as  Superior  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  as  Mistress  in  St. 
Joseph's  Academy,  and  as  local  superior  in  various  mission 
houses.  Her  position  as  Reverend  Mother  took  her  several 
times  to  visit  the  Missions  in  the  west,  whose  needs  aroused 
her  -warmest  interest,  and  several  of  which  she  was  instrument- 
al in  opening.  Everywhere  her  enthusiasm  for  every  cause 
that  involved  God's  glory  and  the  honour  of  religion  has  been 
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unbounded.     To  embellish  and  dignify  Christian  worship  has 
been  her  greatest  joy. 

The  busy  life  goes  on  for  this  fervent  religious,  who  we 
hope  Avill  be  blessed  to  continue  to  a  still  more  glorious  Dia- 
mond Jubilee. 


On  January  fifth  of  this  year  three  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph's 
Community  celebrated  their  Silver  Jubilee  of  Profession : 
Sister  M.  Magdalena  of  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Toronto,  and 
Sister  M.  Corona  and  Sister  M.  Romanus  of  St.  Joseph's  Hos- 
pital, Comox,  V.I.  Congratulations !  May  all  three  be  blessed 
Avith  health  and  strength  to  continue  their  zealous  work  in  the 
vinevard  of  The  Master. 


At  the  close  of  a  Community  Retreat  given  by  Rev.  L.  J. 
Bondy,  C.S.B.,  the  Ceremony  of  Religious  Profession  took 
place  in  St.  Joseph's  Convent  Chapel,  Toronto,  at  6  o'clock 
on  the  morning  of  January  5th.  With  Father  Bondy  presid- 
ing, as  delegate  of  Archbishop  McGuigan,  one  novice.  Sister 
Mary  Ann  Tomaszevska,  Krystynapoli,  Poland,  pronounced 
her  First  Annual  Vows,  Avhile  Sister  Fidelma  Hackett,  County 
Tyrone,  Ireland,  and  Sister  M.  Dolores  Walsh,  Winnipeg,  made 
Perpetual  Vows. 

Holy  Mass  folloAved  immediately,  and  all  was  brought  to 
a  close  by  the  singing  of  the  Te  Deum. 


A  practical  course  of  twelve  weekly  lectures  and  demons- 
trations for  the  Sisters  was  begun  in  our  Aviditorium  on  Jan. 
18th.  The  course  is  sponsored  by  the  Red  Cross  Society  and 
comprises  instructions  both  theoretical  and  practical,  on 
Health,  Home  Nursing,  Emergencies  and  Dietetics.  The  nurse 
appointed  to  give  the  Course  is  Miss  Keaney,  a  graduate  of 
St.  Michael's  and  a  member  of  the  St.  Elizabeth  Order  of 
Visiting  Nurses.  The  group  of  forty-five  sisters  Avho  registered 
for  the  course  are  finding  it  very  interesting  and  helpful. 

The  course  should  be  invaluable  to  Sisters  teaching  in  the 
city  schools  where  emergencies  inseparable  from  school  play- 
grounds are  so  frequent.  The  knoAvledge  acquired  in  the  course 
will  be  practical  also  in  the  teaching  of  health  in  the  Class- 
room. 
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TORONTO. 

HOUSE  OF  PROVIDENCE. 

On  Christmas  His  Excellency  Archbishop  J.  C.  McGuigan 
celebrated  Mass  and  afterwards  visited  every  room  in  the 
house,  shaking  hands  with  over  five  hundred  and  fifty  of  the 
inmates. 

The  choir  from  St.  Clare's,  under  the  direction  of  Brother 
Louis,  entertained  with  Christmas  carols,  on  Christmas  Day. 

Owing  to  the  generosity  of  the  Catholic  Women's  League 
and  the  Knights  of  Columbus  the  residents  have  enjoyed 
several  entertainments. 

The  C.W.L.  sponsored  a  Talkie  and  Concert  while  the 
Knights  brought  cheer  through  the  Christmas  tree  with  its 
gifts  for  all. 

During  Christmas  week  Mrs.  T.  E.  Kegan  secured  the 
services  of  Mr.  G.  Kelly  and  his  companions  for  a  varied  con- 
cert— vocal  and  instrumental. 

Early  in  February  the  Mimico  Glee  Club,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Mr.  Moher,  entertained  at  the  House. 

The  Sisters  in  charge  of  the  institution  wish  to  express 
their  gratitude  to  a  number  of  benefactors  of  various  creeds 
as  well  as  to  the  Catholic  Women's  League  and  Knights  of 
Columbus    for    their    material    help    given    during    the    year. 


MERCY  HOSPITAL. 

On  February  lltli,  the  Most  Rev.  J.  C.  McGuigan.  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto,  assisted  by  Msgr.  Harris,  blessed  the  Chapel 
of  the  New  Hospital  for  Incurables,  Sunnyside,  Toronto,  plac- 
ing it  under  the  patronage  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy.  The  solemn 
ceremony  over,  His  Excellency  celebrated  Holy  Mass,  after 
which  he  addressed  the  Sisters.  Basing  his  sermon  on  the  Epis- 
tle of  the  Sunday,  he  showed  how  clearly  it  revealed  the  mis- 
sion of  those  engaged  in  the  Hospital  to  be  always  as  "minis- 
ters of  God"  in  their  exercise  of  charity. 

Later  in  the  morning.  His  Excellency,  accompanied  by 
Msgr.  Harris  and  the  servers,  blessed  the  building, — corridors, 
wards,  private  rooms,  refectories,  auditorium,  and  kitchen. 

At  the  official  opening,  the  following  day,  conducted  by 
Lieutenant-Governor  Matthews,  with  Dr.  W.  J.  O'Hara  as 
chairman,  the  Archbishop  was  guest  speaker.  After  congra- 
tulating all  who  were  responsible  for  the  building,  he  dwelt 
on  the  nobility  of  the  task  of  the  Sisters  and  of  all  connected 
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MERCY   HOSPITAL,   SUNNYSIDE   AVE.,   TORONTO. 

with  the  Hospital, — their  privilege  to  bring  happiness  into  the 
lives  of  those  deprived  of  the  hope  of  natural  joys,  by  giving 
them  the  spiritual  hope  that  springs  from  faith.  In  conclu- 
sion he  expressed  his  approval  of  the  work  for  which  the 
Hospital  was  erected. 

The  third  week  in  February  165  patients  were  moved  to 
their  new  home,  which  has  a  bed  capacity  of  270. 


ST.   PAUL'S  SCHOOL. 

The  Lent  Bank  Account  leaflets  have  made  the  senior  classes 
"Lent-conscious"  and  the  children  seem  to  be  working  dili- 
gently to  acquire  spiritual  wealth. 

On  Holy  Thursday  the  leaflets  are  to  be  placed  in  sealed 
envelopes  and  placed  near  the  Altar  of  Repose. 


ST.  MARY'S  CONVENT. 

At  present  we  are  busy  preparing  a  few  numbers  for  our 
annual  St.  Patrick's  Concert  in  aid  of  the  St.  Vincent  de  Paul 
Society  of  St.  Mary's  Parish.  In  the  next  issue  we  hope  to 
have  the  programme. 


ST.   JOSEPH'S  HIGH   SCHOOL. 

On  December  7  the  Sodality  presented  "The  Beautiful 
Lady."  Dorothy  Chaperone  as  Bernadette,  Rita  McCabe  as 
Our  Lady  and  Rita  McDermid  as  Bernadette's  sister,  acted 
their  parts  well. 
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111  the  Latin  play  ''In  Terra  Pax,"  the  east  was  as  follows: 
Evelyn  Bissonnette,  the  Blessed  Virgin;  Adrienne  Condon,  and 
Eileen  Flanagan — pagan  children ;  Viola  Dunn,  St.  Joseph ; 
Helen  Glancy  and  Margaret  Doyle,  angels. 

Throughout  the  play  Christmas  hymns  by  a  choral  group 
in  the  distance  added  much  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  audience. 

In  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  Church,  on  Dec.  22nd,  the  pupils 
of  St.  Joseph's  High  School  took  part  in  a  Missa  Recitata,  of- 
fered as  a  Christmas  gift  for  their  parents. 

sis  :h  ^  4<  « 

Father  Leonard,  recently  returned  from  China,  gave  an 
illustrated  lecture  and  a  graphic  description  of  the  people  and 
their  surroundings  which  aroused  interest  in  spreading  Chris- 
tianity in  China. 

***** 

Two  sleigh-loads  of  happy,  singing  girls  from  Forms  II-A 
and  II-B  drove  along  the  "River  Road"  past  the  Old  Mill, 
enjoying  the  beauty  of  the  snow-laden  trees  that  lined  the 
sides  of  the  ravine.    It  was  an  old-fashioned  sleigh-ride. 

The  other  four  forms  elected  to  have  a  pre-Lenten  party 
with  a  programme  of  songs,  recitations  and  fancy  dances  fol- 
lowed by  afternoon  tea. 

The  Alumnae  Silver  Tea  was  held  in  High  School  on  Jan. 
14th,  from  3  to  9  p.m.  The  convener  was  Miss  Margaret  Dil- 
lon, and  Miss  Sadie  O'Donnell,  Mrs.  A.  O'Brien,  Mrs.  Marcy- 
nuk  and  Miss  Madeline  Sweeney  received. 

De  La  Salle  Cadets  announced  the  guests  and  directed 
them  to  Form  I-A  class-room,  transformed  into  a  charming 
tea-room.  Presiding  at  the  tea-table  was  Miss  Rosemary 
Griffin.  Pouring  tea  were  Mrs.  Edward  Gearon,  Mrs.  C.  Mc- 
Carthy, Mrs.  H.  Mills,  Mrs.  F.  Finucan,  Mrs.  C.  Goldsmith  and 
Mrs.  C.  Lunz. 

In  a  display  of  the  work  of  the  pupils  the  art  work  of 
Connie  Libertine  and  the  booklet  biographies  of  Catholic 
writers,  by  Adrienne  Condon,  attracted  attention  as  well  as 
the  projects  of  Frances  Osborne,  Teresa  Kerr,  Jacqueline  Roy, 
Eileen  Flanagan,  Bernice  Lamphier  and  Barbara  Plechl. 


ST.   JOSEPH'S   HOSPITAL. 

At  a  tea  held  in  the  Residence  on  January  20th,  Nursing 
Sister   Jessie    Sangster,    R.A.M.C,    was    the    guest    of   honor. 
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Miss  Monica  McCarthy  received  with  the  guest  of  honor  and 
tea  was  poured  by  Miss  Catherine  McQuillan  and  Miss  Car- 

melita  Pearson. 

***** 

On  December  2tli  the  annual  Nativity  play  was  presented 
by  the  Preliminary  students  in  the  auditorium  of  the  Nurses' 
Residence. 

Under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Moher  the  Glee  Club  of  St.  Leo's 
Church,  Mimico,  entertained  the  Sisters  and  student  nurses  on 
January  8th. 

^  ■^^  ^  ■^:  ;V; 

The  graduates  of  1940  art  being  much  feted  in  anticipation 
of  Graduation.  For  them  the  Undergraduates  held  a  uni- 
form dance  January  24th.  The  Auditorium  and  recreation 
rooms  were  decorated  in  blue  and  white  and  red. 

Miss  Helen  L'Heureux,  Rita  Moyle,  Jean  Dutrizac,  Margaret 
Bissette.  Loretto  Tracey.  Eileen  Harlock,  Evelyn  Flannery 
and  Sheila  Gillman  received  the  guests. 

In  Eaton's  Round  Room  on  Feb.  5th,  the  Alumnae  held  a 
banquet  in  honour  of  this  year's  graduates,  while  on  January 
28th  Dr.  D.  A.  and  Mrs.  Philip  gave  them  an  informal  tea  at 
their  home. 

The  Graduates  of  1940  are :  Misses  Patricia  Parsons,  Joan 
Ward,  Beatrice  Battock,  Elizabeth  E.  Dooley,  Mary  Agnes 
Morgan,  Loretta  Harrington,  Helen  E.  Cole,  Verona  M.  Smith, 
Maida  C.  Hall,  Olive  Mae  Mudge.  Jeanne  M.  Duncan,  Aileen 
Hayes,  Marie  Louise  LeGuen,  Anne  Bernadette  Bradco,  Ruth 
A.  Elmer,  Mary  Elizabeth  Donovan,  Ruth  E.  Cookson,  Viviai> 
F,  Cantwell,  Barbara  M.  Tunbridge,  Audrey  T.  McGivney, 
Winnifred  MacLauchlan,  Frances  Huggins. 


SACRED  HEART  ORPHANAGE. 

Christmas  is  a  truly  happy  time  at  the  Orphanage.  Many 
kind  friends  remembered  the  children  generously,  deserving 
of  special  mention  being  the  Catholic  Women's  League. 

On  the  night  of  Dec.  26th  Santa  Clans'  coming  climaxed  an 
evening's  merriment  which  consisted  chiefly  in  talking  dolls 
and  a  talkie.  The  gifts  provided  for  the  children  that  night 
were  made  possible  by  the  kindness  of  some  long-standing 
benefactors.'  • 
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Christmas  morning  was  ushered  in  by  carols — the  signal 
to  rise.  When  Mass  was  over  the  chaplain  visited  the  build- 
ing. In  the  dining  room  Avere  snowy  tables  with  their  con- 
trasting red  candles  and  pretty  flowers,  while  in  one  corner 
of  the  play  room  stood  a  tall  Christmas  tree  and  in  another 
a  Crib.  The  children  knelt  in  prayer  before  the  crib,  then 
sang  a  hymn  and  presented  their  spiritual  offerings  to  the 
Infant.  Later  came  the  opening  of  presents,  stockings  and 
parcels.  Seated  on  the  floor  drawing  forth  treasures  from  a 
giant's  stockings  was  Avee  Denis.  Newly  acquired  musical  in- 
struments were  being  tested  with  the  result  of  not  harmonj^, 
but  fun  for  the  boys. 

Each  year  the  Tree  and  Concert  are  given  by  two  bene- 
factors. 

The  entertainment  starts  with  a  chorus  by  the  children. 
Talking  dolls  hold  attention  until  the  talkie  pictures  begin. 
After  the  pictures  are  finished  Santa  climbs  in  a  window, 
greets  everyone  and  then  gets  busy  distributing  parcels  to 
all  the  children.  Christmas  songs  are  sung  enthusiastically 
until  a  newly  formed  orchestra  made  possible  by  Santa,  gets 
first  place. 


ST.    JOSEPH"S-ON-THE-LAKE. 

The  Monthly  Crusade  Meeting,  on  November  16th,  was 
held  a  formal  setting — the  stage  as  a  club  room.  The  zealous, 
energetic  president,  Billy  Mouldey,  conducted  the  motions, 
and  carried  through  successfully  his  ideas  and  plans. 

The  Rhythm  Orchestra  of  the  Little  Ones  was  enjoyable 
too  and  gave  relaxation  after  Aveighty  discussions  of  the  youth- 
ful executive  on  the  stage. 

Early  in  December  the  Senior  pupils  gave  a  playlet,  "At 
Heaven's  Gates."  The  stage  was  transformed  into  "Heaven." 
Angels  in  shimmering  white  robes  guarded  the  gates  of  the 
Golden  City  while  children  ransomed  by  the  coppers  slowly 
accumulated  in  mite  boxes  pleaded  with  St.  Peter,  recalling 
the  many  little  sacrifices  made  by  the  children.  The  play 
was  well  staged  and  Avell  acted  too. 

Last  autumn  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake  had  four  rugby  teams 
with  four  boys  on  each  team.  Many  games  were  played  and 
even  finals  were  held. 
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At  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake  the  pavilion  has  been  turned 
into  a  fine  glassy  surface  skating  rink  and  besides  skating, 
hockey  has  been  tried  too.  Ski-ing,  coasting,  tobogganing — 
all  have  a  place  at  recesses  and  on  Saturday  mornings. 

*  ill  if  *  * 

Have  you  ever  heard  the  Little  Ones'  Ehythm  Band?  If 
you  have  not  you  have  missed  many  delightful  entertainments. 
How  strikingly  picturesque  they  are  in  their  little  red  caps 
and  capes !     We  are  very  proud  of  our  little  boys  and  girls. 

*     *     *     *     * 

"What  a  sight  was  the  class-room  the  last  day  of  school 
before  Christmas!  Santa  had  visited  it  during  the  night. 
There  was  the  Christmas  tree  in  all  its  beauty.  Underneath 
its  drooping  branches  were  piled  package  upon  package  made 
gay  with  bright  paper  and  colorful  seals. 

A  little  class  work  was  done  in  the  morning  and  early  in 
the  afternoon  an  entertainment  was  given  for  Sister  Superior, 
who  had  generously  supplied  the  prizes  and  goodies.  The 
tree  was  then  robbed  of  its  prettj^  spoil.  "Oh's"  and  "Thank 
you's"  resounded  through  the  class-room.  What  excitement 
opening  prize  packages,  all  so  pretty  and  useful. 

It  was  Valentine's  day.  During  the  noon  hour  many 
Valentines  were  dropped  secretly  into  the  decorated  box  in 
the  class-room. 

''How  many  did  you  send?"  "Did  you  paint  yours?"  "I 
wonder  how  many  we  shall  receive !"  These  were  some  of 
the  remarks  floating  in  the  air. 

During  this  time  Sister  must  have  been  working,  for  at 
two  o'clock  everything  was  in  readiness — books  put  away, 
and  the  party  began.. 

After  a  few  readings  and  recitations,  Avhite  serviettes  were 
passed.  Good  news!  Yes,  everything  that  could  tempt  the 
appetite  of  boy  or  girl.  Sister  had  so  arranged  that  a  number 
of  Valentines  would  be  delivered  at  intervals  during  our 
lunch.     This  added  excitement  to  the  party. 

Sister  Superior  sent  a  beautiful  box  of  Valentine  candy 

and  delicious  pop-corn. 

#     *     *     *     * 

One  of  the  most  interesting  numbers  of  the  "Irish  Con- 
cert" was  the  little  play,  "The  Voice  of  Ireland." 

As  the  curtain  is  drawn,  "Patrick,  a  boy  of  fourteen,  is 
pleading  with  his  mother,  Conchessa,  to  go  to  his  uncle  at 
Tours  to  commence  his  life  work.  His  father  and  mother 
forbid  him  to  go,  as  times  are  troublesome. 
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In  spite  of  their  warnings  Patrick  sets  off  for  Tours.  At 
the  harbour  he  is  captured  and  taken  as  a  slave  to  Ireland — 
Mileho,  his  master,  treats  him  cruelly  and  harshly.  He  be- 
comes acquainted  with  Sinnell,  his  Master's  son,  but  as  Patrick 
is  a  swine-herder,  his  companionship  with  his  friend  is  for- 
bidden. 

During  the  months  of  degradation  Patrick  never  loses 
heart  and  is  true  to  his  faith.  In  one  of  his  prayerful  mo- 
ments an  angel  appears  to  liim  and  assures  him  of  his  deli- 
verance and  his  return  to  Ireland  as  an  Apostle  of  the  Lord. 

He  is  about  to  be  sold  to  "Conal  the  Cruel"  when  two  Ro- 
man soldiers,  who  have  been  shipwrecked,  approach.  He 
learns  they  are  from  Britain  and  begs  a  passage  on  their 
home\v«ird  voyage  .  .  .  Arrangements  are  made.  Patrick's 
dream  is  realized.     He  is  free. 

He  bids  farewell  to  Sinnel  and  tells  him  that  on  his  return 
to  Ireland  he  will  be  the  first  to  welcome  him  and  the  first 
to  be  converted. 


ST.    CATHARINES. 

ST.  JOSEPH'S  ACADEMY, 

A  play,  ''Farewell  to  Toyland,"  given  twice  in  December 
by  the  children  of  St.  Joseph's  Academy,  was  a  pronounced 
success.    The  cast  was  as  follows: 

Mike,  Teddy  Bear,  Peggy  MacDonald ;  Glorianna.  Jose- 
phine McSloy ;  Raggedy  Anna,  Sheila  Boase ;  Hobby  Horse, 
Patrick  Casey;  Santa  Claus.  Marilyn  Leish ;  The  Wooden 
Soldiers:  Tommy  Edmonstone,  Dave  MacMahon,  Peter  Daw- 
son, Stephen  Polocrone,  Joseph  Gallant,  Joseph  Baker.  Fred. 
Tortorella;  The  Singing  Dolls:  Hope  Corkery,  Mary  Sehenck, 
Mary  Jane  Lims,  Barbara  Coughill,  Barbara  Hawley,  Janet 
Caldwell,  Joanne  Osborne,  Anne  Brennan;  The  Clown  Band: 
Joan  Lachapelle,  Catharine  Sehenck,  Jean  Lachapelle,  Marlen 
Spikeman;  Dolls:  Rose  Marie  Morrison,  Catharine  Green, 
Catharine  Tiffney,  Rose  M.  Renner,  Albert  Taliano.  Mona 
Fahey,  Jack  Thurman,  Donna  Aitken,  Walter  Sharpe.  Michael 
Wright,  Elizabeth  Scobia.  Kathleen  MacDonald,  Michael 
Wright. 

***** 

A  second  play,  "The  Nativity,"  and  a  tableau  of  the  shep- 
herds and  Kings,  followed.  The  young  actors  did  credit  to 
their  teachers  and  to  themselves.  The  arrangement  and  light- 
ing in  both   plays   and  tableau   called   forth   favorable   com- 
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ment.  A  beautifully  decorated  Christmas  tree  loaded  with 
pfifts  was  stripped  of  its  load  of  varied  hued  parcels  and 
distributed  by  Santa. 

•"f         *         ■!:•         #         * 

The  skating  carnival  at  the  Academy  lasted  from  one  till 
three  and  many  of  the  pupils  gave  a  demonstration  of  fancy 
skating.  A  hot  lunch  followed.  Marilyn  Leish  won  the  cos- 
tume prize. 


ST.    CATHERINE'S    SCHOOL. 

From  a  reader  of  the  "Katrina."  a  class  paper  of  Grade 
Seven.  St.  Catherine's  School : 

"I  wish  to  congratulate  the  staff  of  the  "Katrina"  for  the 
splendid  matter  and  arrangement  presented  in  its  first  issue, 
January  26th.  The  Editorial  page  is  especially  worthy  of 
mention  and  the  little  poems  worked  out  so  carefully  show 
great  promise  for  St.  Catherine's  literary  outlook  in  the  fu- 
ture.    It  is  well  worth  the  time  spent  in  reading  it." 

''St.  Joseph  Lilies"  adds  congratulations  to  "Katrina"  and 
hopes  to  place  it  on  the  Exchange. 

#  #  4^  ^:  ^ 

Tlie  "cold-spell"  gave  St.  Catherine's  School  two  weeks  of 
unexpected  fun.  The  bigger  girls  flooded  the  rink,  and  hasty 
plans  were  made  for  a  carnival.  Reverend  Father  Cassin  offer- 
ed prizes  for  the  prettiest  costume,  for  the  most  original,  and 
for  the  funniest.  A  grand  march  made  easy  the  choosing  of 
the  winners  and  snapshots  were  then  taken  of  them. 

Then  all  adjourned  to  the  Lyceum  where  hunger  was  ap- 
peased. Father  Cassin  and  Mr.  Colton  distributed  the  prizes. 
"Sing-song"  led  by  Clarence  Colton  and  short  speeches  ended 
a  happy  evening. 


ST.  NICHOLAS'  SCHOOL. 

Hockey  implies  certain  dangers,  so  the  large  rink  has 
been  given  over  for  this  sport  by  the  older  boys.  A  carnival 
was  held  on  Jan.  23rd  from  2.30  until  5  o'clock.  Besides  skat- 
ing, games  of  racing  and  boxing  were  admirably  conducted 
by  Fathers  Cassin  and  O'Flaherty.  Three  prizes  were  award- 
ed for  costumes  and  snaps  were  taken  of  various  groups.  A 
repast  in  the  school  folloAved. 


ST.  JOHN'S  SCHOOL. 

January  twenty-fifth  was  celebrated  in  St.  John's  School 
by  a  marked  attendance  at  Holy  Mass.     During  the  composi- 
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tion  period  several  pupils  read  short  sketches  of  the  life  of 
St.  Paul  the  great  Missionary. 

In  the  afternoon  the  pupils  had  their  annual  skating  party, 
being  hosts  to  the  senior  pupils  of  St.  Joseph's  School.  An 
hour's  skating,  a  hockey  game,  and  a  banquet,  ended  the  day. 

***** 

On  the  first  fall  of  snow,  the  boys  of  St.  John's  made  the 
banks  for  the  rink  and  then  flooded  it.  It  took  a  few  days 
to  give  the  finishing  touches  and  since  then  the  fine  glassy 
surface  at  recess  and  noon  hours  is  covered  with  boys  and 
girls  skating. 


VANCOUVER. 


ST.  PATRICK'S  CONVENT. 

The  High  School  pupils  made  the  mission  given  in  Januarj'- 
by  Keverend  Father  Hill,  C.SS.R.,  and  Father  O'Hara,  C.SS.R. 
The  children  in  the  grammar  grades  made  a  three  days' 
mission. 


OBITUARY. 
Sister  M.  Hieronyme  Kennedy. 

On  January  2nd,  Sister  M.  Hieronyme  died  suddenly  at 
St.  Michael's  Hospital,  Toronto.  The  deceased  Sister,  former- 
ly Bridget  Kennedy,  was  born  in  St.  Paul's  Parish,  Toronto, 
the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Michael  Kennedy.  She 
took  her  Nurses'  Course  at  the  Toronto  General  Hospital, 
being  one  of  the  first  Catholic  nurses  to  graduate  from  that 
Training-School.  Shortly  after  graduation,  she  entered  St. 
Joseph's  Convent,  where  she  became  known  to  the  resident 
pupils  as  their  kind  Infirmarian,  but  the  greater  part  of  her 
forty-four  years  of  religious  life  was  spent  at  St.  Michael's 
Hospital.  There  in  charge  of  various  departments,  she  was 
a  good  friend  not  only  to  doctors,  nurses  and  patients  of 
four  decades,  but  as  Avell  to  policemen,  firemen,  and  even  to 
vagrants  whom  she  had  the  opportunity  of  helping  in  her 
own  big-hearted  way  during  long  years  as  night  supervisor. 

Many  flocked  to  view  her  remains,  and  as  old  friends  looked 
their  last  on  Sister  Hieronyme,  but  one  note  dominated — "she 
was  always  kind."  Sister  Hieronyme  had  exerted  a  wide- 
spread influence  on  nurses  in  training;  her  professional  skill 
was  mingled  with  delicate  thought  for  the  feelings  of  others; 
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to  the  sick,  her  kindness  and  efficiency  always  meant  at  least 
a  temporary  easing  of  pain,  and  understanding  sympathy;  to 
the  poor  and  the  outcast  she  never  failed  to  bring  ncAV  cour- 
age, and  often  a  fresh  start  materially  and  spiritually.  Her 
life  was  one  of  unselfish  devotion  to  duty ;  she  was  a  faithful 
Religious.  Doctors,  nurses  and  friends  are  one  in  revering 
her,  while  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  mourning  her  as  a  loved 
member  of  their  Community,  thank  God  for  the  inspiration  of 
her  life,  an  inspiration,  the  stronger  and  more  lasting  because 
of  her  simple  unostentatious  piety.  Of  the  immediate  familj^ 
of  Sister  Hieronyme,  only  one  brother  and  one  sister  sur- 
vive, Michael  and  Mary  Kennedy,  Toronto. 


Sister  Mary  Helena  McDonald. 

On  January  24th,  God  called  to  Himself  Sister  Mary  Helena 
of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  Toronto. 

The  deceased  Sister,  formerly  Ruth  McDonald,  daughter  of 
the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  McDonald,  was  born  in  Barrie,  Ont. 
While  she  Avas  still  a  child,  the  family  moved  to  Toronto,  and 
for  several  years  resided  in  St.  Francis'  Parish.  In  1919, 
Ruth  entered  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  and  shortly  after  making 
Final  Profession  was  sent  to  Prince  Rupert,  B.C.,  where  she 
remained  for  nine  years.  This  was  followed  by  a  short  period 
in  Winnipeg,  Manitoba,  and  in  all,  more  than  half  of  her 
tAventy  years  of  service  were  given  to  the  Western  Missions. 
For  the  rest,  she  was  engaged  in  the  works  of  the  Commun- 
ity in  Toronto,  principally  at  the  Sacred  Heart  Orphanage 
and  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake. 

During  her  long  illness  and  especially  during  her  recent 
stay  at  the  Hospital,  Sister  Mary  Helena  gave  an  edifying 
example  of  unquestioning  submission  to  the  Will  of  God. 
A  simple,  straightforwardness  of  character,  a  strong  faith, 
and  a  child-like  devotion  to  our  Blessed  Mother, — traits  that 
merked  her  whole  life, — seemed  to  strengthen  as  she  grew 
physically  weaker,  while  her  ready  smile  reflected  an  inward 
peace  and  confidence.  These  latter  did  not  desert  her  at 
times  of  intense  suffering,  and  death,  coming  without  a  strug- 
gle within  a  few  hours  of  Holy  Viaticum,  and  at  the  moment 
when  the  Last  Absolution  was  being  given,  seemed  indeed  the 
prelude  to  "Hope,  attained  and  Peace,  secured." 

Of  the  immediate  family  of  Sister  Mary  Helena,  there 
survive  three  sisters :  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Joseph's  Community, 
Mrs.  E.  Whyte  and  Miss  Doris  McDonald,  all  of  Toronto. 
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EXCERPTS  FROM 

A  Tribute  to  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph. 

By   RIGHT   REV.    MONSIGNOR   J.    P.   TREACY. 

The  poor  have  an  exclusive  and  distinct  right  to  our  respect 
and  affection,  which  is  often  forgotten.  AlloAvances  must 
be  made  at  times  for  their  exacting  demands.  The  great  lia- 
bility of  the  professional  worker  is  that  in  many  cases  he  does 
not  realize  or  appreciate  the  grinding  poverty  that  affects 
the  minds  of  men,  women  and  children,  more  than  their  bodies. 
The  hidden  reactions,  the  recriminations  that  stifle  family 
union  and  disturb  marriage  relations  will  not  be  exposed  to 
an  official. 

The  so-called  science  of  sociology  does  not  always  include 
the  divine  spirit  of  charity  in  the  furtherance  of  the  spiritual 
and  corporal  works  of  mercy.  '' Statistics,"  "social  problems," 
"secular  psychology,"  "psychiatry,"  "contacts,"  cases," 
"patieets"  and  "underprivileged  members  of  society,"  have 
no  place  in  the  Catholic  vocabulary.  Such  expressions  often- 
times reveal  the  mentality  of  welfare  work  to-day. 

When  a  man,  created  to  the  image  and  likeness  of  God, 
the  poor  mother  of  a  family  are  nothing  but  "cases"  and 
"problems,"  we  can  thank  God  for  the  survival  of  some  Catho- 
lic charity. 

Chesterton  frequently  complained  that  to-day  all  the  move- 
ments of  our  daily  life  are  organized  and  regimented  to  tlie 
obvious  discomfort  of  personal  liberty. 

I  was  reminded  of  this  in  a  conversation  a  few  days  ago 
with  an  English  woman,  poor  but  respectable.  She  was  des- 
cribing a  visit  of  a  Avelfare  worker  who  discussed  scientifically 
methods  of  cleaning,  housing  and  bringing  up  children  and  so 
on.  "And  me  the  mother  of  nine  children,  and  she  with  no 
child  at  all,"  she  said. 

The  growing  tendencies  of  organized  welfare  societies  now- 
adays are  in  the  direction  of  bureaucracy,  which  augments 
official  numbers  at  the  expense  of  the  spirit  of  'Christ.  This  is 
seen  in  all  state-controlled  agencies  and  those  affiliated  too 
closely  with  municipal  and  government  interests.  It  hearkens 
back  to  Charles  Dickens  and  "Oliver  Twist." 

The  good  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  have  bridged  the  ditch  that 
separates  true  Christian  charity — from  professional  welfare 
work  in  this  Archdiocese  of  Toronto  from  the  beginning  of 
their  career  to  the  present  time.  They  have  been  for  priests 
and  people   the   living   embodiments — of   the   seven   corporal 
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works  of  mercy.  From  the  days  of  Mother  Delphine  to  the 
present  Mother  General  St.  Margaret  their  escutcheon  has 
been  nnsnllied  and  their  colours  untarnished  in  the  service  of 
the  Master. 

The  glorious  galaxy  of  Sisters  who  represented  all  the 
Martha-like  domestic  virtues  of  kindness,  splf  denial  and  char- 
ity— together  with  the  Marian  devotedness  to  prayer  and  medi- 
tation stand  before  us  in  the  realms  of  memory.  Mother  As- 
sumption, Mother  de  Chantal,  Sister  de  Sales,  Sister  St.  Felix, 
Sister  St.  Philip  and  others  who  are  now  with  their  Blessed 
Lord  in  Heaven. 

Often  and  often  as  a  boy  have  T  seen  them  in  their  apostolic 
itineraries  through  Tecumseh,  Adjala  and  Mono,  riding  along 
with  some  hirsute  son  of  the  soil  in  the  big  lumber  waggons 
piled  high  with  bags  of  potatoes,  wheat,  and  all  sorts  of 
eatables  for  the  aged  poor  and  the  homelss  orphans  of  the 
Plouse  of  Providence  and  Sunnyside,  Bond  and  Nelson  Streets. 

The  awful  mud  roads  of  the  back  lines  and  the  snow  drifts 
of  Ballacroy  had  no  terrors  for  those  Angels  of  Mercy. 

"Who  Avinged  their  flight  by  day  and  night 
Through  Colgan  and  Athlone." 

The  young  nuns  of  St.  Joseph's  need  not  go  outside  their 
own  communit}^  for  an  edifjdng  Calendar  of  Virgins,  confes- 
sors and  martyrs  to  whet  their  zeal  and  spur  their  love  in  the 
service  of  the  Bridegroom.  If  they  Avould  just  keep  short 
biographies  of  their  own  mothers  and  sisters  who  laboured  in 
the  Province  of  Ontario  (Avhich  of  course  they  do  not)  they 
would  have  examples  good  enough  to  imitate  but  never  to 
surpass  in  the  work  of  the  Archdiocese. 

The  ladies  of  St.  Joseph  have  been  in  the  past  remark- 
able for  their  wonderful  transformations  in  the  art  of  housing 
their  manifold  Samaritans.  Power  Street,  Jarvis  Street,  Nel- 
son Street,  Bond  Street,  Lombard  Street,  St.  Joseph's  Street, 
and  Sunnyside  never  remained  stationary  "power  houses"  but 
were  restricted,  changed  or  enlarged  by  the  progressive  staff 
officials  of  the  Community. 

St.  Ignatius  writing  to  St.  Peter  Canisius,  reminded  that 
gargantuan  toiler  that  he,  Ignatius,  was  unwilling  "to  put 
spurs  to  a  galloping  horse."  But  the  commanding  generals  of 
the  Josephites  had  no  such  compunction  on  their  battalions. 
They  were  sent  hither  and  thither  to  meet  the  growing  neces- 
sities and  religious  exigencies  of  the  Province.  Like  many 
of  the  saints,  they  kept  their  feet  on  the  earth  though  their 
guimpes  were  in  the  air. 
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This  combination  of  Martha  and  Mary  is  not  such  a  hope- 
less joint  stock  company  even  from  a  religious  point  of  view. 
Teresa  and  Ignatius,  Philip  Neri,  Canisius  and  Vincent  de 
Paul  did  bother  themselves  with  pots  and  kettles  and  pans, 
with  eggs  and  debts  and  butter,  rents  and  cooks  despite  the 
visions,  prophecies  and  ecstasies.  The  scholars  of  the  Church 
tell  us  that  every  race  has  its  own  peculiar  graces,  a  kind  of 
specific  difference  that  differentiates  it  from  others. 

The  peculiar  idiosyncrasy  of  the  Josephites  might  be  ex- 
pressed in  the  formula  pots  and  pans  plus  the  grace  of  God. 
There  are  grand  ladies  amongst  their  women,  of  charming 
manners  and  unexcelled  cultural  attainments  high  in  the  in- 
tellectual acumen  and  broad  in  literary  accomplishments,  but 
these  accomplishments  are  not  allowed  to  run  riot  in  the 
sunken  gardens  of  poetry  or  literature  or  mystic  theology  but 
are  tiu-ned  into  the  practical  channels  of  Christian  service  and 
usefulness.  They  are  the  servants  of  Jesus  Christ  but  also 
women  of  the  practical  side  who  know  that  pounds,  shillings 
and  pence  may  be  artificed  into  hospitals,  orphanages  and 
homes  for  the  aged  and  derelicts  of  society.  The  top  of  their 
shield  might  be,  "All  for  Jesus  Christ  and  His  Mystical  Body," 
while  at  the  bottom  could  be  enshrined  the  words  of  the  old 
Book,  "Make  for  yourselves  friends  of  the  mammon  of  ini- 
quity." 


Take  from  my  hands  this  song,  0  dearest  Master! 
There  are  no  more — though  singing  was  so  sweet; 
For  I  have  broken  my  vase  of  alabaster 
And  poured  the  precious  ointment  at  Thy  feet. 


^lumnae 
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Dear  Sister  Leonarda : 

Thank  you  for  sending  me  the  list  of  our  alumnae  who 
have  entered  the  Monastery  of  Our  Lady  of  Charity — the  Good 
Shepherd  Convent.  I  feel  that  this  will  be  an  interesting 
item  to  our  readers.    And  without  more  preamble,  here  it  is: 

Sister  M.  St.  John  Fraser,  Sister  St.  John  Eudes  Haines, 
Sister  M.  St.  Ildephonsus  Haines,  Sister  M.  of  0.  L.  Good 
Counsel  Brown,  Sister  M.  St.  Helena  Byron,  Sister  M.  St. 
Joseph  Crocker,  Sister  M.  St.  Francis  Kirk;  Sister  M.  St. 
Aloysius  Brown,  Sister  M.  St.  Ambrose  Doyle,  Sister  M.  Sacred 
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Heart  MeCrohan,  Sister  M.  Visitation  LeGree,  Sister  M.  St. 
Anthony  McGuire,  Sister  M.  Guardian  Angels  Stewart,  Sister 
M.  St.  Ann  Andrew,  Sister  M.  St.  Raphael  Connell,  Sister 
St.  Hugh  Ellard,  Sister  M.  Incarnatioji  ]\Iurphy.  Sister  M. 
Blessed  Sacrament  Ethier,  Sister  M.  Immaculate  Conception 
James  (trained  in  St.  Michael's  Hospital),  Sister  M.  of  the 
Divine  Heart  Ward,  Sister  M.  Holy  Ghost  Barnett.  Sister 
M.  Francis  de  Sales  McGuire,  Sister  M.  St.  Francis  Xavier 
Wogan.  At  present  in  our  Convent  at  Windsor:  Sister  M,  of 
the  Immaculate  Heart  Todd  and  Sister  M.  St.  Teresa  Lee. 

By  the  waj'.  Sister,  some  day  when  you  have  a  whole  issue 
of  the  Lilies  due  and  by  some  wholly  imaginary  mishap, 
nothing  else  Avith  which  to  fill  the  book,  maybe  we  could  give 
a  list  of  all  our  alumnae  who  have  entered  the  St.  Joseph's 
Congregation  of  Sisters, — or  maybe  it  would  last  for  a  couple 
of  editions  and  you  could  take  a  long  rest  from  your  editorial 
labors. 

While  we  are  talking  or  writing  of  religious  vocations  I 
might  mention  that  on  January  28th,  Reverend  Father  Alonzo 
Joseph  McDonnell  was  ordained  to  the  Order  of  Paulists,  in 
St.  Peter's  Church,  Toronto.  Father  McDonnell  is  the  son 
of  Mr.  Thos.  E.  McDonnell  and  the  late  Mrs.  McDonnell,  of 
Toronto.  He  celebrated  his  first  solemn  Mass  in  the  Church 
our  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  Toronto, 

I  was  so  delighted  to  hear  that  Father  Ronan  gave  a  re- 
hearsal of  the  Glee  Club  concert  for  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph. 
It  was  such  a  treat  that  it  would  have  been  a  shame  for  you 
teachers  to  have  missed  it.  All  the  "Avrite-ups"  were  eulo- 
gistic of  course,  but  the  Telegram  was  most  appreciative  in 
its  criticism.  Many  of  our  alumnae  are  among  the  gleeful 
choristers,  I  noticed  by  the  list  on  the  programme. 

Did  you  see  the  account  in  the  Catholic  Record  about 
the  Academy  of  Living  Musicians?  Among  the  prominent 
Church  musicians  in  the  now  famous  gallery  of  living  Catho- 
lic musicians  is  our  Reverend  Doctor  J.  E.  Ronan,  M.C.G.,  of 
Toronto,  on  the  staff  of  St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  founder  of 
the  Cathedral  Choir  School  of  Toronto  and  recognized  authority 
in  Liturgical  Music, — not  to  mention  director  of  the  aforesaid 
Catholic  Youth  Organization's  Glee  Club.  Ad  multos  to  him, 
too! 

Among  Christmas  visitors  to  S.J.C.  was  Mrs.  Walsh,  of 
Vancouver,  B.C.,  who  attended  S.J.C.  in  our  day — yours  and 
mine.  Sister — as  Irene  Swift.  She  was  spending  the  holidays 
with  her  son  John,  who  is  in  his  last  year  at  the  Royal  Mili- 
tary College,  Kingston. 
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CongratiUations  to : 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Chambers — a  son,  on  December  12,  1939. 
Mrs.  Chambers  was  Mildred  McCrohan. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leo  Hickey  (Adele  Knowlton) — a  son,  on 
Jan.  2,  1940. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ed.  Bayleo  (Anne  Moran)  Bonrtemaque,  Que. 
on  Nov.  11,  1939 — a  daughter,  Audrey  Suzanne. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sanderson  (Lynette  Roddy),  a  boy. 

Felicitations  to  the  neAvly  wedded : 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jean  Paul  Lacasse  of  Fabre.  Que.  (Miss 
Catharine  Smythe,  B.A.). 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  G.  Gallagher,  Noranda,  Que.  (Miss  Mary 
McGuire,  B.A.). 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Arthur  Jones,  South  Porcupine,  Out.  (Miss 
Alma  LaForest). 

IMr.  and  Mrs.  B.  J.  McGuire  (Miss  Winnie  Ann  Luckett, 
B.A.). 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  A.  Bodenistel   (Miss  Aurelia  Gaudet). 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Al.  Contway  (Madeline  Wright.  B.A.). 

What  is  it  that  is  usually  added  to  the  account  of  religious 
jubilees?  Oh,  yes,  "Ad  multos  annos,"  and  surely  that  goes 
for  these  happily  married  alumnae.     ''Ad  multos  annos!" 

What  a  lovely  letter  from  Evelyn  Krausman  of  Montreal. 
She  gives  the  news  that  Margaret  (Keenan)  McGahan  of 
Buffalo  and  her  husband  visited  Helen  (McGrath)  Mugele  in 
Pittsburgh  and  had  a  lovely  week-end.  Evelyn  Krausman 
is  doing  Red  Cross  Work  and  driving  soldiers  from  barracks 
to  trains  and  doing  other  good  deeds. 

I  do  not  knoAv  whether  you  remember  Josephine  Costigan — 
she  is  a  cousin  of  George  Cohan,  the  actor.  Sister  Majella 
and  Sr.  Ildephonse  will  remember  her,  I  am  sure.  She  is  living 
in  Brooklyn,  and  is  now  Mrs.  Irving  Fox  and  has  two  children. 

An  order  for  the  ''Lilies"  What  do  I  see?  to  be  sent  to 
Orebro,  Sweden!  Don't  we  "get  around,"  as  the  slang  says, — 
and  so  does  our  Mrs.  (Barbara  Rose)  Stahre,  who  is  a  nurse 
on  the  SS.  Matsonia,  between  San  Francisco  and  Hawaii. 

I  was  over  to  the  school  one  day  lately  and  was  gratified 
to  see  almost  every  pupil  plying  knitting  needles — making 
warm  wearables  for  the  soldiers.  Each  is  doing  her  bit  to 
ease  the  waging  of  this  dreadful  war. 

As  I  Avrite  this,  Sir  Ernest  McMillan  is  directing  his  sym- 
phony orchestra  in  the  rendition  of  Handel's  Largo,  from 
Xerxes,  in  tribute  to  the  memory  of  our  late  Governor  General, 
Lord  Tweedsmuir,  whose  untimely  death  cast  us  into   grief 
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last  week.    It  is  coming  to  me  by  radio,  it  goes  without  saying. 

And  now  good-night,  Sister,  and  I  hope  this  letter  with 
its  odds  and  ends  is  not  too  odd, — it  is  disjointed  I  feel,  but 
I  do  not  let  it  weigh  too  heavily  on  my  conscience  because 
I  am  sure  of  your  forgiveness  and  understanding,  and  am  much 
less  sure  that  anyone  else  will  bother  to  read,  much  less  criti- 
cize it.  But  if  they  do,  I  hope  the  criticism  will  be  not  too 
severe. 

Good-night,  and  may  Easter  bring  joy  to  this  world  once 
more ! 

Lovingly  your  classmate, 

Gertrude  (O'Connor)   Thompson. 


Feast  of  Candlemas, 

February  2.  1940. 
Dear  Alma  Mater  and  the  Girls-at-Home, 

Another  March  Lilies  in  the  making,  and  this  should  really 
be  our  biggest  number  of  the  j^ear,  for  March  is  always  our 
own  month  as  alumnae  of  St.  Joseph's.  Another  Christmas 
has  passed  with  its  joys  of  reunions,  its  exchanges  of  good 
wishes,  and  I  think  more  than  ever  we  Canadians  were  drawn 
to  one  another  this  Christmas,  grateful  that  we  still  coulS 
enjoy  the  peace  of  our  homes,  the  visits  of  our  friends,  in 
spite  of  the  shadow  of  terror  and  destruction  cast  across  our 
minds  by  the  atrocities  wrought  in  Europe.  Of  course,  there 
are  homes  where  a  vacant  place  at  the  table  reminded  a  family 
that  everywhere  there  was  not  "Peace  on  Earth"  but  that  one 
of  them  was  doing  his  bit  for  the  Cause. 

T  must  mention  here  and  now  that  Ye  Ed.  is  most  generous 
with  suggestions  and  material  for  this  column.  Regarding 
the  material,  T  refer  to  the  fact  that  a  certain  amount  is  sent 
on  to  me,  and  it  is  gratifying  to  know  that  my  pleas  for 
news  of  all  kinds  has  not  been  ignored  by  our  Alumnae.  For 
instance,  a  most  interesting  letter  from  Mrs.  G.  A.  Bartlam 
(formerly  Antoinette  Haynes  of  St.  Catharines)  and  who  now 
lives  at  1535  Bathurst  St.  tells  us  of  the  Burke  girls.  Marie  is 
noAv  Mrs.  Stanley  Moore  and  has  a  daughter  Marilyn  who  is 
nearly  four.  Gertrude  is  Mrs.  Bill  Wilson  and  has  tAvo  child- 
ren. Mary  Timmins  is  also  married,  and  her  new  name  may 
come  to  mind  later — better  still  perhaps  "Timmie"  will  send 
us  a  few  lines,  and  tell  us  all  about  herself  since  S.J.C.S.  days. 
Margaret  Finucan  is  now  Mrs.  George  Gardner;  her  little  son, 
Peter,  is  now  about  three  vears  old.     Incidentally  Antoinette 
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is  most  anxious  for  company  and  would  love  to  have  some  of 
her  old  pals  call  or  phone  her  at  the  above  address. 

Irene  White  was  to  be  married  on  November  4tli  to  Mr. 
Reg.  Bradley.  Alma  Parent  was  also  a  bride  of  the  winter, 
now  Mrs.  Arthur  Trayling,  and  is  still  in  Toronto.  Alma  is 
a  graduate  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital  as  well  as  of  our  College- 
School. 

It  is  most  gratifying  to  see  the  interest  and  activity  of  our 
Alumnae  in  Catholic  Action  affairs.  Mrs.  Arnold  Hendricks 
who  was  Pauline  Lynch  is  in  charge  of  a  re-mailing  campaign 
of  Catholic  literature.  This  is  an  excellent  idea  and  is  being 
carried  out  by  our  Catholic  Junior  League  here  in  Peterborough 
too.  "We  send  our  literature  to  the  priests  in  the  northern 
part  of  our  Diocese  for  distribution  among  their  flocks.  Did 
you  know  that  the  Diocese  of  Peterborough  extends  from 
Lake  Ontario  to  a  point  just  south  of  North  Ba^^  ?  We  have  a 
lot  of  territory  to  cover.  Some  of  the  parishes  are  poor  and 
the  Fathers  appreciate  anything  we  do.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
almost  all  the  Junior  work  is  in  that  direction,  as  the  C.W.L. 
Seniors  give  their  special  attention  to  the  City.  The  ''Catho- 
lic Junior  League"  in  Peterborough  is  a  mixed  young  people's 
club  and  our  President  this  year  is  a  boy.  During  the  fall 
of  1939  appeals  were  made  to  the  different  dioceses  for  cloth- 
ing, literature,  etc.,  for  the  Sudeten  Germans  who  had  recently 
settled  in  Alberta.  I  remember  seeing  an  advertisement  read- 
ing that  the  Railways  were  taking  free  for  the  month  of 
October  any  and  all  parcels  sent  to  these  Sudetens.  Most  of 
the  settlers  who  have  taken  up  farming  at  the  foot  of  the 
Rockies  are  Catholics  and  are  a  very  fine  type  of  citizen  to 
welcome  into  our  Country.  They  are  most  greedy  for  litera- 
ture of  the  better  kind,  so  that  they  may  become  more 
familiar  with  the  language.  Margaret  Carolan  is  Convener 
of  Clinic  work  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital  at  the  January  meet- 
ing of  the  Toronto  Catholic  Junior  League. 

At  Mass  one  morning  a  back  view  of  a  familiar-looking 
blond  head  distracted  me.  Picture  my  surprise  and  delight 
on  leaving  church  to  meet  Helen  Brunner  (now  Mrs.  Ted 
Kelly)  who  was  visiting  in  Peterborough  over  the  Christmas 
week-end.  Helen  looks  very  much  the  same  as  when  she 
first  came  from  Yorkton  to  St.  Joseph's  some  time  ago. 

The  College  'At  Home'  Avas  a  very  gay  affair  this  year,  I'm 
told.  Joan  Lynch  was  the  only  Alumna  from  here  to  attend, 
I  believe,  for  the  social  calendar  for  January,  at  home,  in  Peter- 
borough was  a  full  one.    Lent  being  so  early  this  year,  every- 
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thing  had  to  be  crowded  into  a  few  short  weeks.  Joan,  her- 
self, entertained  at  a  most  delightful  dinner  party  at  Kawartlia 
Club  a  couple  of  weeks  ago.  Dr.  Eugene  P.  Snider  (a  brother 
of  Bernardine)  was  on  my  right  that  evening,  telling  me  some 
morbid  details  of  his  new  duties  as  Coroner,  To  get  back 
to  that  'At  Home,'  Laurine  Sinclair  was  among  those  who  en- 
tertained that  evening,  Catherine  Richard  and  Frances  Grimes 
being  among  her  guests.  Lorna  Smith,  Jean  McLeod,  Edith 
McGovern,  Peggy  Arnold.  Betty  Calaghan  and  M.  Genevieve 
Conlon  were  on  the  receiving  line. 

Margaret  McCandlish  is  to  be  married  to  Mr.  T.  J.  Graham 
to-morrow  morning,  I  note  from  my  scraps.  Much  luck,  Mar- 
garet. Incidentally  too,  the  bridesmaid  should  always  be 
Avished  luck,  I'm  deciding.  For  she  walks  alone  and  weak 
though  her  knees  be,  on  she  must  trudge  keeping  an  ear  to 
the  music,  an  eye  on  the  altar  (or  something  dead  ahead)  and 
her  mind  on  things  in  general.  This  "ode  to  a  bridesmaid" 
as  it  were,  is  inspired  by  the  fact  that  the  pleasure  was  all 
mine  only  yesterday  at  a  very  quiet  affair — the  only  per- 
ceptible sound  above  the  organ  being  my  knees  rattling.  The 
bride  has  her  father  to  hang  on  to,  remember! 

And  apropos  of  weddings,  'Jack'  Calvert  and  Mary  Cough- 
lin  were  married  in  St.  Basil's  church  on  December  27th. 
'Jack'  is  a  Brother  of  Peggy  (Mrs.  J.  R.  McRae)  and  of  Mary 
(Mrs.  Joseph  Doherty)  and  of  Betty  Calvert,  all  alumnae. 

Among  those  who  entertained  for  IMargaret  Dunn  before 
her  marriage  on  January  20th  to  Mr.  Paul  Brett  Smith,  was 
Betty  Kelly.  Betty's  party  in  the  Oak  Room  included  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  Fitzpatrick  (nee  Dunn)  and  Miss  Laureen 
O'Brien.  Nora  Phelan  played  her  harp  during  the  service  at 
which  Kay  Callahan  was  soloist.  ]\Iary  Dunn  was  her  sister's 
only  attendant,  and  all  in  all  it  was  a  very  pretty  wedding. 

Helen  Dandy's  engagement  has  been  announced  to  Mr. 
Norman  Kasta. 

Adele  Parsons,  who  is  now  Mrs.  Robert  Gilmore  has  a  new 
son.  of  whom  we  hope  to  hear  more. 

Members  of  our  alumnae  are  probably  among  the  skiers 
who  leave  Toronto  week-ends  to  come  to  our  Bethany.  My 
skiing  days  are  now  in  the  past  since  an  un-nerving  accident 
a  few  years  ago,  so  T  follow  only  the  call  of  the  blades,  and 
miss  lots  of  news,  or  so  my  ski-faring  brothers  tell  me.  I  do 
know  that  Tom  McGoey,  Avho  is  married  to  Betty  O'Brien  and 
who  is  Managing  Editor  of  the  Toronto  Ski  Club's  "Ski- 
Runner."  is  an  enthusiastic  follower   of  the  sport,   and   will 
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probably  be  at  the  Provincial  meet  at  Huntsville  this  week- 
end. 

Olive  O'Connell  (Mrs.  J.  L.  Paquette)  was  in  Peterborough 
for  two  months  and  until  after  the  New  Year.  Mr.  Paquette's 
business  took  him  to  the  Kenora  district,  so  Olive  brought  her 
two  charming  children  home  for  a  visit.  Joan  Lynch  visited 
Laura  Richardson  in  Toronto  before  Christmas.  Joan  fre- 
quently joins  our  bunch  in  skating  this  year,  and  in  our  other 
activities  as  well.  She  is  also  still  an  active  member  of  the 
University  "Women's  Club  here  and  gave  a  piano  solo  at  their 
recent  monthly  meeting.  Marge  McNulty  tells  me  that  Susanne 
Curran  (Camilla  O'Connor's  little  girl)  has  a  new  brother — 
last  June.     The.v  are  living  at  the  Sault. 

I  received  my  announcement  of  the  Alumnae  meeting  for 
February  4th,  and  then  the  news  of  its  postponement.  I  could 
not  have  attended  but  I  must  compliment  the  executive  (or 
whoever  is  responsible)  for  the  addition  to  the  usual  an- 
nouncement. I  refer  to  the  notice  which  appeared  at  the 
bottom  of  the  card — that  of  the  coming  event  on  April  13th. 
This  notice  is  a  decided  help  to  an  out-of-towner  like  myself 
M^ho  being  in  business,  has  to  plan  her  week-ends  far  in  ad- 
vance. Another  event  I  regretfully  miss  is  the  Catholic  Junior 
League  Ball  in  Oshawa  this  evening.  This  was  always  one 
of  my  happiest  revinions  with  Daisy  Callaghan  and  her  family. 
Daisy,  as  you  know,  is  now  Mrs.  Harold  Brain,  and  her  two 
children  do  not  leave  her  much  spare  time.  We  had  Daisy's 
brother,  Jimmie,  with  us  for  the  Christmas  A'acation  this  year 
and  he  was  so  proud  of  his  "Tux,"  at  the  young  people's 
affairs. 

This  letter  is  surpassing  all  bounds,  and  I  must  apologize 
for  its  rambling.  The  subjects  seem  to  be  very  scattered, 
but  I  hope  that  some  news  can  be  found  between  the  lines  at 
least. 

Best  wishes  for  a  happy  Easter  to  all  of  you. 

Sincerely, 

Hilda  Sullivan. 


Dear  Sister. 

Since  Christmas  free  time  for  corresnondence  has  been  at 
a  premium,  but  I  want  to  send  on  the  Quebec  news,  and  also 
some  of  the  news  of  St.  Joseph's  girls  which  has  come  to  us. 

You  see,  T  am  following  the  V.A.D.  Course  given  bv  the 
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Red  Cross,  Monday  and  Thursday  evenings.  AVe  have  Military 
Drill  which  on  Monday  evening  is  folloAved  by  Home  Nursing. 
Later  when  we  become  somewhat  proficient  in  these  subjects 
we  will  take  the  First  Aid  Air  Raid  Precaution,  Gas  Mask 
Drill  and  the  very  essential  course  of  practical  work  in  the 
hospitals.  It  all  demands  time  but  is  very  interesting  and 
we  are  all  enthusiastic. 

I  have  also  been  knitting  steadily,  caps,  socks,  wristers, 
scarves.  On  Friday  evenings  I  have  variety  vocal  gymnastics 
— with  Avhat  success  you  will  have  to  discover  for  yourself. 
I  know  I  am  not  idle  and  consequently  if  the  old  adage  is 
true  I  won't  get  into  mischief.  I  can  manage  to  write  only 
a  couple  of  letters  a  week  and  so  as  a  consequence  my  incom- 
ing correspondence  has  been  limited. 

I  heard  from  Mary  MacNamara  that  Anarita  is  in  Los 
Angeles,  and  expects  to  work  there  and  take  courses  at  the 
University  of  California. 

Helen  (Mulligan)  McKinnon,  wrote  and  told  me  she  and 
D.  L.  were  married  quietly  on  Nov.  20th. 

I  hear  from  Muriel  Mulley  regularly  and  she  keeps  me 
posted,  on  the  school  news.  I  must  say,  though,  that  if  it 
weren't  for  the  'Lilies'  I'd  miss  many  interesting  happenings 
of  St.  Joseph's  girls.  At  times  Quebec  does  seem  far  away 
from  Toronto. 

We  have  been  having  extremely  cold  weather.  Last  week 
it  was  19  for  a  couple  of  daj^s  and  I  know  many  a  nose  and 
ear  were  frozen.  The  big  snowstorm  last  week  helped  the 
winter  sports  a  great  deal.  The  present  conditions  are  per- 
fect for  skiing. 

I'd  love  to  hear  Dorothy  Chambers  describe  her  visit  with 
Adele.  Nothing  worthwhile  would  escape  her  on  that  trip 
and  how  vividly  she  can  describe !  What  is  Dorothy  doing 
now?  Our  Dan  is  at  Assumption  and  if  we  judge  from  his 
letters  he  is  working  very  hard. 

I  wish  I  could  have  seen  Margaret  Dunn's  wedding.  What 
a  beautiful  bride  she  must  have  been! 

It  doesn't  seem  possible  that  Lent  begins  in  two  weeks.  It 
will  never  be  so  early  again  in  my  life.  Easter  finery  will 
suffer  for  if  we  have  usual  weather  conditions  we'll  want  to 
keep  our  furs. 

Gerry  Kane. 
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Extracts  From  Letters 

My  daughter  Nina  wanted  you  to  hear  of  one  Christmas 
gift  of  hers.  Maybe  she  has  written  it  to  you  but  if  not  I 
will  see  that  she  does  because  of  its  uniqueness.  It's  a  doll 
dressed  as  the  Irish  Queen  of  Connaught  in  the  16th  Century 
— the  Queen  who  visited  with  Elizabeth  of  England  (16th 
Century).  She  was  known  as  Granuaile — Grace  O'Malley  and 
the  English  girl  who  dressed  this  doll  consulted  every  avail- 
able historical  document  in  Philadelphia  so,  costume  is  correct 
in  every  item.  She  also  ordered  the  doll  from  a  manufacturer 
who  got  interested  and  finished  an  Irish  type — blue  eyes,  dark 
hair,  etc. — the  reason  being  that  Nina's  father  claimed  direct 
descent  from  Granuaile  and  always  held  that  my  oldest  girl 
looked  like  the  pictures.  I  Avill  have  a  good  photograph  of 
the  doll  made  and  a  transcript  of  the  story  and  it  may  interest 
your  junior  readers  whatever  their  nationality. 


Vancouver,  January,  1940 
I  wish  you  could  see  our  gulls.  They  are  huge  birds 
compared  with  those  in  the  East — more  the  size  of  geese.  At 
this  time  of  year  they  fly  into  the  city  for  food  and  the  people 
are  kind  to  them.  They  are  very  dirty  but  very  interesting. 
There  is  a  story  going  about  of  a  gull  that  visits  a  house 
downtown  every  Sunday  morning  at  10  o'clock.  It  pecks  on 
the  window  until  it  is  fed.  The  people  of  the  house  have 
tried  to  coax  it  to  come  on  week  days  but  it  refused  to  come. 
They  know  it  is  the  same  bird  because  there  is  something 
the  matter  Avith  one  of  its  feet  .  .  .  yesterday  some  friends 
brought  me  a  box  which  Avhen  opened  was  filled  with  violets 
picked  on  the  morning  of  January  7th  at  Comox,  B.C.  Their 
fragrance  filled  the  room. 

366  St.  John  Street,  Queen  City. 


Your  prayers  are  requested  for  Rev.  Patrick  Harrington, 
Eev.  S.  J.  Armstrong,  Mr.  Charles  McCarthy,  Mrs.  Kelly,  Mr. 
J.  Feeney,  Mrs.  Shields,  Mrs.  Hennessey,  Mrs.  J.  Scott,  Mr. 
W.  McDonnell,  Mr.  G.  Maher,  Mr.  P.  Fletcher,  Mr.  J.  Nightiji- 
gale.  Miss  N.  McGarry,  Mr.  E.  Downey,  Miss  A.  Paynter, 
Mr.  P.  Paton,  Mrs.  McNamara,  Mrs.  Foley,  Mrs.  Mofl'att,  Mr. 
Duffy,  Miss  E.  Young,  Mr.  C.  Hinds,  Mrs.  A.  Belcourt,  Miss 
I.  Ki'dd,  Mrs.  L.  Kelly,  Mr.  L.  St.  Armand,  Mr.  Turanio,  Mrs. 
O'Hagan,   Mr.   Patterson,   Mrs.   Watt,   Mr.   Hunter.   Mrs.   W. 
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McQueen,  Mrs.  Loiig-hman,  Mrs.  L.  Krauskoff,  i\ri-.  M.  Kl  ink- 
hammer,  Mrs.  P.  Egan,  Mrs.  M.  P.  Mallon,  Miss  M.  Gibbons, 
Mr.  Devine,  Mr.  Murphy,  Mr.  F.  J.  Battle,  Mr.  J.  J.  Seitz, 
Mrs.  Coll,  Mrs.  Rowe,  Mr.  J.  Landerville,  Mrs.  Killoran,  Mr. 
P.  O'Gorman,  Mr.  Houston,  Mrs.  Leonard,  Mrs.  William  Gaff- 
ne3%  Mrs.  Eagan,  Mr.  J.  J.  Furlong-,  Mrs.  Meade,  Mrs.  Giddings, 
Mrs.  Hurson,  Mr.  Houlihan,  Mrs.  Murphy,  Mrs.  O'Brien,  Mrs. 
McDonald,  Mrs.  Kelly,  Mr.  J.  Hurst,  Mr."  H.  Marchildon,  Mrs. 
Kirkwood,  Mr.  Delory,  Mrs.  Moses,  Mr.  H.  F.  MacNaughton, 
Mr.  E.  McGuinn,  Miss  Burns,  Mrs.  J.  Kelly,  Mr.  W.  Fitzgerald. 
Eternal  rest  grant  unto  them,  0  Lord,  and  let  perpetual 
light  shine  upon  them.     May  they  rest  in  peace. 


ANNUNCIATION. 


It  was  in  springtime,   and  her   garden  smelt 

Of  Sharon  rose  and  lilies.     It  was  spring: 

A  brook  plashed,  and  a  breeze  went  whispering 

Lightly  through  palm  trees ;  whence  the  village  dwelt 

Rumor  of  distant  voices  came,  to  melt 

In  choiring  stars  and  song  the  skylarks  sing, 

Till  all  that  garden  went  to  carolling. 

Softly  and  softly  where  an  angel  knelt. 

Softly   and   into   perfect  unison 
The  brook,  the  breeze,  the  village  voices  grew; 
Stars  and  the  birds  and  heaven's  populace 
Gathered  their  songs  together  into   one  — 
Sounds  of  all  universe  to  one  song  drew, 
And  ''Hail,"  it  sang,  ''Hail  Mary  full  of  grace!" 

Benjamin  Francis  Musser. 


^tolleae 


CODALITY. — The  first  meeting  of  the  New  Year  was  held 
on  Sunday,  January  21,  Rev.  Father  Ignatius,  O.Cap.,  the 
College  chaplain,  celebrated  Mass.  The  students  participated 
in  the  Missa  Recitata,  which  was  followed  by  the  Office  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  In  showing  the  value  of  daily  Mass  as  the 
only  ciu'e  for  present  day  ills.  Father  Ignatius  commented 
on  the  saying — "The  Mass  is  a  drama."  ...  A  drama  signifies 
something  fictitious,  either  in  subject  or  in  characters.  Tbe 
Holy  Sacrifice  has  for  its  character,  Our  Divine  Saviour,  who 
re-enacts  the  sacrifice  of  Calvary.  The  priest  offers  the  sacri- 
fice in  the  person  of  Christ,  but  his  prayers  are  always  in  the 
plural — we  and  us.  We,  the  Catholic  people,  offer  the  Mass 
with  priest. 

After  breakfast,  a  general  meeting  took  place  in  tbe 
Common  Room.  Peggy  Arnold,  head  of  the  Apostolic  Com- 
mittee, read  letters  from  Father  Lanphier,  and  The  Catholic 
Church  Extension  Society,  thanking  the  students  for  their 
generous  support.  Mary  Bennett  announced  a  ping-pong 
tournament  to  be  played  off  after  the  term  exams.  Lorna 
Smith  gave  a  financial  report  of  the  St.  Joseph's  College 
At-Home,  held  at  the  Roof  Gardens,  January  10.  As  Social 
Convener,  she  outlined  plans  for  our  Valentine  Tea  in  Febru- 
ary. Another  event  announced  was  the  play,  "Over  The 
Tea-Cups,"  to  be  staged  in  the  auditorium  of  St.  Joseph's 
College-School,  under  the  direction  of  Glenise  McKenna.  At 
the  close  of  the  business  meeting.  Sister  Bernard  added  a  few 
words,  and  urged  the  girls  to  give  their  whole-hearted  co- 
operation to  these  coming  events,  and  drew  special  attention 
to  the  Cercle  Francais  which  is  to  be  honoured  shortly  by 
having  as  its  guest  speaker,  Rev.  Father  Bondy,  of  St. 
Michael's  College.  Our  annual  retreat  in  February  will  take 
the  place  of  our  regular  Sodality  meeting  for  that  month. 

Helen  Gearon. 

/CLOTHES  DO  MAKE  THE  WOMAN.  "Clothes  do  make  the 
^^  woman"  was  the  final  decision  of  the  judges  at  the  wo- 
men's interfacultv  debate.    It  was  first  declared  a  tie  between 


100 ST.  JOSEPH  LILflES 

the  two  teams  from  Trinity  and  St.  Michael's,  but  the  decision 
was  reversed  and  Trinity  was  chosen  the  winner  by  a  slight 
margin. 

Mary  Skeeles,  the  leader  of  the  affirmative,  said,  ''So  great 
is  the  importance  of  attire  that  it  either  makes  or  breaks  a 
woman.  The  rapidity  of  the  changing  styles  proves  that  Avomen 
consider  clothes  an  important  factor  in  their  personality.  Now 
time  is  at  a  premium  and  as  a  result  first  appearances  are  very 
important.    The  right  clothes  are  needed  for  these." 

Elda  Teolis  (St.  Joseph's),  the  leader  of  the  opposition,  con- 
tended "that  women  make  clothes,  not  clothes  women.  Anyone 
can  be  a  clothes-horse  but  not  even  the  smartest  dress  can  cover 
a  feeble  mind." 

Margaret  Crosby,  from  Trinity,  claimed  that  in  society, 
clothes  are  all  important.  Catherine  McLean,  for  the  opposi- 
tion, contended  that  grooming  counted  more  than  clothes  and 
that  personality  is  all-important. 

The  final  debate  in  this  series  will  be  between  Trinity  and 
Victoria;  the  date  will  be  announced  later. 


G 


I ERMAN  CLUB.  On  Dec.  14,  the  university  ' '  German  Study 
Club"  held  their  Christmas  meeting  in  St.  Hilda's  College. 
After  the  Three  Kings  had  sung  "Lieder,"  their  companion, 
"Knecht  Rupprecht"  went  about  with  his  sack,  questioning 
the  audience.  Then  the  well-known  Weihnachtslieder  were 
sung  around  the  Christmas  tree.  A  play,  "Der  Zauberer,"  was 
next  presented,  after  which  refreshments  were  served.  The 
evening  closed  happily  with  dancing. 

A  lively  "Wilhelm  Tellsabend"  was  held  by  the  "German 
Study  Club"  on  Wednesday,  Jan.  24.  Three  scenes  from 
Schiller's  play,  "Wilhelm  Tell,"  were  presented  by  students 
from  University  College  and  Victoria  College.  Particularly 
effective  was  a  scene  from  Tell's  domestic  life  in  which  the 
faculty  took  part.  The  final  skit,  a  parody  of  the  apple- 
shooting  scene,  was  most  moving.  Tell  appeared  in  white 
shorts,  with  a  dilapidated  bow  in  hand.  Just  as  he  was  about 
to  prove  his  prowess,  the  split  apple  fell  from  Junior's  head 
(the  apply  was  quickly  consumed  by  the  players).  The  hero 
then  disposed  of  the  tyrant  Gessler,  but  alas,  "Prau"  Tell, 
a  hoarse-voiced  lad,  appeared  on  the  scene  and  chased  Wilhelm 
home  in  ignominy.     After  refreshments,  the  guests  enjoyed 

''*"'''°^-  M.  TriMble. 
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A  DDRESS  BY  DR.  CROSSLAND.  At  Newman  Club,  on 
'^^  December  3rd,  Father  E.  Crossland,  D.D.,  L.S.S.,  who 
has  recently  returned  from  Rome  after  four  years'  postgradu- 
ate studies,  addressed  the  Art  Students  on  "Italy  of  to-day." 
Doctor  Crossland  spoke  of  the  relations  between  the  Church 
and  the  Fascist  Government  and  mentioned  the  importance 
given  youth  organization  in  modern  Itah^ 

Another  Newman  highlight  was  the  Musicale  of  Sunday, 
December  10.  St.  Joseph's  was  represented  by  Marion  Best, 
who  rendered  a  piano  solo  "Enchanted  Nymph"  by  Levitski, 
Betty  Lynott,  who  sang  "Ich  Liebe  Dich,"  and  "A  Dream," 
compositions  of  Edward  Grieg,  and  Franeoise  St.  Jacques 
singing  "Le  bateau  de  peche"  and  "Vous  donnez  marquise." 

The  last  Tuesday  before  the  close  of  the  term  was  the 
occasion  of  an  informal  party  Avhich  gave  Newmanites  a 
chance  to  extend  Christmas  wishes  to  each  other. 

Tea  dances  and  informal  Sunday  evenings  have  been  the 
order  throughout  January.  Very  popular  is  the  new  com- 
bination radio-phonograph  which  features  anything  you  like 
in  the  way  of  rhythm. 

On  Sunday,  January  28,  the  club  held  Open  House,  with 
a  Fire-side  Chat  by  our  genial  chaplain.  Father  McQuillen. 
Dr.  Percy  Lozier  presented  also  an  attractive  group  of  coloured 
lantern  slides  on  the  Great  Bear  Lake  District. 

Marge  Driscoll. 


F 


ORUM. — A  forum  on  International  Relations  is  being  held 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Newman  Club  Alumni  Associa- 
tion on  each  Wednesday  evening  during  the  Lenten  season. 
The  purpose  of  The  Forum  is  to  give  an  opportunity  for 
thought  and  expression  on  the  great  problems  confronting  the 
world  of  to-day.  The  general  subject  of  the  Forum  is  "In- 
ternational Relations."  It  is  proposed  to  discuss  five  different 
aspects  of  this  subject  of  which  a  list  is  given  below. 

Each  topic  is  first  introduced  by  Mr.  Henry  Somerville, 
M.A.,  after  which  the  meeting  is  thrown  open  to  a  general 
discussion  from  the  floor. 

Newman  Club  Forum  of  International  Relations. 

Feb.  7 — Current  Plans  for  a  Ncav  AVorld  Order. 

Feb.  14 — State  Sovereignty  in  Fact  and  in  Theory. 

Feb.  21 — League  of  Nations'  Experiment. 

Feb.  28 — The  Catholic  Doctrine  of  International  Society. 

March  6— The  Place  of  the  Church  in  a  World  of  Com- 
monwealth. 
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T  E  CERCLE  FRANCAIS.  The  Christinas  meeting  of  ''Le 
Cerele  Francais"  was  held  on  December  15th,  with  the 
President,  Margaret  Fyfe,  in  the  chair.  Mile.  Francoise  Cle- 
ment, graduate  of  D'Youville  College,  Ottawa,  and  at  present 
a  student  at  the  Ontario  College  of  Education,  was  the  guest 
speaker.  Her  subject,  "The  Christmas  Season  in  French 
Canada,"  revivified  the  picturesque  and  colorful  festivities 
peculiar  to  our  French  Canadian  population.  The  meeting 
closed  with  the  singing  of  French  carols  led  by  Mile.  Fran- 
coise St.  Jacques. 

The  third  meeting  of  Le  Cerele  Francais"  was  held  on 
January  25th.  Rev.  Father  Bondy  favoured  the  meeting  with 
a  most  interesting  resume  of  his  trip  to  France.  The  rigid 
economy  enforced  by  the  present  political  conditions,  the  dan- 
gers ever-lurking  in  trans-Atlantic  travel,  all  brought  home  to 
us  the  horrors  of  a  war,  of  which  we  in  our  sheltered  security, 
are  scarcely  aware.  Miss  Glenise  McKenna  thanked  Father 
Bondy  on  behalf  of  the  student  body,  and  Miss  Marjorie  Dris- 
coll  proposed  that  the  meeting  be  adjourned. 

Margaret  Fyfe. 


D 


[RAMATICS.  The  play  presented  last  term  by  St.  Joseph's 
College  Dramatic  Society  was  a  one-act  comedy  "World 
AVithout  Men,"  the  story  of  an  invention  to  rid  the  world  of 
men.  Madame  Pevel,  renowned  scientist,  was  played  by  Mar- 
garet Fyfe,  Miss  Wisper,  kind  but  timid  reporter  hy  Marjorie 
Cherry,  Emma,  the  maid,  by  Rita  Burns,  Mrs.  Smith,  stern 
member  of  Parliament,  by  Beatrice  Dobie,  Mrs.  Jones,  flutter- 
ing poetess,  b.y  Bawn  Hamilton,  and  Mrs.  Brown,  wealthy  ma- 
tron, by  Marj^  Martin.  Sheilagh  Rj-an  jJlayed  the  part  of  Mrs. 
Robinson,  the  nervous  owner  of  Tu-tu,  a  Pekinese  pup,  and 
the  only  male  in  the  play.     The  play  was  directed  by  Marge 

Driscoll  and  Glenise  McKenna.  ^    t,»-  t^ 

G.  McKenna. 


S 


PORTING  ACTIVITIES.  Varsity  Stadium,  melting-pot  of 
the  six  corners  of  the  campus,  is  a  popular  spot  these  times, 
featuring  three  student  nights  instead  of  the  former  two  .  .  . 
also  featuring  Kay  Bennett  as  head  of  the  University  Students' 
Introduction  Committee.  On  the  latter  officiate  Bawn  Hamil- 
ton and  Mary  Bennett,  wondering  if  its  worth  it  all  .  ,  .  Same 
old  gang  out  for  hockey :  team  going  strong  in  its  own  inimit- 
able way — which,   being  interpreted,   might  mean  plenty   of 
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spirit  and  the  will  to  win  taking  the  odds  over  finesse  plus  ,  .  . 
St.  Michael's  line-up  in  the  first  game  against  Meds  included 
from  St.  Joseph's,  Jean  McLeod,  Mary  Bennett,  Vic  Longo, 
Dorothy  Quinn,  Elda  Teolis,  Teresa  Knowlton  and  Marge  Dris- 
coll.  .  .  Familiar  hockey  scene — centre  ice,  second  period,  Jean 
McLeod,  in  a  matter-of-fact  tone,  "which  way  do  we  go  now. 
Coach?"  .  .  .  And  incidentally,  coaching  is  being  capably 
handled  by  Bill  Quigley  from  St.  Mike's. 

Popular  campus  sports — sliding  in  the  park  and  sliding 
on  the  park.  One  can't  be  particular  .  .  .  There  is  promise  of 
a  sleigh-ride  party  after  the  February  exams.  ,  .  . 

The  annual  ping-pong  tournament  coming  up  should  see 
some  fair  competition. 

.  .  .  And  we  still   think  sword-fishing  would  be  keen  .  .  .  Ah 

mv!    Ah  me !  .  .  .  Ah  Florida!  ...  ,,  _   .      „ 

Marge  Driscoll. 


YISITORS  AT  THE  COLLEGE  :  Frances  Maloney,  '36,  Ches- 
terville;  Florence  McCarthy,  '38,  Plantagenet;  Marie  0'- 
Donoghue,  '36,  St.  Catharines;  Katharine  Flanagan,  '36,  De- 
troit ;  Rita  Burke,  '37,  North  Bay ;  Mary  Gertrude  Doyle,  '36, 
St.  Catharines ;  Miss  Patricia  Howlett,  representing  Newman 
Club,  Kingston,  at  Newman  At-Home ;  Miss  Simone  Desmarais, 
Ottawa. 


O  AISSA  MARITAIN  AT  THE  COLLEGE.  On  Thursday, 
February  16th,  the  College  students  were  favored  in 
being  addressed  by  Madame  Maritain.  She  discussed  ten- 
dencies in  the  works  of  several  contemporary  poets — among 
them  Apollinaire  Supervielle  and  Pierre  Reverdy,  and  showed 
that  besides  being  a  distinguished  poetess  she  is  a  critic  of 
rare  delicacy  and  judgment.  As  her  poetry  is  deeply  spir- 
itual in  quality,  her  criticism  too  is  concerned  Avith  the  moral 
and  spiritual  aspect  of  the  poetic  work. 

As  her  modesty  prevented  her  reading  her  own  poetry,  her 
distinguished  husband,  Jacques  Maritain,  read  several,  in- 
cluding the  exquisite  "Pieta."  Several  other  poems,  includ- 
ing some  favourites  of  Paul  Claudel  and  Francis  Jammes,  were 
read  by  special  request  and  revealed  as  never  before  the  deli- 
cacy of  rhythm  and  melody  of  which  the  French  language  is 
capable. 

A  half  hour  of  informal  intercourse  between  the  students 
and  the  distinguished  guests  ended  an  occasion  which  was 
felt  to  be  a  rare  privilege  for  all  present. 


tolleo^^thool 


Sodality  Election  Excitement  ran  high  as  we  took  our  places 
in  the  Study  Hall  the  first  Sunday  after 
our  Thanksgiving  week-end  to  choose  our  Sodality  officers  and 
to  decide  the  all-important  question,  "Who  is  to  be  Head- 
girl  r 

After  the  preliminary  announcements  and  instructions, 
nominations  got  under  way  and  the  Senior  girls  who  were 
most  admired  and  respected  for  their  dependability,  their 
religious  zeal  and  their  enthusiasm  in  school  activities,  were 
chosen  as  candidates. 

Silence  reigned  in  the  Study  Hall  as  each  resident  student 
wrote  the  name  of  the  girl  she  thought  most  capable  to  fill 
this  position.  When  the  ballots  were  counted,  it  was  an- 
nounced that  Marion  Horgan  was  our  new  "Head-girl."  An- 
toinette Sheehan,  Rita  Bannon  and  Jane  Hornell  were  elected 
as  her  assistants. 

Next  we  voted  for  the  various  committee  leaders.  Mar- 
garet Krancevic  was  elected  chairman  of  the  Dramatic  Com- 
mittee, Angela  Spadoni — mistress  of  entertainment,  and  Aileen 
McKay — leader  of  the  Mission  Group.  Marie  Hey  don,  a  new- 
comer, was  elected  chairman  of  the  athletic  committee. 

Margaret  Garner,  III-B,  S.J.C.S. 


ReceDtion  ^^^  December  the  eighth  seven  favoured  girls 
*  were  received  into  our  Sodality.  It  was  a  beau- 
tiful day  and  the  sun  streamed  in  through  the  chapel  win- 
dows, as  the  candidates  walked  slowly  up  the  aisle  to  repeat 
their  promises  and  make  their  Act  of  Consecration.  "Chil- 
dren of  Mary"  was  beautifully  rendered  by  all  the  girls,  and 
Benediction  followed. 

Ever  since  that  day  these  girls  have  worked  earnestly  and 
enthusiastically  in  their  various  committees  and  respective 
fields  of  activity.  The  girls  of  the  Entertainment  Committee 
are  to  be  thanked  for  the  gay  party  they  gave  us  Hallowe'en 
Night.     The  Athletic  Committee  has  taken  it  upon  itself  to 
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teach  the  rest  the  art  of  basket  ball.  I  have  heard  that  the 
Dramatic  Committee  is  busy  with  rehearsals  for  a  forthcoming 
play  while  the  Mission  Group  is  knitting  socks  for  soldiers. 
This  year  every  resident  student  is  striving  to  merit  the  title 
"Child  of  Mary." 

Margaret  Garner,  III-B,  S.eT.C.S. 


Glee  Club  ^^  January  28th,  the  C.Y.O.  Glee  Club,  compris- 
ing 150  voices  in  6-8  part  harmony,  under  the 
direction  of  their  well-known  and  highly  esteemed  director, 
Father  J.  E.  Eonan,  presented  a  concert  for  the  Sisters  and 
boarders  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent.  This  concert  was  a  prelude 
to  the  concert  held  in  Eaton's  Auditorium,  but  it  was  also  to 
prove  the  thanks  of  the  Glee  Club  to  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph, 
whose  spacious  auditorium  is  used  for  practice  every  Sunday 
night  from  October  to  May,  inclusive. 

Among  the  many  devotional  compositions  were  Caesar 
Franek's  "150  Psalni,"  J.  S.  Bach's  "Jesu  Joy  of  Man's  De- 
siring, Mozart's  "Dona  Nobis  Pacem,"  and  the  "Agnus  Dei," 
a  Gregorian  Chant.  The  Negro  spiritual,  "Dark  Water,"  re- 
ceived much  applause,  as  did  Handel's  "In  Praise  of  Laugh- 
ter." 

Miss  Margaret  Brett,  contralto  soloist,  sang  the  solo  in 
"Dona  Nobis  Pacem,"  and  in  the  "Evening  Prayer  of  Brit- 
tany," her  mellow  notes,  full  of  tenderness,  charmed  her 
audience. 

Many  folk  songs  were  sung  and  "Carmena,"  a  waltz  song, 
seemed  to  be  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  all  in  the  audience,  as 
did  the  "Nocturne"  and  Czeeho-Slovakian  Dance  Song. 

For  patriotic  songs,  the  choir  sang  Father  Ronan's  version 
of  "0  Canada";  The  "Polonaise  Militaire,"  which  celebrated 
the  anticipated  glories  of  resurrected  Poland;  "Dear  Land  of 
Home,"  a  tribute  to  Finland;  "Rule  Britannia,"  giving  Eng- 
land her  due  loyalty  and  then,  "La  Marseillaise,"  which  show- 
ed the  tire  of  the  French  nation.  In  the  latter  Gontron 
Roehereau  sang  the  solo. 

Charles  and  Gabrielle  Dobias.  well  known  already  in  the 
music  world,  played  "Valse  Bluette"  and  Handel's  "Sonata," 
among  many  other  numbers.  Gabrielle,  ^.  pupil  of  St.  Joseph's, 
gives  the  piano  a  tenderly  shaded  song,  whereas  Charles  makes 
his  fiddle  talk.  Harold  Armstrong  proved  his  ability  at  the 
piano  as  the  Glee  Club  accompanist. 

Thus  for  a  second  time  Father  Ronan  shows  himself  to  be 
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a  competent  leader  and  has  again  scored  a  triumphant  success 
for  the  Glee  Club  of  Toronto's  C.Y.O. 

Lillian  Mansley,  IV-A,  S.J.C.S. 


Skating"  Party       ^^^®  night  at  supper,  Sister  announced  that 
we  could  skate  until  half-past  nine.     After 
supper  we  rushed  upstairs  and  prepared  to  go  out. 

The  lights  from  the  building  lit  up  the  rink.  The  best 
skaters  waltzed  to  music  from  the  radio.  The  others  just 
skated  around  the  rink,  some  alone,  some  in  couples.  Passers- 
by  knew  that  the  boarders  of  St.  Joseph's  were  having  a  good 
time,  for  merry  laughter  rang  through  the  air.  Sometimes 
one  of  the  figure  skaters  showed  her  ability  by  performing  a 
difficult  feat  while  the  spectators  applauded.  Several  of  the 
more  expert  skaters  tried  fancy-skating.  Once  in  a  while 
these  ambitious  few  collided.  Later  in  the  evening  the  girls 
played  tag.  The  fastest  skaters  were  not  "it"  very  often  but 
the  game  was  fun.  It  Avas  very  cold  that  night  and  there 
were  a  few  indoors  Avarming  themselves. 

At  nine-thirty  everyone  came  in  and  had  potato  chips,  sand- 
wiches, hot  chocolate  and  doughnuts.  Hunger  satisfied,  Ave 
danced  a  feAv  minutes  before  going  to  bed,  \^ery  tired  but  very 
happy. 

Babette  Harper,  III-B,  S.J.C.S. 


40  ^Sea)  Partv  '^^'^  ^^^  party  Avent  over  in  true,  rollicking, 
nautical  style  on  the  good  ship  S.J.C.  All 
passengers  Avere  on  deck  at  three  bells,  greeted  at  the  gang- 
plank by  the  first  and  second  mates.  Meeting  their  astonished 
ej^es  there  Avas  a  huge  ship  in  red,  Avhite  and  blue  proudly 
flying  the  St.  Joseph's  pendant  at  the  stern  and  the  Union 
Jack  at  the  boAv.  Before  this  ship  stood  the  captain's  table 
laden  Avith  good  food  in  "ship-shape"  style.  From  the  centre 
rose  proudly  a  silver  tin-foil  ship  resting  on  a  "mirror-like" 
sea. 

For  a  fcAV  minutes  after  three,  the  passengers  danced  and 
made  merry.  The  program  consisted  of  nautical  songs,  dances 
and  CA^en  yarns.  Prizes  Avere  gi\'en  to  Avinners  of  noA'elty 
dances,  and  then  came  "mess  hour."  The  decks  were  cleared 
and  the  crcAv  willingly  set  about  to  serve  their  guests  Avith  all 
they  could  partake  of.  Dancing  Avas  resumed  for  a  time  and 
activities  ceased  for  the  day. 
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Noticed  among  the  passenger  lists  were  the  teachers  and 
pupils  of  fourth  and  third  forms. 

Helen  Teolis,  IV-C,  S.J.C.S. 


The  Badminton  Tournaments. 


Once  more  the  time  for  the 
badminton  tournaments  has 
arrived.  The  lists  of  names  and  the  dates  when  the  games 
are  to  be  played  are  up.     Eighteen  pairs  of  eyes  anxiously 
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scan  the  page  for  their  names  and  the  names  of  their  oppon- 
ents. As  the  games  are  played  the  names  on  the  list  gradually 
become  less  and  less  until  only  two  pairs  of  names  are  left — 
the  winners.  Who  will  they  be?  Each  girl  secretly  hopes 
that  the  cherished  trophy  cup  will  be  hers.  Monica  Walker 
and  Grace  Plunkett  have  won  the  cup  for  three  years.  Will 
their  luck  hold  or  will  another  pair  be  more  fortunate  this 
year?     That  remains  to  be  seen. 

Marion  Binks.  IV-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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Inter-Form  Basketball.     J^«'.  ^^  ^t.  Joseph's,  are  fortunate  in 

having  a  world  or  sports  in  our  very 
midst.  My  favorite  sport  is  basketball  and  the  fact  that  this 
fondness  is  mutual  among  all  the  girls  is  evident  in  the  inter- 
form  basketball  games. 

For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  inter-form  games  every 
class  from  first  to  fifth  form  has  a  team  which  is  battling  for 
the  cup  and  trying  with  all  its  might  to  help  its  form  rise  to 
prominence  in  the  highlights  of  sports. 

The  first  and  second  form  players  have  had  little  or  no 
experience  in  this  sport  but  I  think  they  have  a  great  deal 
of  courage  and  a  wonderful  class  spirit  in  competing  with  the 
fourth  and  fifth  form  teams. 

Last  year  III-D  won  the  shiny  cup  but,  sad  to  say,  it  could 
not  hold  up  its  record  this  year.  Many  of  the  players  from 
III-D's  team  of  '39  are  on  IV-A's  team  this  year,  so  IV-A  is 
looking  hopefully  into  the  future  and  almost  sees  the  cup 
proudly  displayed  on  Sister's  desk.  The  players  of  IV-B  con- 
sider the  aforesaid  statement  as  a  bad  omen  although  they 
are  very  decided  that  the  cup  will  be  in  their  room.  Of 
course  every  team  cannot  win,  no  matter  how  hard  the  play- 
ers try.    So,  good  luck  to  all  the  players  and  may  the  best  team 

^^^"-  Margaret  Anne  Wall,  IV-A,  S.J.C.S. 


Distinguished  Visitors.    ^/^^^  ^^V^'f ?  «*7T'.^\  '^^"^P^'j 

(convent  School  has  had  the  honour  ot 

welcoming  several  distinguished  visitors,  among  Avhom  we 
can  claim  at  least  one  as  our  special  guest.  M.  Jacques  INIari- 
tain,  the  great  French  philosopher,  and  Mme.  Maritain,  her- 
self a  noted  authoress,  we  feel  to  be  definitely  ours,  and  we 
shall  miss  them  when  those  now  familiar  figures  are  no  longer 
assisting  with  us  at  our  Mass  each  morning.  By  the  way  Mme. 
Maritain  slipped  in  for  Choral  one  day — and  liked  it!  That 
should  be  encouraging  to  our  budding  coloraturas.  And 
when  music  is  mentioned — ^we  deeply  appreciated  the  im- 
promptu organ  recital  given  for  us  by  Rev.  Father  Seines. 
S.S.,  in  our  own  Convent  Chapel.  Father  Seines  is  Professor 
of  Music  at  St.  Mary's  Seminary,  Baltimore,  adding  this  ac- 
complishment to  degrees  in  Arts  and  Theology. 

Helen  Curtin,  too,  had  the  happiness  of  returning  to  her 
Alma  Mater  to  assist  at  the  Mass  of  her  newly  ordained  bro- 
ther. Father  Patrick  Curtin,  C.S.P.,  and  the  son  of  another 
alumna.    Father   Frank    Bourne,    C.S.P.,    said    his    very    first 
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Mass  for  us  here.  May  God  grant  you,  Fathers,  many  fruit- 
ful years  of  service  in  His  vineyard,  and  perliaps  when  "the 
labours  and  the  heats  of  the  day"  become  heavy  to  bear,  it 
will  help  to  know  that  w^e  are  praying  for  you  here  at  St. 
Joseph's. 

IMary  Mann,  II-A. 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE  SCHOOL  BASKETBALL  TEAM. 

First  Form  Basket  Ball    basket  ball,  basket  ball,  rah,  rah,  rah. 

Three  cheers  for  I-A,  I-B,  I-C,  I-D. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  year  it  seemed  hopeless.  Would  yve 
ever  learn?  Practice  on  Wednesdays,  practice  on  Fridays. 
Always  practicing. 

Soon  we  started  to  improve.  Free  shots  became  better 
and  all  exercises  tried  improved.  After  a  while  we  began 
to  feel  like  basket  ball  players.  All  the  girls  were  glad  and 
shouted  with  joy  when  they  were  told  they  were  going  to 
play  their  first  game. 

Tense  excitement  filled  the  class-rooms  and  murmurs  were 
everywhere.    Who  would  Avin?    Time  wore  on  and  the  period 
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bell  rang.    Down  to  the  gym.   Game  began — Game  ended.    We 
lost  but  there  is  always  another  chance.     Hurrah  for  basket 

^^^^-  Helen  Kerr,   S.J.C.S. 


Arts  and  Crafts  E'^'^^T  Wednesday  after  school  an  interesting 
class  is  held  in  the  Art  Room.  Miss  Pole, 
our  teacher,  helps  us  in  making  patterns  for  purses,  cutting 
out  gloves,  designing  suede  belts  and  hammering  pewter 
bracelets  and  ash  trays.  We  learn  to  do  a  little  weaving  but 
only  one  in  the  class  has  attempted  anything  in  that  line  yet. 
These  hours  of  relaxed  work  are  eagerly  anticipated  from 
week  to  week.  ^^  Cockburn,  I-A,  S.J.C.S. 


Our  Plav  '^^  ^^^^  lovely!  They  all  did  their  parts  so  well! 
We  could  hear  every  word  distinctly.  What 
sweet  singing !  And  the  music !"  These  were  some  of  the 
exclamations  made  by  the  mothers  when  they  came  out  of 
the  auditorium  on  Friday  afternoon,  January  twelfth. 

Form  I-B  had  just  put  on  a  little  play  entitled,  "Good  King 
Wenceslaus"  (by  Brother  Joseph).  This  short  but  lively  drama 
had  plenty  of  action  and  colour  to  it :  a  royal  court,  an  emperor 
and  a  king  both  in  richly  embroidered  robes,  pages  in  smart 
blue  and  gold  costumes,  grim  guards  in  long  dark  coats  with 
stripes  and  buttons  of  gold  and  official  hats,  royal  attendants 
in  costly  attire,  and  tall,  graceful  maidens  in  gowns  of  white, 
green  and  red,  representing  respectively,  Faith,  Hope  and 
Charity. 

Early  in  the  play,  choristers  appeared  in  trim  dark-blue 
costumes,  decorated  with  streamers  of  bright  blue  with  silver 
applique.  Important  roles  were  also  filled  by  dainty  angels 
in  snow-white  gowns,  sparkling  with  silver  ornaments  and 
''jewels." 

Every  one  in  the  Class  had  a  role  in  this  play  and  seemed 
to  enjoy  fulfilling  it.  All  were  natural  and  simple  in  their 
speaking  and  acting. 

The  two  chief  characters  were  played,  in  creditable  and 
pleasing  fashion,  by :  Margaret  Lobraico  as  the  stately  Em- 
peror, dignified  and  commanding,  but  just ;  and  Teresa  B. 
Kelly — as  gentle  King  Wenceslaus,  noble,  serene  and  holy. 
Musicians  also  played  an  important  part  in  our  entertainment. 
The  "Chief  Musician,"  who  conducted  the  Court  choir,  was 
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Betty  Anne  Fischer,  our  gifted  violinist.  The  *' Chief  Soloist" 
was  Jacqueline  Guerard,  whose  sweet,  clear,  delightful  tones 
carry  inspiration  with  them.  Our  second  charming  little  Solo- 
ist was  Patricia  Kenny. 

For  all  of  us,  it  was  fun  to  try  to  interpret  "Brother 
Joseph's"  choice  little  drama  and  to  join  in  the  merry  carols, 
or  again,  to  "dress  up"  in  our  costumes  and  decorations. 
Some  day,  we  hope  to  repeat  this  first  modest  performance, 
since  it  proved  entertaining,  and  pleased  our  parents  and 
friends. 

As  an  interlude,  two  violin  solos,  Schubert's  "Ave  Maria" 
and  Kreisler's  "Siciliano  and  Rigaudon,"  Avere  rendered  by 
our  Betty  Anne.  Also,  a  sweet  little  lyric,  "The  Better 
Land,"  was  dramatized  in  unique  fashion  by  four  of  our 
girls:  Helen  Kerr,  JToan  Lilley,  Joyce  Keefe  and  Clare 
Keogh. 

When  the  curtain  rose  again,  a  tableau  of  striking  beauty 
was  presented.  It  was  a  Crib  Scene :  Our  Blessed  Lady,  bend- 
ing lovingly  over  the  Holy  Infant  in  the  Crib,  was  surrounded 
by  twelve  white-robed  Angels  with  glistening  crowns.  As 
these  fair  forms  hovered  near  Baby  Jesus,  they  sang,  in  softest 
tones,  a  sweet  lullaby  to  Him.  Then,  our  gifted  Jacqueline 
sang  a  lovely  hymn  in  honor  of  Our  Little  King.  The  enter- 
tainment ended  with  the  singing  of  "0  Canada." 

Lorraine  Griffin,  Joan  Lillev  and 
Clare  Keogh,  I-B. 


''Socks  For  Soldiers."    ^^'^^J/'^    soldiers!      Socks    for    sol- 
diers!    These  phrases  are  about  all  one 
hears  walking  up  and  down  S.J.C.'s  corridors. 

Instead  of  taking  sewing,  which  was  great  fun  while  it 
lasted,  we  now  make  socks,  wristlets  and  face-cloths  for  the 
soldiers.  This  great  change  was  a  disappointment  at  first  but 
not  any  more. 

When  these  articles  are  finished  thev  will  be  sent  to  the 
K.  of  C.  Huts. 

Josephine  Lo  Presti,  I-B,  S.J.C.S. 


Cookinff  vs  Knittinff     '^^^^  weeks  before  Christmas,  everyone 
was  putting  on  aprons  or  smocks.   Then 
a  groan !    No  cooking,  but  instead,  knitting  socks  after  Christ- 
mas.    Couldn't  we  cook  for  the  soldiers  instead? 

Three  weeks  after  Christmas,   everyone  in  the  classroom 
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was  taking  out  needles  or  wool,  or  holding  up  half  finished 
socks.     Then  the  busy  clicking  of  needles  and  happy  voices 
exclaiming,  or  asking  questions  such  as: 
"Please,   Sister,  how   do  you  do  this?" 
"Sister,  please  shoAV  me  how  to  set  the  heel." 
The  ring  of  the  period  bell,   and  everyone  is  sorry,   but 
next  week  Avill  again  bring  its  now  much  enjoyed  knitting 
period  and  we  hope  that  S.J.C.S.  will  be  contributing  their 
part  to  the  K.  C.  Huts  store  houses. 

Therese  Coyne,  I-C,  S.J.C.S.. 


We  Go  a  Skating-  ^^^^^  glad  we  Avere  when  the  school  rink 
was  flooded!  It  is  a  great  delight  to  the 
day  girls  as  well  as  to  the  boarders.  At  first  it  was  not  very 
good  because  of  the  twigs  from  overhanging  trees;  but  now 
it  has  assumed  an  icy  smoothness  Avhich  skating  ice  should 
have. 

It  is  great  fun  in  spite  of  the  many  falls  and  tumbles 
of  amateur  skaters.  Even  the  so-called  fancy-skaters  have 
their  bumps  as  they  attempt  or  practise  different  movements 
which  thrill  the  junior  onlookers,  but  which,  in  the  critical  eyes 
of  another  fancy-skater  are  considered  "simple." 

Anyway,  three  cheers  for  skating  and  another  three  for 
S.J.C.S.  rink. 

Marv  Lou  McCool. 


"EASTER. 


Into    the    garden    the    Master    went, 

Into  the  garden  for  me; 
With  heavy  heart  and   tear-dimmed  eye 

He  knelt  in  Gethsemane. 

Out  from  the  garden  the  Master  came, 

A  victim's  crown   for  me. 
Mingled  with  blood  upon  His  brow. 

Won  at  Gethsemane. 

Into  the   grave   the   Master  went, 

Into  the  grave  for  me; 
Ah!    seals,    and    locks   and   bolts   were   nought 

When  touched  by  Gethsemane. 

Into  His  home   the   Master  went 

All  hail!   ring  over  the  sea, 
And  birds  and  flowers  and   streams  awake 

To  join  in  the  jubilee. 

Reina    Venne,    I-C,    S.J.C.S. 
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THROUGH  A  1X)REST  IN   SPRING. 

As  we  enter  the  forest  from  the  meadow  lane  we  notice  that 
around  the  boles  of  the  trees  the  ground  is  covered  with  tiny  pale 
green  buds  which  have  fallen  from  the  trees  above.  These  form 
a  delicate  covering  through  which  the  flowers  have  yet  to  appear. 
Walking  farther  into  the  woods  we  come  upon  a  rustic  bridge 
over  a  small  creek  at  this  point  is  too  deep  to  ford;  it  is  babbling 
merrily  over  the  pebbles  in  its  bed.  Looking  up  the  stream  we  note 
that  the  waterfall  is  roaring  softly  as  it  falls  to  the  basin  below. 

Passing  on,  we  see  tiny  mauve  coloured  violets  peeping  shyly 
from  their  pale  green  covering,  and  trilliums  snowy  white  against 
their  background.     Other  flowers  are  still  in  bud. 

The  stately  poplars  and  weeping  willows  look  as  soft  as  velvet 
in  the  early  morning  rays  of  the  sun.  Pussy-willows  in  the  swamp 
ahead  are  shedding  their  brown  coats  to  show  the  demure  gray 
of  their  buds,  which  so  quickly  turn   green. 

The  birds  are  beginning  to  arrive  from  the  tropical  regions.  You 
can  hear  the  robin  discussing  with  its  mate  the  best  site  for  a 
nest.  Here  and  there  the  birds  dart  to  and  fro  among  the  branches 
of  the  trees.  The  cardinal  is  gay  in  his  coat  of  flaming  red,  the 
Baltimore  Oriole  and  Scarlet  Tanager  proudly  display  coats  of 
bright  colours. 

Leaving  the  woods,  we  look  back  and  see  the  taller  trees  shim- 
mering in  the  sun. 

Marjorie  Wagner,   I-C,   3.J.C.S. 


SPRING. 


The  sun  is  warm  and  shining. 
The  sky  is  clear  and  bright. 
And  every  bird  upon   the  earth 
Is  twittering  with  delight. 

The    daffodil    and    tulip, 
Spring  forth   from   mother   earth. 
As   streams   are   rushing   onward 
And  nature  shows  her  mirth. 


Audrey  Kennedy,   I-B,   S.J.C.S. 


THE   EASTER    LILY. 

On  Easter  morn   the  lilies  bloom 

And   they   are   pure   and   white. 

The    fragrance    off    them    fills    the    room 

And  makes  it  oh  so  bright! 

And  so  our  souls  must  bloom   anew 

When   Easter   dawns   once   more 

They   will   be   pure   and    white   for   You 

As  they  have  been  before. 

Mary  Smith,   I-C,   S.J.C.S. 
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JUST  A  DOG. 

He  is  just  a  dog.  He  is  not  big,  not  small,  not  slim,  not  fat, 
just  an  ordinary  dog.  He  isn't  the  type  you  would  choose  for 
either  his  appearance  or  intelligence;  he  really  isn't  clever,  I  mean 
in  performing  tricks.  He  has  most  expressive  eyes,  which  seem  to 
talk.  The  feel  of  his  cool,  moist  nose,  and  the  gentle  touch  of  his 
soft  velvety  tongue  in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  are  always  a  conso- 
lation to  me  when  I  am  depressed;  and  an  added  joy  when  I  am 
happy. 

He  is  the  first  to  greet  me  when  I  return  home;  he  is  there 
to  welcome  me,  and  express  his  gladness  at  my  return,  with  a  joyful 
bark.  When  I  scold  him,  he  just  crawls  into  his  basket  and  haunts 
me  with  those  beautiful  eyes,  now  full  of  puzzlement  and  sadness. 

He  may  be  just  a  dog  to  most  people,  but  to  me  he  is  a  loyal 
and  loving  friend,  for  whom  I  feel  the  deepest  affection. 

Isabelle  Hogg,  IV-C, 

St.  Joseph's  College  School. 
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DREAMS. 


Dreams  are  wonderful — tiny  threads  of  gossamer  that  entangle 
in  our  brains.  In  our  dreams  we  are  all  the  glamorous,  mysteri- 
ous personalities— a  beautiful  faiiT  princess  on  a  garlanded  bal- 
cony, an  unsung  heroine,  or  an  acclaimed  one,  a  famous  musician, 
actress, — enchanting  wraiths. 

Our  dreams  are  but  roads  of  escape  from  a  drab  every-day 
world, — yet  how  wonderful  they  are!  How  we  welcome  them, 
and  cry  after  them  as  they  slip  away. 

Our  dreams,  then  are  outlets  for  our  hopes  and  desires,  of  our 
innermost  selves.  So  we  will  dream  on,  perhaps  some  day  our 
dreams  will  come  true. 

Betty  O'Neill,  IV-C,  S.J.C.S. 


CLOUDS. 


Clouds  go   drifting  in   the   sky. 

Not  a  care  in   the  world  have  they. 

Wander    around    through    miles    of    space, 
They  tint  the  sky  by  day. 

There  are  snow,  rain,  and  hail  clouds, 

They   look   the   same   to   me. 
But  some  can  create  the  funniest  forms, 

Which  I  think  is  extraordinary. 

Somebody   behind   is   guiding   those   clouds. 
Telling    them    just   where    to    go, 

I  wonder  if  we  fully  realize 

Who  puts  them   there,   just  so! 


Betty  Anne  Fischer,  I-B,  S.J.C.S 
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SOJOURN  WITH  SPRING. 

In  the  park  we  find  brilliant  crocuses,  with  their  hardy  little 
yellow,  white  and  purple  flowers  spreading  far  beneath  the  trees. 
These  are  followed  by  laughing  daffodils,  and  tulips,  masses  of 
glorious  colours. 

We  drive  on  along  a  country  road,  our  faces  held  up  to  meet 
the  fresh  March  wind  blowing  across  the  fields  and  hedges.  Tiny 
green  buds  on  the  branches  are  pushing  forward  to  the  light. 
The  whole  world  is  vital,  radiant,   teeming  with  growth. 

How  filled,  still  is  this  wild  rush-about  of  to-day  with  the 
dancing  Spring  elves!  I  often  wonder  if  these  little  Spring  Elves 
are    angels    in    disguise,    just    helping    God    to    straighten    up    our 

untidy  world. 

Patricia    McDermott,    I-B.    S.J.C.S. 


SPRING'S  HERE. 

When  Lady  Spring  comes  over  the  hill, 

The   little   brooks   all   run. 
To  tell  the  tale  to  the  daffodil 

Which  has  just  danced   into   the  sun. 

The  pussy  willows,  in  coats  of  grey. 

Through   freshened  earth  push  hard  for  room, 

And  by  the  brook  in  the  warm  sun's  ray, 

The  violets,  white,  yellow  and  purple,  bloom. 

And  may  our  hearts  enjoy  their  Spring, 
When   Easter   dawns   anew, 
Bringing  their  flowerettes  to   Our  Easter  King 
Through    Mary — right    to    You. 

Constance  Herbert,  I-A,  S.J.C.S. 


JESUS,   MARY,  JOSEPH. 

Jesus,   Mary   and   Joseph, 

Guide  me  on  my  way, 
Watch    o'er    us.    Thy    Children, 

We  ask  of  Thee  this  day. 

From  the  path  of  virtue 

Never  let  us  stray. 
Make  our  souls  like  Mary's, 

We  ask  of  Thee  this  day. 

Joseph,  patron  of  our  school,  most  dear. 

Be  our  model  all  through  life. 
And  when   death  draws  near 

Be  our  guide  and  shining  light. 

Kathleen   Moore,   I-D,   S.J.C.S. 
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CASTLES  IN  SPAIN. 

"When  we  were  very  young,"  we  used  to  be  told  wonderful 
fairy  tales  of  magic  castles  built  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  and 
vanishing  as  quickly;  the  one  constructed  for  Aladdin  by  the  genus 
of  the  lamp  is  an  example.  In  a  similar  manner  we  do  too  build 
castles  in  Spain.     Here  is  how  I  built  one,  just  the  other  day. 

Our  English  teacher  had  given  us  an  assignment,  a  composi- 
tion on  the  subject  "Castles  in  Spain."  Immediately  I  began  to 
dream  hosts  of  castles  or  ideas  which  I  could  include  in  such  a 
competition.  Thoughts  came  tumbling  out  of  my  head  into  my 
fingertips.  I  closed  my  fist  tightly  to  keep  these  precious  trea- 
sures within  my  grasp,  and  went  home  at  the  end  of  the  day 
happy  in  the  thought  that  at  last  I  had  the  material  to  write  an 
excellent  composition. 

After  supper  I  ran  for  my  books  eager  to  transfer  these  "gems 
of  thought"  to  my  paper  and  to  obtain  praise  for  my  brilliant 
work.  Indeed,  I  could  see  myself  proudly  standing  before  my 
class  reading  my  composition. 

I  picked  up  my  pencil  .  .  and  then,  only  then,  I  discovered, 
with  somewhat  of  a  shock,  that  my  beautiful  castle,  like  all 
"Castles  in  Spain,"  had  vanished  into  thin  air! 

Mary   Duffy,   III-A.    S.J.C.S. 


St.  Joseph,  Spouse  of  the  Virgin  most  pure, 
Guide  us  in  this  time  of  strife, 
Lead  us  to  Him,  as  we  wend  our  way 
To  the  end  of  the  road  of  life. 

Guard  us  from  evil  and   grant  us   the   Grace, 
To  conquer  temptation  and  sin, 

Sti'etch  forth   thy  hand  as  we   tread   in   your   steps, 
To  a  haven  in  Heaven  with  Him. 

Anarita    Townsend,    II-C,    S.J.C.S. 


THK  BROOK'S  STORY. 

I  am  a  brook,  running  through  a  shadowy  and  moss-carpeted 
wood.     I  have  seen  and  know  much,  for  I  have  lived  a  long  time. 

The  pines,  "gods  of  the  forest,"  whisper  their  secrets.  The 
bii'ches,  slim  and  white  dryads,  tell  me  their  thoughts.  The  poplars, 
ever  stirring,  reveal  to  me  their  dreams.  Birds  sing  to  me,  and 
butterflies   flaunt   their   lovely   colours   in   my   mirrored   depths. 

In  the  daytime,  the  sun  shines  on  me,  and  ti'ansforms  me  from 
a  dancing  stream  into  a  large  pulsating  diamond.  At  night,  the 
stars  smile  at  me,  and  the  moon,  a  golden  chalice,  spills  its  silver 
wine  on  my  waters,  making  me  a  thing  of  beauty. 

Young  people  stroll  by  my  banks,  picking  blue-eyed  violets,  and 
old  folk  talk  over  beautiful  memories.  Yes,  I  have  seen  and  know 
much.     I  am  the  brook. 

P.    Sylvain,    I-C,    S.J.C.S. 
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KEY  TO  SCHOLASTIC  CAMPAIGN  OP  1030-40. 

BLACKOUT — one's  state  of  mind  on  Monday  morning. 

CAMOUFLAGE — the  art  of  raising  your  hand  whether  or  not  you 
know  the  answer  to  a  question. 

BLITZKRIEG — an  examination   given   right   after   tlie  holidays. 

OFFENSIVE — attitude  taken  by  the  teacher  when  no  homework 
is  done. 

STALIN — device  used  to  advantage  near  the  end  of  the  period 
by   students   whose   work   is   not   prepared. 

POWER  DRIVE — that  little  trick  which  marks  perform  around 
Christmas  time. 

ENCIRCLEMENT — system  used  in  selecting  a  seat  among  one's 
friends,  at  the  beginning  of  the  year. 

NEUTRALITY  ACT — addition  of  a  strong  acid  to  a  strong  base. 

SCUTTLED — the  "sunk"  feeling  one  has  after  a  Mathematics  ex- 
amination. 

MAGNETIC  MINE — The  teacher  who  always  asks  me  the  ques- 
tions I  can't  answer  must  own  this. 

MINORITY  RIGHTS — are  found  on  examination  papers  along  with 
Majority  Wrongs. 

BALLOON  BARRAGE — highly  inflated  excuses  necessary  for  pro- 
tection. 

DESTROYER — that  official  card  which  cruises  out  to  your  home 
about  three  times  a  year,  carrying  six  deadly  torpedo  tubes — 
Latin,  Science,  and — well,  you  know  the  rest. 

GAS-MASK — the  most  vital  necessity  when  the  Lab.  experiment 
says  C.S.2. 

ERSATZ — an    adjective    qualifying    some    types    of    homework. 

CAN-OPENER  TACTICS — A  method  applied  by  the  teacher  in  the 
Ancient  History  class  to  a  pupil  who  has  been  "humming  and 
hawing"  in  his  answer. 

PROPAGANDA — All  pupils  understand  this. 

LEAVE — A  good  way  of  avoiding  the  boredom  of  Friday  after- 
noon classes. 

MAGINOT- — first  person  singular  of  the  Latin  verb  "maginere." 

RETREAT — a  movement  by  the  entire  school  before  the  steady 
advance  of  hydrogen  sulphide  from  the  Chemistry  Lab. 

Pupils   of   Senior   Matriculation, 
St.  Patrick's  School,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


PORT   ESSINGTON. 

Port  Essington  is  a  small  village  on  the  Skeena  River  several 
miles  from  Prince  Rupert.  To  get  to  it  you  must  either  go  by 
boat  up  the  Skeena  or  by  train  to  Haysport  and  cross  the  River 
on  a  ferry.  There  are  only  seven  or  eight  white  families  living 
there  and  the  rest  of  the  Inhabitants  are  Indians  and  Japanese. 

A  few  years  ago  Port  Essington  was  bubbling  with  trade  be- 
cause of  the  Cannery  for  fish,  but  since  it  has  been  closed  down 
Essington  has  become  a  quiet,  neglected  little  town  except  for  the 
steamer  which  calls  there  once  a  week  with  tourists  and  supplies. 

Ina  W.  Robertson, 
Commercial   Class,    Prince    Rupert. 
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RUGBY 

It  was  kick  off  time  at  the  Stadium.  The  big  game  which 
would  decide  the  winner  of  the  coveted  Cup,  was  on.  The  Red 
Stars  and  Blue  Ribbons,  old  rival  teams  at  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake 
are  battling  for  the  trophy.  But  wait!  There's  the  kick  by  Har- 
rison of  first  form.  He  is  now  well  on  its  way  goalward.  A  tense 
moment  as  the  stubby  figure  of  Spaull,  persistent  in  catching  the 
oval  as  it  heads  earthward,  waits  back  on  Blue  Ribbon's  twenty- 
yard  stripe.  There  it  is!  Spaull  makes  the  catch  and  is  now 
zig  zagging  up  the  field,  but  on  reaching  the  mid  stripe  is  caught  by 
a  hair  raising  tackle  which  flings  him  hard  to  the  gridiron.  What 
a  hard  toss! 

The  struggle  continues  fast  and  rough  throughout.  The  Red 
Stars'  line  still  impenetrable  and  leading,  five  to  zero. 

Three  minutes  remain.  Now  here  is  my  chance.  I  am  to  carry 
the  ball.  With  the  call  of  four,  the  oval  is  shot  back  like  an 
arrow.  With  head  lowered  and  ball  tucked  tightly  under  my  arm 
my  cleats  start  to  kick  up  the  dust.  I  charge  at  the  line  with  the 
ferocity  of  a  bull.  At  first  I  fell  off  balance,  then  like  a  deer  I  cut 
through  the  scrambled  line  and  was  well  on  my  way  to  centre 
field. 

Faster!  Faster!  rings  in  my  ear  as  I  still  dart  goalward. 
Many  players  are  closing  in,  but  I,  like  a  frightened  rabbit  can 
not  be  caught.  At  the  next  moment  my  shining  cleats,  cross  the 
goal  line.  The  crowd  goes  wild,  the  score  is  now  tied  and  just  time 
for  the  convert.  Flynn  kicks.  The  pigskin  soars  between  the 
cross-bars  for  the  winning  point.  Hurrah!  the  coveted  Gold  cup 
is   ours. 

Bill  Mouldey,  Gr.  VHI., 

St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro. 


SPRING. 

Spring  is  here  again — so  are  the  alleys.  Both  boys  and  girls 
play  alleys.  The  girls  have  a  game  of  "make  believe,"  and  so  far 
as  I  am  judge  they  pretend  they  are  a  different  class  of  people — 
some  are  movie  stars,  some  are  millionaires,  and  others  just  girls. 
As  far  as  I  can  see  they  never  get  any  farther  than  trying  to 
decide  what  they  will  be.  The  smaller  girls  go  off  in  groups 
skipping,  singing  their  little  rhymes  to  suit  the  steps. 

Billy  Mouldey,  Grade  VIII, 

St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake. 


THE  LITTLE  ONES  CLASS  ROOM 

What  a  thrill  when  we  look  into  Sister  Anicetus'  classroom! 
Cut-outs  of  Snow  White  and  the  Seven  Dwarfs  on  green  painted 
cardboard,  health  verses  on  the  blackboard,  and  artistic  decorations 
on  the  windows,  all  make  the  room  very  cheery  for  the  Little 
Ones.     I  sometimes  wish  I  were  back  in  this  pretty  room  again. 

Mary  Flynn,  Gr.  VI., 

St.    Joseph's-on-the-Lake. 
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THE  WATERFRONT. 

"Vertitus  interea   coelum    et   rint   oceano    nox." — Virgil. 
It  was  night,  and  all  the  busy  hum  of  life  had  ceased. 
The  distant  drone  of  traffic  from  the  street  was  muffled 
In  the  thickening  shroud  of  fog. 

All  was  silent,  save  the  lapping  of  the  waves  against  the  dock, 
And  the  steady  rhythmic  step  of  the  Avatchman  as  he  paced 
His  recurring  nightly  route. 

Then  the  dawn,  a  splash  of  light  that  whisked  away  the  shades. 
The  wharf  became  a  mass  of  workmen  teeming  to  and  fro, 
Each  with  his  self-set  task. 

And  hour  grew  on  hour,  and  the  sun  rode  o'er  the  sky. 
Dispersing  sound  and  action,  bidding  darkness  take  its  place. 
As  it  sank  beyond  the  sea. 

It  was  night,  and  all  the  busy  hum  of  life  had  ceased 
The  distant  drone  of  traffic  from  the  street  was  muffled 
In  the  thickening  shroud  of  fog. 

Allan  Williams, 
St.  Patrick's  School,  Grade  XII,  Vancouver, 


SECRETS. 


Golden  sands  in  drowsy  desert,  that  smooth  and  silent  lie, 
Give  no  sign  of  brilliant  pageants  that  have  passed  in  years  gone  by, 
Secretive  they  hold  their  tales  of  defeats  and  triumphs  scanned. 
We  can  guess  and  in  a  fashion  try  to  understand. 

If  they  could  only  speak! 
Rocky  cliffs  beside  the   ocean   tower  silent,   calm   and   wise. 
Telling  not  nor  showing  what  has   passed   before   their   eyes, 
Eternities   of   history   have   approached    and    come    and    gone, 
We  should  like  to  plumb  their  secrets,   but  we   also   hurry   on, 

If   they   could   only   speak! 

Allan    Williams, 
St.  Patrick's  School.  Grade  XII,  Vancouver. 


SAVIMMING 


Prince  Rupert  has  many  swimming  conveniences.  There  is  a 
small  sheltered  pool  built  in  the  park  for  the  smaller  children. 
The  larger  children  have  a  pool  at  Morse  Creek  which  is  also  fine 
for  skating  in  the  winter.  After  crossing  Rupert's  harbour  you 
reach  The  Salt  Lakes  which  is  one  of  our  best  swimming  pools. 
The  city  has  constructed  diving  boards  and  floats  at  these  two 
places.  During  the  high  tides  there  are  many  lagoons  along  the 
railway  track  which  are  also  fine  for  swimming. 

Louise  M.  Bird, 

Commercial  C,   Prince  Rupert,   B.C. 
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THE  LITTLE   OLD  LADY. 

The  little  old  lady  was  always  at  her  window  gazing  at  the 
passersby  as  they  walked  up  and  down  the  avenue — gazing  as  if 
she  wished,  that  she  too  were  young  again  and  able  to  hurry  along 
with  the  busy  throng.  Her  four-score  years  had  dealt  none  too 
kindly  with  her;  her  hands  were  wrinkled  and  shrivelled  and  she 
was  bent  as  if  weighed  down  with  care  and  pain.  Her  face  was 
seamed  with  deep  lines,  but  it  was  a  kind  face;  one  could  not 
help  but  love  her. 

What  a  beautiful  picture  she  made  in  the  window;  her  face 
centred  in  the  frame  to  obtain  the  best  view  in  either  direction. 
The  white  curtains  draped  behind  her,  and  her  little  white  cap, 
and  the  apron  which  was  worn  over  a  black  dress  accentuated  the 
little  figure. 

From  our  class-room  we  had  watched  her  appear  daily  in  the 
window.     We  grew  fond  of  her. 

Then  one  day  she  did  not  appear;  and  as  the  day  wore  on  we 
grew  anxious  and  fearing  she  might  be  ill,  offered  our  prayers 
and  work  for  her  recovery.  The  following  day  we  were  deeply 
grieved.     The  little  old  lady  lady  was  dead. 

Joseph    Clarke,   Commercial, 
St.  Patrick's  S.,  Vancouver,   B.C. 


I  SEE  THE  KING  AND  QIEEN 

I  had  been  looking  forward  to  the  trip  to  New  Westminster  and 
as  I  passed  through  Vancouver  I  noticed  the  decorations  for  this 
visit  of  "Their  Majesties."  We  knew  the  King  and  Queen  would 
drive  through  New  Westminster  later  so  we  did  not  go  to  Van- 
couver. 

I  had  an  invitation  from  the  Principal  of  the  High  School  to  go 
with  the  pupils  of  Queen's  Park  where  the  King  and  Queen  would 
drive.  We  took  our  places  and  while  we  were  waiting  the  different 
schools  took  part  in  a  specially  arranged  program. 

Then  the  cars  approached  and  everyone  stood  up  and  shouted. 
I  looked  only  for  the  Maroon  car.  When  the  Royal  car  came  into 
the  arena  the  National  Anthem  was  played  and  sung.  The  roars 
of  the  crowd  were  deafening.  The  King  and  Queen  drove  around 
the  arena  and  bowed  and  smiled  to  everyone.  The  Queen  was  very 
gracious  and  it  seemed  that  when  she  smiled  each  one  thought  it 
was  for  herself  alone.  The  King  looked  happy  and  waved  his 
hand. 

The  Royal  Party  passed  out  of  the  park  and  we  sat  down  and 
talked  and  talked  about  the  Royal  Couple.  We  went  home  so  happy. 
We  had  seen  the  King  and  Queen  of  England. 

Isabel  McCrimmon, 
Commercial  Class,  St.  Joseph's  Academy, 
Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 
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PRINCE  RVPERT  DRY  DOCK 

The  Dry  Dock  is  situated  on  the  shore  of  the  harbour  of  Prince 
Rupert,  in  the  Northern  part  of  the  city.  At  present  it  employs 
approximately  one  hundred  men  but,  if  one  of  the  government  ship- 
building contracts  comes  to  Rupert  it  will  probably  employ  a  few 
hundred  more.  The  Dry  Dock  contains  a  ship  shed,  machine  shop, 
foundry,  blacksmith  shop,  three  pontoons  whicli  can  be  combined 
into  one  large  one,  a  modern  concrete  office  building,  and  many 
smaller  buildings  of  minor  importance.  The  Dry  Dock  was  used 
to  build  the  "Canadian  Scottish"  which  was  sold  to  Germany  after 
the  last  war  and  was  in  the  news  under  its  German  name,  a  few 
weeks  ago.  The  Canadian  National  Steamships,  the  "Prince 
George"  and  the  "Prince  Rupert"  are  usually  overhauled  here 
when  they  are  not  needed  on  their  regular  runs.  The  Dry  Dock  is 
now  owned  by  the  Canadian  National  Railways  and  Steamship 
Company  and  is  a  source  of  much  revenue  to  our  City. 

Sylvia  M.   Croxford, 
Commercial  Class,  St.  Joseph's  Academy, 

Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 


THE  SEXTRY 


On    lonely    watch    the    sentry    stands. 
With  care  of  friends  in  sturdy  hands. 
With    right   and    might   of   military   law. 
He  watches  with  vigilance  without  flaw, 
iFor  the  care  of  friends  is  in  his  hands. 

In  snow  in   fog,  in  driving  rain, 
The  staunch  sentry  may  shudder  in   pain. 
But  he  will  not  leave  his  given   place. 
Nor  alter   his  steady,   even  pace, 
Though   he   face   death,    horror   and    pain. 

In  desert  fortress,  in   drifting  sand, 

A  stout   sentry  does  stand. 

The    blistering    desert    heat. 

Does  on  his  detail  beat. 

A  man  of  steel,  in  a  sea  of  sand. 


Raymond    Loiselle.    Com.    Class, 

St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


OUR  PLAY 


Our  play  was  the  story  of  how  Baby  Jesus  was  born  and  how 
the  shepherds  and  kings  came  to  see  Him.  Three  gifts  were  pre- 
sented to  Him:  one.  by  The  Faith  of  the  children  to  their  parents; 
a  second  by  the  Hope  of  the  Poor,  and  third;  peace  for  the  world. 

Josephte  Fleur  McSloy. 

St.  Joseph's  Academy,  St.  Catharines. 
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FRESHMAN  VS.   SOPHOMORE. 

A  freshman  is  a  callow  youth  who  stands  in  awe  of  all  scholas- 
tics; a  sophomore  is  an  experienced  collegian  who  takes  his  studies 
in  his  stride.  A  freshman  is  bewildered  by  his  courses;  a  sophomore 
is  merely  contemptuous  of  them.  A  freshman  leads  a  badgered 
life;  a  sophomore  leads  a  badgerer's.  A  freshman  is  the  super- 
lative of  all  that  is  comparative;  a  sophomore  is  the  superlative 
of  all  that  is  positive. 

James  Doyle,  Senior  Matriculation, 
St.  Patrick's  S.,  Vancouver,   B.C. 


THE  SEA. 


That    deep,    mysterious,    unknown    thing — 
That   home   of   Neptune,    where   he's    king! 

If  you    but   search,    here    will   you    find 
Beauty,    Enchantment,    Dread    combined. 

Poets   of   her   vast   wonders   sing. 
Horrors   from    her   abysses   ring. 

Charted  though  she  is  to-day, 

The  deep  still   takes  her  endless  prey. 

You   may  sail   upon   the   foam — 
But   I,    for   one,    shall   stay   at   home. 

Allan  Williams, 
St.  Patrick's  School,  Grade  XII,  Vancouver. 


"   CITY  OP  PROMISE   " 

Situated  on  the  shores  of  Burrard  Inlet,  on  the  Pacific  Coast  of 
Canada,  stands  a  city  of  one-third  of  a  million  inhabitants.  Fifty 
years  ago,  on  this  spot,  was  a  fire-charred  town  of  one  thousand, 
surrounded  by  a  virgin  forest.  Who  among  the  pioneers  of  those 
days  would  have  believed  that  a  great  metropolis  could  have  been 
carved  out  of  the  forests  and  mountains  around  it!  Today,  Van- 
couver is  a  city  of  magnificent  buildings,  beautiful  parks  and 
wide  well-paved  roads,  the  terminus  of  two  great  trans-continental 
railroads  and  the  port  of  numerous  steamship  lines.  To  its  docks 
comes  merchandise  from  every  part  of  the  earth  to  be  shipped  to 
villages,  towns  and  cities  in  North  America. 

When  British  Columbia's  natural  resources  are  fully  developed, 
Vancouver  will  become  a  manufacturing  centre  of  great  repute. 
Even  at  the  present  time  the  city  fathers  realize  Vancouver's 
destiny  and  a  water  supply  has  been  inaugurated  that  will  suffice 
three  million  people.  Some  day  in  the  future  Vancouver  will  be 
the  metropolis  of  Canada. 

Frank  Delaney,  Gr.  XI., 

St.    Patrick's,    Vancouver. 
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1  HERE  IS  VITAL  NEWS 

j  Everyone  is  better  off  with  a  steady  and  ample  sup- 

•  ply  of  sunshine  vitamin-D  every  day.     This  is  par- 

I  ticularly  true  of  children — to  maintain  health,  pro-  ^^  ^m        \ 

mote    proper    growth,    to    strengthen    resistance    to     ^^^h  w^     ^  m^    ^^wM         I 

I  colds   and    illness,    and    to   build    strong   bones    and     ^V^^V  m  ^  ^LM^S^JIm  Mm 

sound,  even  teeth.  ^  ^f  M^W  ^rMmMmm^^         I 

I  So  a  new  way  had  to  be  found  to  bring  the  extra 

J  vltamln-D  we  all  need. 

I  Now  science  has  fovmd  the  way  to  put  this  scarcest 

f  of   vital   health-building   food    elements   Into   bread. 

I  And  your  own  delicious,  favorite  Weston's  has  been 

I  chosen    to   offer   this   priceless    improvement. 


! 


tJUe^iCt 


Vitamin-D  BREAD  j 

I 

£  ^_      ^   __^     ^_    ^^_  ^^  ^_^  ^_  ^^     ^jj     ^^  ^_^^     ^^    1 11 1 1  iiii 

Famed  for  Flavor 

Wonder  Bread 

AND 

HOSTESS  CAKES 

MADE  BY 

IDEAL  BREAD  CO.  LTD. 

183-193  Dovercourt  Rd. 
Phone  LOmbard   1192-1193 


Barker -Bredin  Bakeries 

559  DAVENPORT  ROAD 
TORONTO 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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'  ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE 

TORONTO,  -  ONTARIO 

BEDERATED   WITH   THE 

University  of  Toronto 

i 

s 

I      Courses — 

ARTS,  HIGH  SCHOOL,  COMMERCIAL 

For  information  apply  to  the  Superior 


+._. „ „_„„ . . „ . „._. — ._.. . ^ 

I  I 


LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL 
Under  the  Direction  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers 


I 


I 
1 
Preparatory,  High  School  and  College  Courses,  j 

Leading  to  B. A.  Degree  { 

i 

NEW  BUIIjDINGS  SPACIOUS  PLAYING-FIELDS  j 

i 

For   Prospectus   apply   to  f 

THE  RECTOR 

Loyola  College,  Sherbrooke  St.  West.  Montreal,  Canada 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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PHONE  ADELAIDE  7221 


THE 


•alCoj 


OIMITED 


Mine    Representatives    of 

Coal  for  Heating  and  Manufacturing 
TORONTO,  CANADA 


^  ^\-^^ 


^ 


eussiLis 

E»:el?aLL 


DELIGHTED  LADIES 

Tell  their  friends  how  pleased  they  are  with 

EXCELS-ALL 

REGISTERED 

HOME  DRY-CLEANING  FLUID 

One  gallon  will  clean  six  or  more  dresses.  Will 
not  injure  the  finest  fabrics.  Splendid  for  Cur- 
tains, Draperies,  Upholstered  Furniture.  Can  be 
used  over  again.  Safe  to  use  in  the  home.  De- 
livered  anywhere   in    the   city. 

Telephone  Elgin  0351. 
Put  up  in  gallon  quantities 

Priced  per  gallon  60c 

SOLD  ONLY  BY 

Russill    Hardware    Company 


126  KING  STREET  EAST 


TORONTO 


._.<. 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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MERCY  HOSPITAL 

for  INCURABLES 

100  Sunny  side  Avenue 
Toronto 


5  Conducted  by 

I  THE  SISTERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH 

I 

I 
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SPECIAL 


1 

i 
i 


SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

will  give  a  discount  of 

25% 

on   all   i>i-es<i-i))tions   brought   to   us   by   any   person    who   siibscribt's    to   this 
Journal;  or,  to  any  teacher  or  principal 

We  make  glasses  only  from  a  prescription  by   an   oculist  physician. 
Come  in  and  consult  us. 

SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

20  Bloor  Street  West  Toronto,  Ont. 

Phones:  KI.  0963  KI.  2116 
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J.  J.  O'Connor,  D.O. 

OSTEOPATHIC 
PHYSICIAN 


-+ 


Kent  Building 

1  56  Yonge  St. 

Toronto. 


Phone:    Adelaide  8171,  8172,  8173 

Hughes,  Agar  & 
Thompson 

Barristers,  Solicitors,  Etc. 

337   BAY   STREET 
TORONTO 


Frank  J.  Hughes,  K.C. 
Thomas  J.  Agar,  K.C. 
J.    W.    Thompson. 
J.   L.   G.   Keogh. 
J.  F.  McGarry. 
J.    H.   Amys. 
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Murphy,  Love,  Hamilton 
&  Bascom 

INSURANCE 


DOMINION    BANK    BUILDING 

King  and  Yonge  Streets 
Toronto 

4.._i 


Parkes  McVittie 
&  Shaw 

Limited 

General  Insurance  Brokers 


Representing:  — 

Royal   Insurance  Co.   Ltd. 
Motor  Union  Ins.  Co.   Ltd. 
Continental  Insurance  Co. 
Home  Fire  and  Marine  Ins.  Co. 
Alliance  Insurance  Co. 
Prudential  Assurance  Co.  Ltd. 


GEORGE  CALVERT  I 

City  Agent  | 

4  RICHMOND  E.,  TORONTO  j 

Phone  El.  8191.  j 

Residence:      La.    2974.  f 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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RILEY 
BRASS 
GOODS 


FOB 
LONG 
LIFE 


The  JAMES  ROBERTSON  CO.,  Ltd 


207-219  Spadina   Ave.,    Toronto. 

WHOLESALE    DEALERS    IN    PLUMBERS' 
STEAM  FITTERS'  SUPPLIES. 


AND 


PIGOTT  CONSTRUCTION 

COMPANY,  UMITED. 

Engineers  and  Contractors 

Some  Recently  Completed  Contracts 

Addition  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  Mercy  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  St.  Michael's  Nurses*  Home,  Toronto. 

New  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Basilica  of  Christ  the  King,  Hamilton. 

McMaster  University  Buildings,  Hamilton. 

New  Canadian  National  Railway  Station,  Hamilton. 


HAMILTON 


(Pigott  Building) 


CANADA 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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Shining  Dishes 

Help  Build 
Business— 

AVyanrtotte  Kcefjo,  AVyandottc  Chero- 
kee, aiKl  Wyandotte  H.  D.  C.  leave 
dishes  so  bright  and  sanitary  appearing 
that  these  modern  cleaners  help  build 
restaurant  business.  For  information 
regarding  both  hand  and  jnaehine 
dislnvasliing    please    write 


THE  J.  B.  FORD  SALES  COMPANY 

W1AXIX)TTE,  MICHIGAN 

Representatives   in   Montreal,    Toronto,    Winnii)eg. 
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iunck 

PRODUCTS 

LAUNDRY  SUPPLIES 

SOAPS  —  SODAS  —  BLEACHES 


PAPER  GOODS 

TOILET  PAPER  —  TOWELS  —  TRAY  CLOTHS  —  NAPKINS 
DOILIES  —   PAPER    CUPS 

SOAPS 

LIQUID  —  SCRUBBING  —  GERMICIDAL  —  UTILITY  —  TOILET 
HOSPITAL  —  LAUNDRY 

A  Complete  Line  of  Gleaning  Supplies  for 

Schools  —  Hospitals  —  Institutions  —  Laundries,  Etc. 

From  One  Reliable  Source. 

SUNCLO  PRODUCTS 

19  RIVER  STREET,  TORONTO,  ONTARIO 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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H.  G.  McINTOSH  | 

DISPENSING  SPECIALIST  | 

PROMPT    MOTOR   DELIVERY    ANY\I^HERE    IN    TORONTO  I 

1 
Physicians'  and  Surgeons'  Building,  86  Bloor  St.  W.       KI.  5706.       MI.  0246        | 


3.  So0ar 

FUNERAL 
DIRECTOR 
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Phone  Kingsdale  5097 

Chas.  A.  Connors 

FUNERAL  DIRECTOR 

AND 

EMBALMER 


I 


467  SHERBOURNE  ST. 
Midway  7233 


106  Avenue  Road, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
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DONATED  BY  A  FRIEND 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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Conducted  by 

The  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph 
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KINGSDALE    9265                      i       j                          KIngsdale  9311 

Dr.  Harold  J.  Murphy    |   |     ^^-  ^'  R^AN  | 

DENTIST  i 
DENTIST                  i 

86    BLOOR    STREET    WEST  1 


2  Blooi-  Street   East  Toronto       I 

I 
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Physicians    and    Surgeons 
Building 


[  DR.  PORTER I 

!  DENTIST 

I        Comer  Mississauga  and  West  St.  ORELLIA,  ONTARIO       f 


SilVjar^jOOd's 

You  can't  beat  their  milk 

but  you  can  whip  their  cream 

I 
I 

! 
I 
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SAYE  CLOTH  j 

ALB  LINEN  | 

ALTAR  LINEN  ! 

I 

Real    Pi-ench    weaves    in    Saye  | 

Cloth — The    most    serviceable    fa-  j 

brie  for  community  wear.  ! 


,.-4. 


Our  linens   at  very  Ioav  prices. 


Hayes  &  Lailey 


22  Wellington  St.  W. 
Toronto. 


G.  A.  Hardie  &  Co. 

Limited 

LAUNDRY  COTTONS 
and  COTTON  GOODS 

For    Shoe    and    General 
Manufacturing 

•      • 


Get  our  list  of  Cotton  and  Linens 

for     Hospitals,     Institutions, 

Hotels,   etc. 


468-72  Wellington  St.  W. 


'""""""""•i*  •!•— nii^— nil         mi         «n         «»         nil         nil         '""~"""^'""~'""^~"         "■         "f* 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


XVIII. 


ST.    JOSEPH    LILIES 


I 
COMPLIMENTS  OF  | 

SWIFT  CANADIAN  CO.  | 

Limited  ! 

Makers  of  the  famous 

SWIFT'S  PREMIUM  HAM  AND  BACON 

FINER   BECAUSE   THEY'RE    OVENIZED 


t- 


i.-^.      4— .„ 


Public  Confidence 

in  the  Capital  Trust  Cor- 
poration is  a  reflection  of 
the  stability  which  has 
marked  its  administration 
of  trusts  for  over  twenty- 
two  years. 


CAPITAL  TRUST 

CORPORATION   LIMITED 
Montreal.  Ottawa  Toronto 


Halliday  Brothers 


Limited 


Wholesale    and    Retail 
COAL   and    COKE 


Our  Motto: 
QUALITY   AND    SERVICE 


Telephones; 

ELgin    7253-4 

HArgrave    3038 


CANADA'S  LEADING  TEA 

TEA  CUP  Orange  Pekoe  TEA 

THERE  IS   QUALITY  IN  EVERY  CUP 

BEAUTIFUL  FREDA   PATTERN   ENGLISH  CHINAWARE   and   W.   A.   ROGERS   A-1    PLUS 

SILVERWARE  available  with  every  pound  or  more  purchased.     You  may  obtain 

a  full  97  piece  set  in  this  way. 

TEA  CUP   ORANGE   PEKOE   TEA   is   selected    from   the   nnest    gardens    of   Ceylon    and 

India,  and  Is  endorsed  by  thousands  of  satisfied  customers.     Be  convinced,   try 

a  package  to-day.     Tea  Cup  Orange  Pekoe  Tea  and   china  Is   sold  by 

all  Adanac  Stores  and  Independent  Grocers. 

Imported,  Blended  and  Packed  by 

JAMES  LUMBERS  CO.  LTD..  TORONTO,  ONT. 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.     JOSEPH   LILIES 


XIX. 


^ . „ „ . — „_. 


Tip  Top  Canners  Ltd. 

PACKERS  OF  QUAUTY 
JAMS,  FRUITS  AND  VEGETABLES 

Head  Office:     HAMILTON,  ONT. 

TORONTO   REPRESENTATIVE,   JOHN   KNOX 
Lyndhurst  7650  ol3  Riverside  Drive 

4.„_„„_„„_„„_„„ — , — „_„ — „_,„ — „_„„_„„—,„, — „ — ,— „„ — ,_„, — „_„„_„„_,,„_„„_, — „„_„„_„„_,._.4, 


^11— ail— uu.^113^— iMi— UN— i:n^— «« ,„i^_iiu__i,a-_i!i:  i:»— ii:r— •{•  <{(i,. 

High  Standards  | 

Are  Important    I 

Acme-Farmers  Dairy  I 


"-♦ 


Limited 


Milk 
Butter 


■    Cream 
Ice-Cream 


•     • 


TORONTO 

MI  3541 


HAI^OLTON 

4-2887 


«|9_iu)^— i.,i— — nil  1..1  nil  i,.[  MI  >.ii  i„i^— MI  Ml  iin— ~iiH— — MV|>  «p  — iii 


PORTER  &  BLACK 

(Successors   to  John  J.  Fee) 

WHOLESALE 
PRODUCE 

BUTTER  EGGS  CHEESE 

and  HONEY 

Finest  Quality  Butter  put  up  for 
us  by  Forest  Creamery 

NEW  LAID  EGGS 

•     • 

48  CHURCH  STREET, 

Toronto,    Ontario 

Teleplione:      ELGIN   8357 

I 

I— Mil-^rn— ni         nil         itii_nii^.-iin— — nit-^nil— nil— .nn— illi^~««|t 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


XX. 


ST.    JOSEPH    LILIES 


HIGGINS  AND  BURKE,  LIMITED 

WHOLESALE  GROCERS  AND  IMPORTERS 

Roasters  of  High  Grade  Coffee.  Blue  IVlouiitain  Canned  Goods  and  Jams 

STAFFORD   HIGGINS,    President. 


HEINTZMAN'S 

have  solved  the  problem 
of  producing  small  pianos 
with  fine  tone 

Visit  Heintzman  Hall  and  play 
the  new  small  pianos.  Tone  and 
action  approved  by  such  great  ar- 
tists as  Seitz  and  Stewart — New 
models  priced  as  low  as  $465.00. 
Heintzman  convenient  budget 
terms   arranged. 

HEINTZMAN  &  Co. 

195   YONGE   ST. 
Open  Evenings.  Elgin  6201. 


+_„, 


I 


Canada's   Largest   Supply   House 


Established   1893 


COMPANY  LIMITED 


Toronto 


Montreal 


Winnipeg 


„ ,_, , + 


Eat  FISH  Oftener 

HEALTH,  ECONOMY,  DELICATE 
The  F.  T.  JAMES  Co. 

TORONTO   (2) 

WHOLESALE  DISTRIBUTORS 

Proprietors  of  the  Famous  BEACON  BRAND  of  Smoked  and 

Pi-epared  Fish 

— ""^— «"— ""-^""^— ""— "" ni,^— iin^— nn.— rn— rni-^nii— nn— nn.^nn^— nii.^ii«-^iiii— n»— «n nn^— nil— nn-^iiii         ■■         illl 

PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


Ckw^s 


Dianne:      "I    often    think    women    are    more    courageous    than 
men." 

Charlie:  "Yes,  where  would  you  find  a  man  brave  enough  to  stop 
in  the  middle  of  the  street,  pull  out  a  mirror  and  doll  himself  up 
before  a  crowd?" 


Agent:      "Don't  you  want  your  office  furnishings  insured  against 
theft?" 

Manager:      "Yes,  all  except  the  clock.     Everybody  watches  that." 


A  tourist  was  enjoying  the  wonders  of  California  as  pointed  out 
by  a  native. 

"What  beautiful  grapefruit!"  he  said  as  they  passed  through 
a  grove  of  citrus  trees. 

"Oh,  those  lemons  are  a  bit  small,  owing  to  a  comparatively 
bad  season,"  explained  the  Californian. 

"What  are  those  enormous  blossoms?"  questioned  the  tourist, 
a  little  farther  on. 

"Just  a  patch  of  dandelions,"  answered  the  guide. 

Presently  they  reached  the  Sacramento  River.  "Ah,"  said  the 
tourist,  "someone's  radiator  is  leaking." 


"I've  asked  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Smith  to  dinner  at  seven,  Jane,  but  I 
think  we'll  give  them  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  grace,"  said  the  Mis- 
tress. 

"Well,  ma'am,"  Jane  replied,  "I'm  a  little  religious  myself,  but 
1  think  that's  overdoing  it. 


In  the  foreign  quarter  of  Yokohama  some  odd  and  amusing  signs 
are  to  be  seen  in  front  of  tradesmen's  stores.  One  reads:  "Re- 
spectable ladies  and  gents  invited  to  have  fits,"  in  front  of  tailor 
shop.  Another,  an  eager  furrier,  reads:  "Furs  made  from  our  skins 
or  yours."  And  another,  a  barber's,  stated  brutally:  "American 
and  British  gentlemen's  heads  cut." 


She:      "You  know  I  really  have  the  soul  of  an  artist." 
He:    "Yes,  I  could  tell  you  painted  as  soon  as  I  looked  at  your 
face." 
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OUR  LADY   OF  FATIMA. 


Pro  Sro  tt  Alma  iHatrr. 

Vol.  XXIX.  TORONTO,  JUNE,  1940  No72 

EDITORIAL 

OUR  Lady  of  Fatima  as  she  appears  in  our  frontispiece  may 
now  be  called  by  popular  acclaim  Our  Lady  of  Portugal 
for  the  apparitions  that  took  place  at  Fatima  entitle  her  to 
a  new  and  eminent  position.  These  apparitions  were  simul- 
taneous Avith  the  resurgence  of  the  new  catholic  and  prosper- 
ous condition  of  that  country  and  seem  like  cause  and  effect. 
Was  Salazar  the  wonderful  economist  and  administrator  in 
league  with  Our  Lady  to  accomplish  the  financial  and  reli- 
gious resurrection  of  his  country  from  the  depths  of  its 
former  degradation? 

The  history  of  Portugal  is  one  of  extremes ;  of  extreme 
religious  piety  in  the  beginning  of  its  history  and  then  extreme 
hostility  and  persecution  of  the  Church.  The  hierarchy  of 
the  Church  alternated  with  the  Free  Masons  in  casting  its 
destiny,  and  thus  the  history  of  Portugal  is  a  verification  of 
the  old  axiom,  "the  corruption  of  the  best  is  the  worst."  On 
a  dark  background  of  two  hundred  years  of  seeming  diabolic 
possession  the  Blessed  Mother  steps  forward  in  the  wonderful 
apparitions  at  Fatima  to  crush  here  again  the  serpent's  head. 

Portugal  never  went  through  the  intermediary  stages  of 
heresy  down  to  the  depths  of  infidelity  like  other  countries 
of  the  Protestant  Reformation;  she  always  retained  the  name 
and  even  the  profession  of  Catholicism,  but  in  fact  she  plunged 
from  one  stage  of  anti-clericalism  to  another  and  more  viru- 
lent stage,  and  thus  she  seemed  to  fall  from  heaven  to  hell. 
She  was  the  black  scandal  of  all  the  Latin  States.     Now  like 
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an  energumen  she  appears  clothed,  quiet  and  in  her  right 
mind.  The  Blessed  Virgin  and  Salazar  are  concomitant, 
and  so  we  say  in  league.  Salazar  is  devoted  to  Her  and  She 
is  gracious  to  him  and  his  beloved  Portugal.  Portuguese 
minds  now  turn  to  Fatima,  and  they  are  thrilled  and  held 
by  its  glory  so  that  the  Reds  and  the  Liberals  are  helpless 
to  check  their  return  to  the  old  Catholic  Faith  that  gave 
Portugal  her  greatness  and  her  renown. 

"We  offer  to  our  readers  in  a  special  article  of  this  issue 
an  account  of  the  wonders  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima,  and  we 
pray  her  to  preside  as  she  has  begun  over  the  destinies  of 
the  two  Catholic  nations  of  the  Iberian  peninsula  once  more 
at  rest  in  Religious  harmony,  Portugal  and  Spain. 


TIME  THE  TEST  OF  TRUTH 

TIME  must  always  remain  for  us  the  supreme  test  of  truth ; 
for  what  is  untrue  is  ephemeral  and  on  the  other  hand 
what  is  true  is  perpetual.  There  are  two  elements  in  mun- 
dane things,  the  changeable  part  like  the  outside  shell  and 
an  internal  core  that  never  changes  and  is  the  seat  of  truth 
and  of  all  the  sciences.  In  Spring  the  flowers  come  back  soft 
and  frail  and  perishable,  but  the  same  old  families  that  ap- 
peared to  our  ancestors  with  their  unchanged  faces.  The 
flowers  then  can  never  die  and  can  never  be  changed  nor 
counterfeited.  The  same  statement  can  be  made  in  all  other 
departments  of  the  Avorld's  furniture  from  minerals  up  to 
man. 

What  is  perpetual  then  is  true,  and  falsehood  is  a  mere 
rash  on  the  surface  where  changes  occur,  and  is  bound  to  pass 
away.  In  religious  truths  the  same  holds  good  even  with 
greater  reason,  for  God  is  behind  these  and  not  merely  nature. 
"When  the  noise  and  tumult  of  human  disputes  cease,  truth 
will  appear  again  like  the  flowers  of  Spring  no  matter  how 
long  the  winter  storms  have  lasted. 
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Four  hundred  years  ago  Christians  were  disputing  and 
even  killing  each  other  over  such  problems  as  "salvation  by 
faith  alone,"  but  now  the  descendants  of  the  old  militant  sects 
are  turned  wholly  to  good  words  with  scarcely  a  trace  left  of 
divine  faith.  Humanism,  that  is  human  culture  and  good 
offices  of  man  to  man  has  taken  the  place  of  supernatural  faith 
in  the  Christian  Creed.  The  creeds  that  men  fought  about 
unto  a  deluge  of  blood  have  gone  into  discard.  All  the 
articles  in  the  Apostles  Creed  are  considered  by  the  vast 
populace  outside  of  the  Church  as  merely  old  bones  of  reli- 
gious contention  and  the  very  word  creed  has  become  odious. 
The  Church,  however,  still  recites  in  her  prayers  and  sings 
in  her  Liturgy  the  articles  of  the  Apostles'  Creed  from  "I  be- 
lieve in  God,  the  Father  Almighty,  Creator  of  heaven  and 
earth"  down  to  "And  in  the  Holy  Catholic  Church,  Commun- 
ion of  Saints,  Forgiveness  of  sins,  Resurrection  of  the  body, 
and  Life  everlasting."  All  these  truths  were  once  believed 
by  Christians  in  the  happy  unity  of  original  Christendom  and 
they  are  still  in  full  bloom  in  the  garden  of  the  Church  like 
the  flowers  of  Spring  unchanged  and  perpetual.  So  the  great 
controversy  of  four  hundred  years  is  finished,  but  who  is  there 
to  give  a  decision  as  one  of  the  parties  appears  not? 

TIME   AND    PHILOSOPHY 

Up  to  twenty-five  years  ago,  or  as  we  may  say  with  pre- 
cision, up  to  the  great  World  War,  it  was  a  sign  of  mental 
crudity  and  backwardness  not  to  be  a  follower  of  Kant,  and 
even  an  enthusiastic  follower  without  a  shadow  of  doubt  of 
the  dogmas  of  the  Sage  of  Koenigsburg.  Kant,  lying  in  his 
bed  with  his  boots  on,  smoking  a  long  pipe  in  a  noisome  and 
squalid  room  with  plenty  of  bed  bugs  for  company,  worked 
out  a  mechanical  system  of  a  dozen  mental  predicaments  in 
his  head  through  which  he  Aaewed  the  world  around  Iiim  and 
concluded  that  there  was  nothing  in  the  world  that  was 
knowable  except  the  colors  of  these  dozen  spyglasses  called 
Categories  or  Predicaments.  It  was  like  putting  green  spec- 
tacles on  a  mule  and  feeding  him  wood-shavings.     The  war 
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that  is  going  on  now  with  all  its  aeroplanes  and  armies,  and 
thundering  guns  would  be  all  in  our  heads.  This  is  what  we 
call  subjectivism  which  means  that  the  world  is  only  in  the 
head  of  the  subject  that  vicAvs  it:  The  "ding  an  sich,"  "The 
thing  in  itself"  Avill  always  be  a  mystery  to  us. 

However,  and  suddenly  this  philosophical  stuff  was  drop- 
ped into  the  hopper  and  disappeared,  as  it  were,  overnight. 
After  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  the  academic  world  suddenly 
freed  itself  from  the  nightmare  of  Kantism  and  with  Kant 
went  his  followers,  Fichte,  Hegel,  Schelling,  Schleiermacher, 
Schopenheur,  Hartman,  and  a  locust  swarm  of  other  subjectiv- 
ists  that  had  incubated  in  this  long  period.  The  time  had 
come  for  them  to  disappear,  and  lo  to  the  marvel  of  men  that 
are  old  enough  to  remember,  realism,  that  is  the  real  Avorld, 
has  come  back. 

What  was  the  new,  wonderful  argument,  that  dissipated 
the  incubus  of  Kantism?  Time  waved  his  baton  and  the 
philosophical  scene  Avas  changed :  the  old  natural  world  came 
back  into  the  class-rooms  of  universities  and  men  could  breath 
again  the  atmosphere  of  reality.  How  strange  to  see  Kantism 
booted  and  hooted  out  at  a  signal  from  time.  Our  "German 
Cousins,"  as  they  Avere  once  called,  don't  make  our  Theology 
noAv  nor  our  Philosophy  any  more  than  our  Politics. 

To  add  to  this  Avonder  on  the  exit  of  Kantism  Ave  have  the 
entrance  of  old  Aristotelian  Philosophy  Avith  flying  colors  and 
generous  applause  under  the  conduct  of  its  great  exponent 
St.  Thomas  Aquinas.  After  three  hundred  years  of  exile, 
the  philosophy  of  all  the  universities  of  Europe  of  former 
times  and  on  Avhich  our  A-ery  mentality  and  language  are  built 
comes  back  after  the  departure  of  Descartes  and  his  train 
pf  folloAvers  that  finally  concluded  Avitli  German  subjectivism 
and  this  is  perhaps  the  most  Avonderful  phenomenon  ever 
^■ecorded  in  the  historA^  of  the  mental  Avorld.  Aristotelian 
physics  Avas  justly  declared  near-sighted  AA'hen  the  micros- 
jcope  and  telescope  Avere  discovered  that  lengthened  our  vision 
iuAvards  and  outAvards,  but  this  philosophy  that  rests,  not  on 
science,   but    on   common   sense    and   the    use    of    our    senses 
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was  bound  to  come  back.  What  is  the  use  of  a  telescope  if 
we  cannot  believe  our  eyes?  The  world  demands  realism  and 
if  there  was  ever  a  philosophy  as  certain  and  satisfying  as 
the  meals  we  eat  every  day,  it  would  be  declared  supreme  and 
unchangeable. 

When  we  are  called  upon  to  give  up  our  meals  and  eat 
our  own  sensations  and  subjective  notions  this  philosophical 
lenten  time  will  soon  pass  away,  and  Father  Time  will  restore 
our  real  turkey  and  mince  pie  and  a  day  of  Thanksgiving. 

THE   DOCTRINE   OF  EVOLUTION    UNDER   THE   TEST   OF   TIME 

The  evolution  of  man  from  the  lower  animals,  as  popular- 
ized by  Darwin  nearly  a  hundred  years  ago,  is  a  fine  example 
of  a  wilful  theory  grooving  mouldy  by  the  mere  lapse  of 
time.  All  the  infidels  of  the  world  gathered  to  bolster  this 
monstrosity  of  evolution  that  has  been  so  pernicious  to  Chris- 
tianity outside  of  the  Catholic  Church.  The  Literalists  of 
the  Bible  that  call  themselves  Fundamentalists  seem  to  throw 
up  their  hands  in  terrified  alarm  at  the  approach  of  Darwin's 
Evolution.  Russia  at  present  teaches  it  with  tremendous  en- 
deavour under  the  hope  of  eradicating  all  vestiges  of  religion. 

Evolution  now  however,  like  Kantism,  is  a  stale  mess  be- 
cause it  has  no  consistent  statement  and  no  unity  of  support- 
ing argument.  Genuine  evolution  received  its  first  set-back 
nearly  forty  years  ago  when  it  was  shown  that  life  could 
never  come  from  mechanical,  physical,  or  chemical  resources 
of  nature.  Life  was  shown  to  come  from  life  and  therefore 
God  was  admitted  on  the  scene  to  give  us  at  least  some  original 
cells  of  life.  When  God's  creative  hand  appeared  the  spell  of 
agnostic  evolution  was  broken  and  lost.  Since  then  the 
scientists  have  further  discovered  that  not  one  propelling 
(force  of  all  the  motive  forces,  that  drive  the  process  of  evolu- 
tion is  sufficient  to  explain  the  progress  from  the  lower  to  the 
higher,  and  that  the  whole  process  is  now  to  be  believed  by 
faith.  Here  we  have  the  fiasco  of  science  being  placed  on 
the  pedestal  of  blind  faith.    The  only  plausible  reason  that  ever 
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existed  for  suspicion  or  conjecture  in  this  line  of  investigation 
is  a  sentimental  one,  that  is  the  face  of  an  ape.  The  old 
Romans  expressed  this  long  ago :  ' '  Simla  turpis  bestia  quam 
similis  nobis;"  'The  ape,  a  low  beast,  how  like  it  is  to  us." 
We  might  say  the  same  of  a  frog,  for  children  some  times  call 
each  other  "Frog-faced  frauds."    Frogs  too  look  like  men. 

Perhaps  the  most  obvious  reason  that  appeals  to  our 
senses  without  the  long  intricacies  of  argument  comes  from 
mummified  remains  of  six  thousand  years  which  shows  the 
same  ranks  of  man  and  beast,  of  insect  and  flower  that  exists 
at  present.  If  there  were  a  river  of  progress  flowing  through 
all  nature  and  carrying  life  to  higher  stages,  it  should  have 
shown  some  little  sign  of  advance  in  this  long  lapse  of  time. 
When  we  add  to  this  the  certain  law  of  Mendal  by  which  all 
off-spring  are  tied  to  the  type  and  family  nature  of  their 
parents  and  will  revert  forever  to  be  like  their  parents 
we  can  see  how  evolution  is  a  Avishful  and  passing  whim  of 
man,  that  time  is  bound  to  sweep  away.  A  little  more  time 
and  evolution  will  disappear  and  not  leave  a  wrack  behind. 

OTHER  THEORIES  AWAITING  THE  DECISION  OF  TIME 

What  decision  shall  we  expect  for  the  theory  of  relativity, 
so  spectacularly  unfolded  to  the  savants  of  the  world  for 
thirty-five  years  back  by  the  mathematical  wizard  Einstein? 
Leaving  mathematics  out  of  the  question  of  his  rivalry 
of  Newton,  we  know  that  it  essentially  involves  at  least  two 
violations  of  philosophy  that  are  bound  to  be  fatal ;  the  prin- 
ciple of  causality  and  the  normal  use  of  our  senses.  Two  men 
are  seen  running  on  the  street,  one  pursuing  the  other  with  a 
knife ;  quick  thrusts  of  the  knife  are  seen  and  much  blood  and 
the  death  of  the  victim.  Did  a  man  commit  murder?  To  say 
that  he  did  would  be  to  declare  what  the  mere  film  of  the 
senses  does  not  state.  We  cannot  say  more  than  the  moving 
scene  that  crosses  the  vision  of  our  senses.  Furthermore  the 
film  comes  partly  from  the  world  outside,  and  partly  from  our 
power  of  sight,  and  thus  how  much  of  the  scene  is  objective 
and  real?     Who  can  sav?     Each  observer  has  his  own  view- 
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point  and  his  own  impression,  and  this  is  the  philosophy  of 
relativity. 

We  ask  what  judges  in  court  rooms  will  decide  on  the 
evidence  of  a  case  of  murder,  and  we  ask  also  how  future 
time  will  regard  the  decision  notwithstanding  the  learned 
display  of  present  day  mathematicians  that  dazzle  but  do  not 
convince  us?  Kelativity  is  merely  the  wake  of  the  ship  of 
subjectivism  that  foundered  in  its  voyage  of  time.  We  stand 
by  our  senses  through  thick  and  thin  for  that  is  the  first 
certainty  we  have  and  the  foundation  of  all  certainty. 

The  last  theory  that  we  propose  to  our  readers  for  pro- 
phetic speculation  on  the  future  is  the  awful  world-disturbing 
problem  of  Red  Communism.  We  tremblingly  ask  will  it  prevail 
and  will  it  continue  ?  It  would  be  flat  and  unprofitable  for  the 
ordinary  person  to  utter  his  dictum.  Let  us  quote  the  towering 
economist  of  Portugal,  Salazar.  He  says  that  Communism 
as  surging  among  the  peoples  of  the  world,  but  ebbing  out 
of  government  circles.  He  means  that  where  it  has  been  tried 
by  governments  it  has  been  found  wanting,  but  it  is  still 
a  fond  dream  of  the  people  in  their  struggle  with  their  masters, 
the  capitalists.  Salazar  has  made  a  valuable  appraisal  of  the 
case,  and  presumably  his  opinion  is  true.  Time  alone  then 
must  bring  the  answer. 

This  present  war  is  declared  to  be  not  merely  national,  of 
nation  against  nation,  but  a  struggle  of  the  state  against  the 
individual  and  the  private  rights  of  its  citizens;  that  is 
state  ownership  in  Russia,  and  state  control  in  Germany, 
against  individual  ownership  and  private  rights.  The  war 
will  undoubtly  speed  the  pace  of  time  in  settling  this  supreme 
problem  of  Communism  that  has  been  a  thorn  to  society  for 
a  hundred  years.  Russia  is  the;  guinea  pig  for  testing  out  the 
value  of  Communism.  Are  the  Russians  today  more  com- 
fortable than  they  were  under  the  brutal  Czars?  That  is 
the  precise  query  that  brings  out  the  Red  Revolution  in  its 
true  inwardness.  Would  other  nations  be  satisfied  to  live  like 
Russia?  That  the  Russians  can  tolerate  the  present  condition 
is  not  strange,  for  like  barbarians  they  have  been  accustomed 
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to  slavery  for  centuries  and  perhaps  there  is  some  improve- 
ment in  their  condition. 

THE   CHURCH   BETWEEN   TWO   FIRES 

Does  the  Church  stand  Avith  the  capitalists,  or  does  she 
stand  with  the  Reds?  She  is  truly  between  the  two  fires.  If 
the  atheism  of  the  Red  were  not  involved  it  might  be  good  to 
see  the  Reds  stand  up  to  the  ruthless  capitalists  and  then 
wait  for  a  knock-out. 

The  Church  is  indeed  what  the  capitalists  call  socialistic. 
She  believes  and  teaches  that  the  state  must  supply  the  living 
wage  to  all  laborers,  skilled  and  unskilled,  at  all  costs  of  the 
citizens ;  she  must  succor  the  poor  by  all  kinds  of  necessary 
laws  accordingly  as  the  conditions  of  time  and  place  may 
demand.  She  teaches  that  in  time  of  depression  and  as  long  as 
it  lasts  all  property  rights  must  yield  to  the  paramount  duty 
of  bringing  security  and  comfort  to  the  unemployed.  Social- 
ism raay  go  far  in  times  of  public  destitution  but  when  times 
are  prosperous  and  men  can  earn  a  living  individual  rights 
come  back  to  their  theorotic  balance  and  the  taxation  that 
approaches  confiscation  may  be  removed.  If  taxation  that 
approaches  confiscation  is  just  in  time  of  Avar,  how  much 
more  is  it  just  when  the  poor  are  starving  at  the  doors  of  the 
rich. 

The  problem  however  of  rich  and  poor  is  too  fundamental 
to  our  nature  for  a  politic  and  economic  solution,  and  so 
justice  must  ahvays  call  on  charity  to  help  out  the  remedy. 
"The  poor  you  shall  have  always  with  you,"  came  from  the 
mouth  of  God  Himself  when  He  was  among  us.  He  said  also 
that  the  poor  would  have  the  Gospel  preached  to  them  and 
that  He  was  the  God  of  the  poor. 

The  Church  too  began  in  the  slums  of  the  ancient  cities  of 
paganism.  In  Rome,  the  first  Church  was  an  abandoned 
lodging  house  of  soldiers  in  Trastevere,  the  poor  Jewish  quar- 
ters of  porters  and  sailors  and  beggars,  and  not  the  royal 
Lateran  that  came  only  a  hundred  years  afterwards  by  the 
munificence   of  Constantine. 
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St.  James  speaks  of  the  rich  as  though  they  were  already 
damned.  Was  St.  James  a  Socialist?  Did  Socialism  get  its 
notions  from  primitive  Christianity?  How  vexed  then  the 
whole  problem  is!  Human  nature  is  a  fallen  nature  that 
needs  more  than  science.  The  state  must  put  on  many  a  patch 
of  so-called  socialistic  legislation,  and  the  Church  too  many 
a  patch  of  Christian  charity  to  cover  the  nakedness  of  the 
poor. 

We  say  then  that  the  Church  does  not  stand  with  the 
capitalists  and  we  stop  short  lest  it  be  said  that  she  stands 
with  the  Reds. 


LOOKING  FORWARD 

WHEN  looking  forward  to  the  fate  of  Communism  and 
also  to  that  of  its  natural  and  ardent  opponent  Capitalism 
in  the  new  era  following  the  present  war  we  listen  to  differ- 
ent opinions;  two  of  them  extreme  that  favor  Communism  on 
the  left  and  Capitalism  on  the  right,  and  also  a  compromise 
opinion  in  the  centre.  This  central  opinion  was  sounded 
the  other  day  by  a  prominent  speaker  of  his  class,  Signor 
Pavolini,  the  Italian  Minister  for  Natural  Culture.  Commun- 
ism he  said  still  remains  the  chief  enemy  of  culture,  freedom 
and  progress;  but  nevertheless  the  present  war  must  mean, 
if  not  the  complete  overthrow  of  the  Capitalistic  order,  at 
which  Communism  aims,  at  least  a  substantial  modification  of 
it.  "A  new  order  in  the  world  is  being  prepared  in  which 
policy  will  depend  on  economics.  Hitherto  economics  fol- 
lowed policy."  This  means  that  business  interests  should  take 
the  lead  before  mere  nationalism.  Will  this  ever  be,  that  the 
flag  will  follow  the  material  happiness  of  the  people  and  the 
square  deal?  The  other  two  opinions  are:  that  the  people  will 
follow  the  state  as  tribal  slaves  like  in  Russia,  or  remain  the 
traditional  thralls  of  the  Capitalist. 

Communism,  we  always  say,  belongs  to  a  backward,  prim- 
itive people,  not  enterprising  enough  to  take  care  of  them- 
selves individually,   as  we  see  in  tribes  that  hunt   and  fish 
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together  and  divide  the  catch;  perhaps  too  like  primitives 
sow  a  meager  harvest  in  a  communal  field,  then  snatch  the 
harvest  and  move  on  like  nomads  to  other  sites  of  activity. 
A  cultured  people  will  never  submit  to  be  herded  and  fed  at 
a  public  crib.  Communism,  among  civilized  people,  would  be 
a  temporary  indication  of  defeat  and  despair,  and  also  a 
fierce  protest  against  Capitalism  when  a  handful  of  crafty  ex- 
ploiters own  the  country  and  the  multitudes  are  shivering  and 
pining  in  starvation. 

"What  however  is  the  more  common  forecast  for  the  time  of 
the  future?  America,  the  New  World,  men  say,  will  become 
old,  like  the  Old  World  of  Europe,  with  conditions  of  rich  and 
poor  and  struggle  for  livelihood  fixed  like  fate.  The  former 
Eldorado  of  this  country  of  easy  fortunes  to  be  made  by  floods 
of  immigrants  has  already  disappeared  and  some  people  now 
return  to  Europe  with  the  hope  of  improvement.  The  New 
World  then  has  passed  away. 

The  mass  production  of  industry  we  are  told,  and  even  of 
farming,  has  thrown  millions  out  of  work ;  they  are  not  need- 
ed. Politicians  will  have  their  hands  full  to  take  care  of 
these  unemployed,  especially  after  the  new  and  temporary  puff 
of  war  trade  has  disappeared  again. 

INDICATIONS  SUPPLIED  BY  PRESENT  DAY  POLITICS 

Will  there  be  in  America  a  poor  proletariate  dragging  along 
on  a  meager  dole,  or  will  politics  force  a  new  distribution  of 
wealth  and  thus  create  a  new  era?  Such  are  the  thoughts  of 
millions  in  the  United  States  on  the  legislation  of  the  New 
Deal;  they  think  that  the  New  Deal  can  at  least  stave  off,  to 
some  extent,  the  rigours  of  hard  business  legislation  and  the 
balancing  of  the  budget.  The  poignant  question  is:  can  the 
budget  be  balanced  and  men  kept  from  starvation?  Should  the 
New  Deal  continue,  even  if  the  budget  grows  more  unbalanced  ? 

The  Capitalists  who  would  balance  the  budget  at  all  costs 
declare  now  in  despair  that  Mr.  Roosevelt  will  be  nominated 
and  elected  for  a  third  term.  What  then  has  time  in  store 
for  us,  we  ask  again,  as  we  wateh  indications  of  polities  and 
listen  to  the  prophets? 
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OUR    LADY    OF  FATIMA 

By  REV.  ALPHONSE  BELANGER, 

St.  Augustine's  Seminary- 

PORTUGAL,  1140   -  1940. 

TO  the  West  of  Spain,  facing  the  broad  Atlantic  Ocean, 
there  lies  a  small  country  which  has  a  history  unique  and 
interesting.  Up  until  the  year  eleven  hundred  and  forty,  al- 
though the  Portuguese  themselves  may  have  at  heart  considered 
their  land  an  independent  one.  in  reality  it  was  not.  It  had 
been  dominated  successively  hr  the  Celts,  Graeco-Phoenicians, 
the  Carthaginians  and  the  Romans.  Later  on  in  the  fifth 
century  the  Roman  culture  was  supplanted  by  the  Goths  and 
from  the  eighth  onwards  by  the  Moors.  In  the  year  1140, 
however,  thanks  to  the  courage  and  genius  of  Alfonso  Hen- 
riques,  Portugal  really  began  to  enjoy  the  privilege  of  being 
independent.  And  this  independence  it  has  retained  until  this 
present  day.  And  thus,  this  year,  the  year  1940,  it  is  eight 
hundred  years  old.  And  for  a  countrj^  to  have  eight  centuries 
of  history  behind  it  is  indeed  worthy  of  note.  To  quote  Oli- 
veira  Salazar  himself,  Portugal's  prime  minister:  "A  country 
eight  centuries  old,  is  rare  or  unique  in  Europe  and  indeed  in 
the  whole  world,  especially  if  we  lay  down  as  a  condition  that 
the  country  during  eight  centuries  should  have  had  the  same 
people,  the  same  nation,  the  same  state." 

During  its  first  years  of  existence  as  an  independent  state 
its  leaders  concentrated  their  efforts  in  the  formation  of  na- 
tionality and  in  the  consolidation  of  independence.  This  first 
stage  Avas  then  followed  by  a  period  of  discovery  and  the  Por- 
tuguese can  well  be  proud  of  the  grand  work  of  exploration 
carried  on  by  their  forefathers.  Some  travelled  to  the  coast 
of  Africa  and  won  islands  for  the  motherland.  Others,  such 
as  Vasco  da  Gama,  made  his  way  to  India  by  sea,  while  Alvares 
Cabral  succeeded  in  reaching  the  shores  of  Brazil.  These  are 
but  a  few  of  the  illustrious  sons  of  Portugal.     To  them  we 
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could  add  such  names  as  Afonso  de  Albuquerque,  the  founder 
of  a  marvellous  Empire  in  the  East ;  Camoes,  the  ' '  singer  of 
Portugal's  epic  achievement,  and  Gil  Vicente,  the  founder  of 
the  modern  drama  of  Europe,"  And  in  the  development  and 
spread  of  Portugal's  culture  and  learning  we  should  include 
her  many  missionaries  who  not  only  brought  Christianity  to 
many  a  barbarian,  but  who  also  played  a  great  part  in  the 
colonization  of  virgin  lands.  And  so,  up  until  near  the  mid- 
dle of  the  nineteenth  century,  we  could  say  that  Portugal 
really  developed  splendidly  in  many  ways  with  Christian  prin- 
ciples having  their  place  in  the  minds  and  lives  of  the  people. 

Unfortunately,  however,  from  then  until  around  1926, 
Portugal  frequently  found  itself  face  to  face  with  troubles 
of  various  sorts.  Due  to  French  invasions,  the  burden  of  civil 
war,  and  the  greed  of  politicians,  her  financial  status  became 
deplorable.  "Except  for  a  brief  spell  of  two  years,  1913  and 
1914,  the  Portuguese  budget  had  been  unbalanced  ever  since 
1854."  Yes,  one  after  another  she  had  to  confront  with  both 
financial  and  political  problems.  No  hope  of  success  seemed 
in  view  until  in  1926,  when  General  Gomes  da  Costa  came  to 
her  assistance.  His  efforts  followed  by  those  of  Oliveira  Sala- 
zar,  the  present  Prime  Minister  and  financial  genius,  made 
Portugal  what  it  is  to-day,  namely,  one  of  the  best  governed 
countries  in  the  world.  It  has  steadily  progressed  socially, 
economically  and  financially. 

Thus  far  we  have  tried  to  look  at  Portugal  from  a  financial, 
political  and  social  viewpoint  during  her  first  eight  centuries. 
What  could  we  say  of  her  religious  sentiment  during  the  same 
period?  Happily  Portugal  always  placed  its  destiny  in  the 
hands  of  Divine  Providence  and  in  a  particular  way  did  it  dedi- 
cate itself  to  the  Immaculate  Mother  of  God.  In  1147  was 
begun  "the  building  of  the  great  church  and  monastery  of 
Our  Lady  of  Alcobaca."  In  1153  the  monastery  was  given 
over  to  Saint  Bernard  and  his  monks,  "so  that  the  praises  of 
God  and  of  His  Holy  Mother  might  resound  there  perpetually, 
and  a  blessing  be  assured  to  the  king  and  his  people."  "Thus 
in  a  manner  unparalleled  in  the  history  of  nations,  did  Portu- 
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gal  take  Our  Lady  as  its  Queen  in  the  very  moment  of  its 
national  birth."  Then  in  1646  King  Joao  IV  formally  recog- 
nized anew  "Our  Immaculate  Lady  as  Patroness  and  Defender 
of  the  realm."  This  "patronage  of  Our  Lady  Immaculate  over 
Portugal  was  re-confirmed  by  Pope  Clement  X  in  1677  and  by 
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Pope  Pius  XI  in  1936."  Thus  i\Iary  has  always  had  her  place 
in  the  Portuguese  nation  and  as  a  result  has  ever  been  its 
guide  and  protectress. 

THE  PROTECTRESS  VISITS  HER  PEOPLE. 

As  has  already  been  pointed  out,  in  the  year  1917  Portu- 
gal was  in  a  state  of  turmoil  from  within  and  from  without. 
From  within  because  there  was  a  constant  unrest  due  to  finan- 
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cial,  political  and  social  conditions;  from  without  because 
Europe  was  at  war.  Then  in  the  midst  of  such  conditions  a 
marvellous  event  occurred.  On  May  13,  1917,  near  a  little 
village  called  Fatima,  situated  about  75  miles  North  of  Lisbon, 
Our  Blessed  Mother,  Portugal's  Protectress  for  centuries,  ap- 
peared to  three  little  children  who  Avere  busy  watching  their 
sheep.  Two  of  them  were  brother  and  sister,  a  small  boy  of  9 
and  a  little  girl  of  6 ;  the  other  was  a  cousin,  a  little  girl  of 
10.  They  first  became  aware  of  a  strange  happening  when  to 
their  surprise  they  saw  a  flash  of  lightning  in  a  perfectly' 
clear  sky.  Fearing  a  storm  w^ould  blow  up,  they  started  home- 
wards with  their  sheep.  They  had  not  gone  very  far  when 
another  flash  of  lightning  startled  them  and  looking  around, 
they  beheld  over  a  tree  a  beautiful  lady — about  eighteen  years 
old,  clothed  in  white,  with  a  mantle  richly  edged  in  gold  cover- 
ing her  head  and  flowing  round  her  body.  Around  her  neck 
was  a  golden  cord  ending  in  a  tassel.  Her  hands  were  joined 
and  from  them  hung  a  white  rosary  of  pearly  beads  with 
cross  attached.  "Her  feet  Avere  partly  obscured  by  a  shim- 
mering cloud  resting  lightly  upon  the  tree."  Naturally  the 
children  were  at  first  afrighted  but  the  beautiful  Lady  told 
them  to  have  no  fear.  In  passing,  we  might  note  that  the 
little  girl  of  six  only  saw  her,  the  little  boy  of  nine  both  saw 
and  heard  her  speak,  and  the  little  girl  of  ten  saw  her,  heard 
her  and  spoke  to  her.  The  Blessed  Virgin  told  them  to  return 
to  this  spot  every  thirteenth  of  the  month  until  October.  She 
assured  them  that  She  w^ould  appear  to  them  and  that  during 
the  last  apparition  would  tell  them  who  She  was  and  would 
confirm  all  her  statements  by  the  working  of  a  wondrous 
miracle.  The  apparition  lasted  for  about  ten  minutes.  On 
each  occasion  the  beautiful  Lady  had  her  same  message  for 
them :  they  and  others  were  to  do  penance  and  to  say  the 
Rosary  daily  so  that  peace  might  come  to  a  troubled  world. 

After  Our  Lady  left  them  the  children  agreed  that  the 
matter  would  be  kept  a  secret.  However,  as  one  might  presume, 
it  did  not  remain  a  secret  very  long,  and  in  no  time  the  whole 
village  and  surrounding  country  were   acquainted  with  the 
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miraculous  happening.  Faithfully  did  the  children  return  each 
13th  of  the  month,  and  each  time  Mary  appeared  to  them 
with  the  same  message.  As  could  be  expected,  not  only  did 
the  children  gather  in  the  little  valley  near  the  middle  of 
each  month,  but  large  crowds  of  adults  also  made  their  way. 
Only  in  the  month  of  August  was  there  no  apparition  on  the 
thirteenth  because  the  civil  authorities,  angry  at  the  disturb- 
ances caused  in  the  village  as  a  result  of  it  all,  had  the  children 
imprisoned.  It  was,  however  of  little  avail.  "When  the  three 
were  left  free  shortly  afterwards.  Our  Heavenly  Queen  looked 
down  upon  them  on  the  eighteenth  of  the  month. 

Here  it  might  be  well  to  give  in  some  detail  the  last  ap- 
parition, that  is,  the  one  that  took  place  on  October  13,  1917. 
Immense  crowds  had  gathered  for  this  event  because  they 
had  heard  that  a  great  miracle  was  to  take  place  on  that  day. 
"It  was  estimated  that  upAvards  of  seventy  thousand  were 
actually  present.  There  had  been  a  great  deal  of  rain,  the 
ground  was  soft  and  muddy."  It  continued  to  rain  during 
the  night  of  the  twelfth  and  was  still  raining  on  the  morning 
of  the  thirteenth. 

Around  noon  of  that  day,  the  Blessed  Virgin  finally  ap- 
peared and  when  asked  who  she  was,  she  replied:  "I  am  the 
Lady  of  the  Rosary,  and  I  have  come  to  warn  the  faithful  to 
amend  their  lives  and  ask  pardon  for  their  sins."  The  Blessed 
Virgin  fulfilled  the  promise  to  bring  Our  Lord  and  St.  Joseph 
with  her  on  this  occasion.  Thus  the  children  had  a  vision 
of  the  Holy  Family:  "Our  Lady,  wearing  a  white  tunic  with 
a  blue  cloak,  St.  Joseph,  bearing  the  Infant  Jesus  in  His  arms, 
both  being  clothed  in  red  garments."  Then  Our  Lord  appeared 
alone,  a  grown  man,  blessing  the  people,  and  was  joined  in  a 
few  moments  by  Our  Lady,  now  garbed  as  the  Mother  of 
Dolours.  Finally  Mary  showed  herself  as  Our  Lady  of  Mt. 
Carmel. 

Then  the  great  event  that  every  one  was  awaiting  took 
place.  ''Suddenly  the  rain  ceased,  and  the  people  looking  to 
the  zenith  saw  the  sun,  or  what  they  took  to  be  the  sun. 
It  had  the  appearance  of  a  plaque  of  dull  silver — could  be 
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looked  at  without  any  strain  and  resembled  an  eclipse.  But  as 
the  crowd  gazed,  the  sun  began  to  revolve,  like  some  gigantic 
wheel  throwing  out  great  shafts  of  colored  light  Avhich  flashed 
and  fell  upon  sky  and  earth.  It  seemed  as  if  the  sun  were 
about  to  drop  out  of  the  firmament.  After  a  few  minutes  the 
movement  ceased,  only  to  be  repeated  a  second,  and  a  third 
time,  during  a  space  of,  altogether,  about  ten  minutes."  This 
wonderful  spectacle  at  first  caused  admiration  but  finally  led 
to  prayer.  This,  then,  was  the  great  miracle  Mary  had  chosen 
to  assure  the  children  and  the  people  that  it  was  indeed  our 
Heavenly  Mother  who  had  manifested  herself,  and  that  her 
warnings  and  pleadings  should  be  humbly  received  and  obeyed. 

Since  all  this  took  place  only  a  comparatively  short  time 
ago,  one  might  ask  oneself  are  the  children  who  had  such  a 
privilege  still  living?  No,  not  long  afterwards,  in  April,  1919, 
Francisco  died  and  was  followed  by  his  sister  in  February, 
1920.  The  only  one  who  survived  was  Lucia.  She  entered  the 
Sisters  of  St.  Dorothy,  making  her  first  vows  in  October,  1928, 
and  her  final  profession  in  1934.  And  in  this  community  she 
has  labored  and  prayed  until  this  present  day. 

Meanwhile  a  beautiful  shrine  to  Our  Lady  has  been  erected 
at  the  Cova  da  Iria,  the  place  of  the  apparitions,  to  which 
thousands  of  pilgrims  flock  annually.  And  here  as  in  so  many 
other  places,  Mary  has  manifested  to  the  world  her  power  of 
intercession.  The  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind  and  others  have 
come  and  through  the  intercession  of  the  Mother  of  God  they 
have  been  restored  to  health. 

THE  STATE  OF  PORTUGAL  TO-DAY. 

In  the  first  part  of  this  paper  we  tried  to  give  a  picture 
of  the  financial  and  social  state  of  Portugal  from  1140  to 
1940,  pointing  out  especially  the  condition  around  1917,  the 
time  of  the  apparitions.  Briefly,  at  this  period  there  was  un- 
rest and  turmoil ;  to-day,  apart  from  the  fear  and  disturbance 
caused  by  the  present  war  in  Europe,,  Portugal  is  probably 
the  best  financed  country  in  the  world.  Moreover,  the  faith 
has  been  kept  alive  and  its  inhabitants  are  people  of  prayer. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  143 


Can  aii3^  one  doubt  that  the  prosperity  of  this  country  was 
and  is  due  to  Our  Lady  of  Fatima?  Ever  has  she  been  its 
Queen  and  Protectress.  And  as  a  result  of  her  apparitions  to 
those  three  Portuguese  children,  and  an  increase  of  devotion 
to  her  and  her  holy  rosary,  graces  in  abundance  have  been 
showered  upon  that  fair  land  of  Portugal. 

THE  CHURCH  AND  FATIMA. 

As  in  the  case  of  all  private  revelations  we  ask  ourselves 
what  is  the  attitude  of  the  Church  towards  those  of  Fatima? 
Has  she  put  her  seal  on  them  and  asked  us  to  put  our  faith 
in  them?  No,  for  she  never  does  this  in  the  case  of  private 
revelations.  It  is  true  that  the  miracles  which  followed  un- 
doubtedly confirmed  the  apparitions;  however,  no  official 
declaration  has  ever  come  from  the  Church  obliging  us  to  be- 
lieve in  them.  Nevertheless,  there  has  been  made  one  pro- 
nouncement by  the  Bishop  of  Leiria,  in  whose  diocese  Fatima 
is  to  be  found,  one  pronouncement  worthy  of  note,  and  it  is 
this.  On  November  15,  1930,  the  Bishop  wrote  as  follows  in 
a  pastoral  letter:  "In  virtue  of  what  we  have  explained  and 
of  other  matters  which  we  omit  for  brevity's  sake,  invoking 
humbly  the  divine  spirit,  and  placing  our  confidence  in  Mary 
Most  Holy,  after  taking  the  opinion  of  the  Reverend  consultors 
of  our  diocese,  we  have  the  pleasure 

(1)  To  declare  as  worthy  of  credit  the  visions  of  the  chil- 
dren in  Cova  da  Iria,  parish  of  Fatima,  of  this  diocese 
on  the  days  between  the  13th  May  and  October,  1917 : 

(2)  To  permit  officially  the  devotion  of  Our  Lady  of  Fa- 
tima." 

THE  SECRET  OF  FATIMA  AND   ITS   COMPARISON 
WITH  LOURDES. 

The  reader  no  doubt  thus  far  has  found  a  great  similarity 
between  the  story  of  Fatima  and  that  of  Lourdes.  And  indeed 
this  is  quite  true.  As  at  Lourdes  so  also  at  Fatima,  The 
Blessed  Virgin  did  not  choose  to  appear  in  the  most  beautiful 
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spot  of  the  country  but  rather  in  some  stony,  unattractive 
place.  At  Lourdes  and  at  Fatima  she  manifested  herself  to 
little  children  and  poor  ones  at  that.  At  both  shrines  won- 
derful miracles  have  been  wrought  to  give  honor  to  God  and 
His  Mother  and  solace  and  comfort  to  the  afflicted.  And  the 
secret  of  both  places  is  really  the  same;  the  secret  is  prayer. 
And  this  always  has  been  and  always  will  be  the  secret  of 
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Left — Little  Chapel  of  the  Apparitions. 

Centre — Monument  in  honour  of  the  Sacred  Heai't  and  the  mira- 
culous fountain. 
Right — Basilica  in  course   of   construction. 


peace  and  victory  in  this  world.  Should  we  ever  strive  to 
attain  peace  and  happiness  without  it  we  will  never  succeed. 
Lourdes  brought  people  to  their  knees,  filled  them  with  faith 
in  and  love  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  the  Blessed  Virgin ; 
Fatima  raised  their  minds  to  heavenly  things  and  superna- 
tural truths,  and  as  a  result  peace  did  come,  for  the  war  ended 
in  1918,  one  year  after  the  apparitions.  And,  although  both 
events  pay  homage  to  the  Mother  of  God,  the  Queen  of  Peace, 
perhaps  we  could  say  that  one  tends  to  stress  her  great  priv- 
ilege of  being  immaculately  conceived  whereas  the  other  re- 
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minds  us  that  Mary  is  the  Mediatrix  of  all  Graces.  We  have 
only  to  recall  to  mind  that  the  apparitions  at  Lourdes  took 
place  four  years  after  the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Conception 
had  been  proclaimed  in  1854,  and  this  confirmed,  as  it  were, 
the  solemn  teaching  of  the  Church.  At  Fatima,  however,  the 
world  was  in  need  of  peace,  and  Portugal  was  in  need  of  some 
one  to  put  her  finances  in  order  and  thus  restore  comfort  and 
rest  to  the  citizens.  By  her  apparitions  at  Fatima  Mary  let 
them  know  that  all  of  this  would  be  brought  about  by  pen- 
ance and  the  faithful  daily  recital  of  her  rosary.  In  other 
words,  these  graces  and  favours  which  were  needed  would  be 
obtained  through  her  intercession  and  mediation.  Or  as  one 
writer  put  it;,  ''Just  as  the  apparitions  at  Lourdes  in  1858 
threw  a  bright  light  on  the  doctrine  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception, so  do  the  events  at  Fatima,  in  1917,  focus  attention 
upon  Our  Lady's  glory  as  Mediatrix.  It  was  under  this 
title  that  Pope  Benedict  XV  appealed  to  her,  and  invited  the 
Catholic  World  to  appeal,  at  the  crisis  of  the  Great  War.  As 
though  jealous  of  her  prerogative,  she  gave  the  answer,  with 
startling  immediacy,  at  Fatima,  in  the  Cova  da  Iria. 

Lourdes  glorifies  the  first  of  Mary's  privileges;  Fatima  the 
last." 


"One  day  it  will  be  recognized  that  Portugal  is  governed 
by  an  original  system,  suitable  to  her  history  and  geography, 
which  are  very  different  from  all  others ;  and  we  wish  it  might 
be  understood  that  we  have  not  eschewed  the  mistakes  and 
vices  of  a  false  liberalism  and  a  false  democracy  in  order  to 
fall  into  others  which  might  be  even  worse,  but  rather  to 
reorganize  and  strengthen  the  country  in  the  principles  of 
authority,  or  order,  of  the  national  traditions,  reconciling  these 
with  those  eternal  truths  which  are  happily,  the  heritage  of 
mankind  and  the  crown  of  Christian  civilization."     (Salazar). 
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THE    PAST 

By  DR.  C.  T.  CURRELLY,  O.Medj.,  F.R.S.C,  F.S.A. 

The  writer,  Dr.  C.  T.  Currelly,  is  very  gracious  to  our 
magazine  in  contributing  this  very  artistic  sltetch. 

Professor  Charles  Trick  Currelly  is  the  Director  of 
the  Ontario  Museum  of  Archaeology  and  is  distinguished 
in  having  been  with  the  staff  of  the  Egypt  Exploration 
Fund  in  1902;  discovered  the  tomb  of  Aahmes  I.,  etc., 
took  part  in  two  Sinai  expeditions  with  Professor  Petrie; 
with  Professor  Neville  discovered  the  great  Cow  of  Deir 
el  Bahri  and  the  tomb  of  Mentuhotep  III  and  was  decor- 
ated by  the  Khedive  with  the  Order  of  Medjidieh.  For 
eight  years  he  collected  for  a  possible  Museum  and  has 
been  the  Director  of  the  Royal  Ontario  Museum  of  Arch- 
aeology since  it  was  opened  in  1914.  He  is  Professor 
of  the  History  of  Industrial  Art  of  the  University  of  To- 
ronto, author  of  Abydos  III,  the  Stone  Age  volume  of  the 
Cairo  Catalogue  and  part  of  the  researches  in  Sinai. 

THOSE  of  us  who  are  Canadian-born  have  an  attitude  to 
time  very  different  from  that  of  people  born  in  the 
Old  World.  If  you  were  brought  up  in  the  Old  Country  in 
a  village  where  the  church  is  14th  century  or  earlier  and  the 
house  you  lived  in  is  a  couple  of  hundred  years  old,  your 
connection  with  the  past  is  very  different  from  that  of  people 
brought  up  in  Canada,  where  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  takes 
us  right  back  to  very  early  times,  where  Greatgrandfather, 
if  we  have  a  greatgrandfather  buried  here,  lived  in  almost 
solid  forest. 

Stronger  even  than  in  Europe  is  the  feeling  for  the  past 
in  countries  where  a  more  or  less  desert  condition  causes  the 
survival  of  odds  and  ends  of  string,  scraps  of  clothing,  and 
other  domestic  articles.  This  was  tremendously  emphasized  a 
few  years  ago  in  Egypt,  especially  where  the  mounds  that  had 
been  built  up  by  the  villagers  over  many  centuries  or  millen- 
iums  were  being  cut  into  to  get  ashes  and  old  brick-dust  to 
spread  on  the  land.  You  could  begin  at  the  bottom  of  such 
a  cutting  and  pull  out  scraps,  and  if  you  knew  enough,  say, 
"  Oh !  this  was  used  at  such  and  such  a  time ;  and  this,  from  a 
littler  farther  up  in  the  mound,  was  such  and  such."     Till  by 
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and  by  you  could  say,  "This  was  the  time  of  Alexander  the 
Great,"  and  then,  "This  was  the  time  of  Christ.  This  up  high- 
er was  the  time  of  the  early  Church,"  as  occasional  Christian 
objects  kept  appearing.  And  so  on,  till  the  village  came  to  an 
end,,  as  happened  so  often,  with  the  dire  poverty  that  suc- 
ceeded the  Mohammedan  conquest  in  640  A.D. 

I  shall  never  forget  my  first  journey  out  and  up  into  the 
desert  that  runs  out  into  the  Sahara.  At  one  time  there  were 
numbers  of  short  tributaries  to  the  Nile  coming  in  on  either 
side.  It  is  generally  thought  that  these  rivers  were  active 
when  the  ice  was  melting  in  northern  Europe  at  the  end  of  the 
glacial  period  and  there  was  consequently  a  terrific  rainfall 
farther  south.  We  followed  up  a  valley  with  almost  perpen- 
dicular sides  about  a  thousand  feet  high,  till  we  came  to 
what  had  been  a  waterfall,  about  thirty  feet  high.  Great  hunks 
of  rock  were  at  the  bottom ;  the  edge  was  worn  where  the 
water  had  come  over.  We  followed  on  up  what  had  been  the 
bed  of  the  stream  until  we  came  to  the  rapids,  and  so  in  a 
comparatively  short  time  we  went  up  practically  the  whole 
thousand  feet.  Here  were  all  the  makings  of  the  most  gor- 
geous rushing  torrent — except  the  water;  but  there  had  been 
no  water  for  tens  of  thousands  of  years. 

On  the  upper  plateau  there  was  a  strange  sensation.  Lime- 
stone rock  had  gradually  worn  down  and  the  flints  in  it  had 
been  broken  into  small  pieces  by  the  action  of  heat  and  cold, 
till  the  whole  surface  of  the  plateau  was  covered  with  dark, 
rich,  chocolate-brown-coloured  flints.  The  original  flint 
masses  were  from  the  size  of  a  person's  head  up  to  three  or 
four  times  that  size,  but  now  they  were  in  quite  small  pieces. 
If  you  broke  one,  it  was  light  grey  inside.  The  brown  colour 
was  the  iron  and  manganese  that  had  come  to  the  surface  over 
thousands  of  years.  Nothing  moved :  there  was  nothing  to 
move.  And  that  gives  one  a  strange  feeling  somewhere  behind 
the  eyes.  On  and  on  the  plateau  seemed  to  go,  away  to  the 
horizon,  rolling,  here  and  there  valleys,  but  in  the  main  fairly 
level,  all  one  colour,  all  shimmering  as  the  flints  reflected  the 
sun  from  their  glossy  chocolate  surfaces.    I  felt  as  if  I  might 
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have  been  in  the  moon.  So  accustomed  are  we  to  movement 
of  grass,  twig  and  tree  that  it  seemed  strange  to  be  where  there 
was  no  movement. 

Some  miles  on,  we  came  to  a  spot  where  a  man  had  been 
before  us.  He  had  broken  his  pottery  waterbottle.  I  examined 
the  fragments.  He  had  been  there  about  two  thousand  years 
before  Christ,  roughly  four  thousand  years  before  my  visit, 
perhaps  a  litttle  more,  perhaps  a  little  less.  But  his  earthen- 
ware waterbottle  had  had  nothing  to  damage  it ;  it  was  just  as 
it  had  been  left  lying  there.  There  was  no  sandy  grit  to  cut 
it ;  the  very  little  rain  that  falls  would  not  hurt  the  terracotta ; 
and  the  sun  does  not  damage  it :  so  there  it  lay,  as  it  will  be 
for  another  few  thousand  years.  There  is  no  goat  to  step  on 
it ;  there  is  nothing  to  touch  it. 

Some  distance  on  I  came  upon  signs  of  a  caravan  having 
came  across  from  the  Great  Oasis.  A  stone  is  darker  on  the 
upper  surface  than  the  under,  so  if  you  kick  it  over,  it  will 
tell  the  tale  for  many  centuries,  till  that  side  gets  as  dark  as 
the  other.  Here  were  such  signs  of  the  presence  of  people, 
and  there  were  three  or  four  broken  pots,  as  if  there  might 
have  been  trouble.  The  pots  said  they  had  been  left  there 
in  the  days  of  the  early  Church,  at  the  time  of  the  introduction 
of  Christianity  into  Egypt.  The  style  of  pottery  has  changed, 
sometimes  slowly,  sometimes  rapidly,  but  there  has  always 
been  change  and  never  return.  The  first  business  of  the 
archaeologist  is  to  read  pottery.  That  is  his  ABC,  his  general 
guide  to  the  reading  of  the  past. 

So  the  past  and  the  present  in  that  part  of  the  world  are 
curiously  linked  together.  You  may  take  down  an  old  bit  of 
wall  and  build  yourself  a  house  with  it,  and  so  use  bricks  that 
are  one,  two,  three,  four  or  five  thousand  years  old,  because 
bricks  unless  cut  with  blowing  sand  are  fairly  permanent 
things.  The  English  child  in  Egypt  is  apt  to  say,  "Oh!  it's 
only  of  the  time  of  Christ."  In  the  Great  Oasis  there  are 
parvenu  families  still  called  El  Romani  (the  Romans),  who 
came  there  only  in  the  time  of  Christ  and  are  not  real  old 
settlers. 
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Many  of  the  customs  and  habits  of  present-day  Egyptians 
are  so  like  those  of  Biblical  times  that  Biblical  literature  reads 
as  naturally  to  them  as  any  of  our  contemporary  writings  do  to 
us.  If  we  wish  to  grasp  any  ancient  literature,  one  of  the 
most  important  things  is  to  know  the  meaning  of  the  nouns, 
what  the  nouns  look  like.  When  we  speak  of  Our  Lord  break- 
ing bread,  we  must  not  think  of  a  Toronto  bakery  loaf.  I 
think  most  of  us  love  pictures;  I  think  most  of  us  see  ideas  in 
pictures;  and  if  we  wish  to  see  any  literature  of  the  past 
clearly,  we  must  know  what  the  nouns  look  like. 


HOUSE    OF   GOD 

IF  ARABESQUE  the  walls  must  be. 
Lay  ivory  as  a  floor. 
The  richest  damask  hang  for  me 
And  dazzling  diamonds  garnered  see 
From  A^alley,  plain,,  and  moor. 
Let  be  a  wonder-maze  to  gods  enthrall, 
A  blinding  blaze  of  priceless  golden  hall, 
For  I  am  king. 

Of  boarded  earth  the  walls  may  be 
Let  chance  provide  a  floor, 
The  shabby  curtain  shelter  me, 
Uncostly  vessels  gathered  see 
From  direst  of  the  poor. 
Let  be  a  shambles  fit  to  men  appall, 
A  coffined  cache,  a  beggar's  hall. 
For  I  am  God. 

Louis  P.  Kirchner.  0.  Carm. 
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BOTTICELLI'S  VIRGIN  AND   CHILD 

An  Appreciation. 

By  SISTER  MARY  LEONARDA,   C.S.J. 

"  Q  0  NOW  thou  wilt  become  a  painter"  said  Mariano  Filipepi 
O  with  a  hopeless  sigh,  to  his  fourth  son,  Sandro,  who  hav- 
ing given  up  school  first,  then  when  he  had  seemingly  settled 
down  to  learn  to  become  a  good  goldsmith,  wanted  to  turn  his 
hand  to  something  else.  It  was  no  use  saying  "No"  for  this 
boy  of  his  could  never  be  forced  to  do  anything  but  what  he 
wished.  Before  very  long  Sandro's  good  father  had  no  further 
cause  to  complain.  The  boy  had  found  the  work  he  was  most 
suited  for,  and  so  the  world  heard  of  Sandro  Filipepi  after- 
wards known  as  Sandro  Botticelli.  We  place  before  our  readers 
a  copy  of  one  of  the  many  masterpieces  of  this  artist — "The 
Madonna,  Child  Jesus  and  St.  John,"  now  in  the  Louvre. 

This  is  a  devotional  picture  intended  to  fix  the  mind  on  a 
great  truth  —  the  incarnation  presented  as  a  mystery,  the 
aim  of  the  painter  being  to  lead  us  beyond  the  canvas  through 
Mother  and  the  Divine  Child  —  to  God. 

At  the  right,  in  a  garden  the  Blessed  Mother  sits ;  her  face 
in  profile  looks  down  under  deep,  full  eyelids  at  the  Child  who 
is  standing  on  her  lap.  The  face  of  the  Madonna  as  she  grace- 
fully and  tenderly  encircles  her  Divine  Son  is  full  of  pathos, 
but  it  has,  too,  the  meditative  melancholy  of  Botticelli's 
madonnas  although  the  head  is  somewhat  different  from  his 
usual  type;  the  hands  are  smaller  and  better  drawn  and  the 
fingers  are  somewhat  shorter  than  in  the  Madonna  of  the 
"Magnificat." 

A  rather  heavy,  flat  circular  form  crowns  the  delicate  head- 
dress of  the  Madonna  and  it  is  echoed  more  faintly  and  delicate- 
ly in  the  haloes  over  the  heads  of  St.  John  and  the  Infant 
Christ.  The  two  last  mentioned  haloes  are  transparent — the 
exquisitely  delicate  filigree  work  reminiscent  of  the  goldsmith 
and  through  them  the  forms  of  the  roses  show. 

The  Infant  Christ  is  an  exquisite  bit  of  childhood.  The 
tender  loveliness  of  his  chubby  face  as  he  looks  up  admiringly 
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at  his  sweet  Mother,  the  loving  inclination  of  His  little  curly- 
head  gently  touching  her  chin,  and  the  slight  love  pressure  of 
His  little  chubby  right  hand  at  her  throat  while  he  places  the 
left  arm  lovingly  around  her  neck — all  these  gestures  are  beau- 
tifully rendered. 

The  relationship  between  the  Madonna  and  Child  is  es- 
pecially noticeable — a  sweet  blending  of  the  human  and  divine. 

St.  John  is  at  the  left  of  the  picture  in  a  humble,  self-effacing 
attitude,  holding  a  light,  rude  cross  under  his  crossed  hands 
while  with  dreamy  wistful  expression  his  great  eyes  gaze  out 
of  the  picture.  Tradition  says  this  is  a  portrait  of  one  of  the 
sons  of  Lorenzo  the  Magnificent,  the  patron  of  Botticelli. 

The  closed  book  on  the  little  stand  relates  to  the  mystical 
message  of  the  Annunciation  and  is  emblematic  of  Mary  who 
bore  the  Divine  Message  to  mankind. 

In  the  lower  corner  of  the  picture  a  portion  of  the  arm  of 
an  elaborately  carved  chair,  breaks  the  mass  of  the  dark  blue 
robe  of  the  Madonna  and  so  balance  is  assured. 

The  background  bears  both  a  technical  and  a  psychological 
relation  to  the  subject  of  the  picture. 

The  rose  garden  is  typical  of  the  Lorenzo  age  and  is  ap- 
propriate as  a  background  for  the  Madonna,  the  'Rosa  Mystica' 
of  Dante's  Paradiso,  a  favorite  study  of  the  artist. 

There  is  also  aerial  perspective  in  the  picture  for  the  artist 
has  handled  his  paints  so  as  to  convey  a  sense  of  distance 
and  to  give  an  atmosphere  which  envelopes  the  figures. 

The  ear  of  wheat  is  an  allusion  to  the  bread  of  the  Euchar- 
ist. Through  Mary,  Christ  came  to  earth  to  be  the  'Bread  of 
Life'  for  man.  The  palm  trees  are  symbolic  of  martyrdom, 
the  cactus  of  the  sufferings  in  the  desert  of  life,  and  the  cypress 
trees  of  immortality. 

As  a  draughtsman  Botticelli  excels  in  the  delicate  grace  of 
his  contours,  and  an  irresistible  illusion  of  motion,  is  in  the 
lightness  and  easy  sweep  of  every  line. 

The  fine,  exact  treatment  of  the  wav^^  hair  is  typical  of 
Botticelli,  as  is  also  the  extremely  decorative  edgings  of  the 
Virgin's  robe. 


Paris,  Mus6e  Louvre.  Botticelli. 

THE  VIRGIN,  INFANT  AND  ST.  JOHN. 
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The  linear  effects  of  this  picture  are  well  worth  study. 
The  crossed  feet  of  the  Babe  fit  into  the  loose  encircling  sleeve 
of  His  Mother's  robe  and  the  line  from  St.  John's  arm  flows 
into  the  line  from  the  arm  of  Christ.  The  hand  of  the  Madonna 
is  repeated  like  a  chord  of  music,  in  the  hand  of  John. 

In  all  Botticelli's  compositions  design  is  the  strong  feature, 
indeed  so  strong  that  if  the  figures  should  fade  away  leaving 
but  the  significant  lines,  the  remaining  scroll  would  form 
a  perfect  pattern  in  design. 

Botticelli  is  an  idealist  who  can  introduce  realism  without 
lowering  his  subject.  The  tactile  values  in  the  picture,  are 
very  evident.  Note  that  where  cuffs  encircle  the  wrist,  the 
finger  can  be  slipped  up  the  sleeve  and  run  around  the  arm, 
and  also  how  the  little  crossed  feet  of  the  Christ  Child  rest  on 
the  open  sleeve  of  his  Mother's  cloak.  The  folds  of  the  robes 
and  veils  show  that  the  goods  exist  in  space. 

Botticelli's  colours  are  always  subordinate  to  form  and 
are  often  rather  a  tinting  than  actual  colour.  The  colours 
of  the  picture,  which  unfortunately  we  cannot  reproduce  here, 
glow  in  their  purity  like  gems,  while  the  Madonna  is,  in  the 
ancient  traditional  manner,  wearing  a  red  robe  covered  with 
a  deep  blue  cloak.  On  her  head  is  a  fine  lacey  veil  headdress, 
such  as  was  worn  by  the  women  of  Florence  in  the  painter's 
time.  The  soft,  red  drapery  binds  loosely  the  simple  garment 
of  the  Infant.  A  wider  scarf  of  a  deep  red  is  thrown  over  the 
left  shoulder  of  St.  John  showing  but  a  small  portion  of  a 
greenish  sheep  skin  garment  underneath.  Rich  red  colour,  in 
varied  tones,  ebbs  and  flows  over  the  three  figures,  thus 
securing  a  happy  unity  in  composition.  The  sky  is  a  flat 
grayed  green,  while  the  green  of  the  trees,  plants  and  flowers 
is  almost  lost  in  shade. 

The  painting  is  probably  an  altar  piece  taken  from  a 
church  in  Florence.  It  is  now  in  the  Louvre  and  although 
there  have  been  critics  who  have  disputed  the  artist,  Venturi, 
insists  it  is  not  only  a  Botticelli  but  one  of  his  best,  with  lights 
on  the  faces,  which  only  he  could  give. 
•  Sandro  Filipepi  or  Sandro  Botticelli  as  he  is  better  known, 
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was  born  in  Plorence  the  son  of  a  citizen  in  comfortable  cir- 
cumstances. The  nickname  of  Botticelli  is  said  to  be  derived 
from  the  "little  barrel"  which  was  the  sign  of  his  elder 
brother's  shop,  by  trade  a  leather  merchant.  Varsari  tells  us 
that  Sandro  had  been  "instructed  in  all  such  things  as  child- 
ren are  usually  taught  before  they  choose  a  calling." 

But  he  refused  to  give  his  attention  to  reading,  writing 
and  accounts  so  that  his  father,  despairing  of  him  ever  becom- 
ing a  scholar,  apprenticed  him  to  a  goldsmith.  Sandro,  a 
stubborn-featured  youth  with  large  quiet,  searching  eyes  and 
a  shock  of  yellow  hair — he  has  left  a  portrait  of  himself  on 
the  right  hand  side  of  his  'Adoration  of  the  Magi' — was  placed 
in  the  studio  of  Filippo  Lippi,  then  the  greatest  painter  in 
Florence.  Here  he  made  rapid  progress  and  soon  became  a 
great  favourite  with  his  master  who  realized  that  this  was  no 
ordinary  pupil. 

Sandro's  drawing  was  different  from  anything  else  the 
Master  had  seen.  His  figures  seemed  to  move  and  one  almost 
heard  the  wind  rustling  in  their  flowing  drapery.  Instead  of 
walking  they  seemed  to  be  dancing  lightly  along  with  a  sway- 
ing motion  as  if  to  the  rhythm  of  music. 

Young,  though  Botticelli  was,  Filippo  often  took  him  differ- 
ent places  to  help  him  and  so  it  was  that  he  worked  with  Fra 
Diamante  at  Prato. 

Lorenzo,  the  Magnificent,  who  ruled  the  city  of  Florence 
at  that  time,  glad  to  discover  a  new  painter,  invited  him  to 
the  palace  and  thus  Botticelli  became  a  great  favourite  at 
Court. 

But  pictures  of  saints  and  angels  such  as  Botticelli  loved 
to  paint,  were  somewhat  out  of  fashion,  for  the  courtiers 
thought  only  of  earthly  pleasure.  Then  the  artist  chose  his 
subjects  to  please  the  court  and  ceased  for  awhile  to  paint 
religious  themes. 

There  was  one  fair  lady  whom  Sandro  loved  to  paint — 
Simonetta  as  she  is  still  called,  whom  he  put  in  several  of  his 
greatest  works.  She  was  too  great  a  lady  to  stoop  to  a  humble 
painter  but  he  never  ceased  to  worship  her  from  afar.     He 


156 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

never  married  or  cared  for  any  other  fair  face,  just  as  Dante, 
whom  the  artist  loved,  dreamed  only  of  his  Beatrice. 

Attached  to  the  Court  of  Lorenzo,  Botticelli  shared  for 
some  time  the  enthusiasm  for  the  newly-found  treasures  of 
Greek  art  although  it  was  with  reluctance  that  he  yielded  to 
the  spell  of  revived  paganism.  He  know  Politian  well  and 
from  his  writings  borrowed  the  ideas  embodied  in  three  of  his 
great  classical  pictures. 

Later  he  became  an  ardent  disciple  of  Savonarola  and  al- 
though he  did  not  throw  his  pictures  into  the  'bonfire  of 
vanities'  he  gave  up  painting  pagan  subjects.  Under  his 
guidance  through  renunciation,  he  found  peace  of  heart  and 
mind,  and  from  then  on  he  painted  in  the  allegorical  manner 
of  Giotto.  Leonardo  da  Vinci  and  he  were  warm  friends. 
Botticelli  is  the  only  artist  that  da  Vinci  mentions  by  name  in 
his  treatise  on  "Painting"  and  to  him  he  refers  as  ''Our 
Botticelli." 

Certain  it  is  that  Botticelli  had  a  great  influence  on  the 
artists  of  his  time  and  not  only  did  he  impress  his  contemporar- 
ies but  he  founded  a  definite  school  of  imitators. 

Botticelli's  last  years  were  spent  alone  studying  and  il- 
lustrating Dante's  Divine  Comedy.  It  seems  almost  pathetic 
that  towards  the  end  of  his  life  he  who  had  loved  to  make 
his  figures  move  Avith  dancing  feet,  was  obliged  to  walk  with 
crutches.  The  roses  and  flowers  of  spring  had  faded  and 
instead  of  the  music  of  his  youth  he  heard  only  the  sound  of 
harsh  ungrateful  voices  in  the  flowerless  days  of  poverty  and 
old  age. 

Born  at  a  time  when  Italy  was  at  peace  except  for  family 
feuds,  many  artists  resorted  to  new  methods  but  Botticelli 
remained  conservative  and  adhered  to  tempera  (using  yolks 
of  egg)  while  others  experimented  with  poppy  and  linseed  oil 
in  mixing  colours. 

With  the  exception  of  his  frescoes  and  two  or  three  can- 
vases Botticelli's  pictures  are  on  wood. 

The  range  of  the  artist's  work  is  wide  and  over  all  he 
throws  the  glamour  of  his  personality.     There  is  a  mournful 
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note  in  his  pictures — a  mysticism  that  introduced  a  new  spirit- 
ual element  into  art — a  yearning  of  the  soul. 

In  the  Uffizi  Gallery  in  Florence  are  tAvo  other  Madonnas, 
somewhat  similar  to  the  one  we  write  about,  known  as  "The 
Madonna  of  the  Promegranate"  and  in  this  picture  the  Child 
is  peculiarly  attractive;  the  other  is  'The  Madonna  of  the 
Magnificat,"  and  this  owing  to  the  glowing  colouring,  the 
graceful  grouping  and  the  artistic  power  shown  in  every  de- 
tail, is  one  of  Botticelli's  best  works. 

Botticelli  painted  his  Madonnas,  his  saints  and  angels 
from  inspiration.  Like  Shelley  he  loved  the  winds.  For  him 
the  winds  had  an  imaginative  and  mystical  significance  and 
its  mysterious  breath  he  showed  in  floAving  hair  and  scarf 
and  drapery  in  his  pictures. 

He  loved  to  introduce  animal  figures  into  his  compositions. 
In  his  "Moses  at  the  Well"  the  sheep  are  marvellous  and  not 
only  sheepish  but  so  Avoolly,  one  is  tempted  to  touch  the  soft 
fleeces  while  in  another  of  the  'Scenes  from  Moses'  Ruskin 
wrote  about  the  little  dog  in  the  foreground — "I  can  assert 
without  doubt  that  there  is  not  any  other  such  piece  of  animal 
painting  in  the  Avorld — so  brief,  intense,  vivid;  as  tenderly 
drawn  as  if  it  had  been  a  saint,  yet  as  humourously  as  Land- 
seer's  Lord  Chancellor's  Poodle'." 

Only  after  an  acquaintance  with  his  pictures  do  Ave  become 
receptive  to  their  undefinable  beauty.  They  have  a  peculiar 
attraction  for  us,  today,  Avhose  lives  are  penetrated  with  con- 
flicting forces.  Botticelli  seems  to  have  had  in  a  high  degree 
the  double  power  of  feeling  intensely  and  at  the  same  time 
reflecting  Avhat  he  felt.  He  is  not  as  simple  as  Angelico  in  his 
perception  of  spiritual  beauty.  He  hesitates  looking  at  heaven 
first,  and  then  at  earth  as  if  unable  to  make  a  choice  and  it  is 
this  pathetic,  wistful  indecision,,  that  draws  us  again  and  again 
to  his  pictures. 

Throughout  the  ages  men  have  been  taught  that  art  con- 
cerns itself  with  the  beautiful. 

The  human  relation  of  child  to  mother  apart  from  the  re- 
ligious theme  is  beautiful  and  Avhen  in  addition  to  the  natural 
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love  of  mother  and  child  shown  in  .smile  and  caress  we  have 
solemnity  of  treatment,  we  have  something  finer.  One  can- 
not understand  the  power  and  charm  of  medieval  pictorial 
art  unless  one  understands  the  doctrines  of  Mother  Church. 

Christian  art  is  an  expression  of  man's  relation  to  God 
thus  it  necessarily  centres  on  the  visible  manifestation  of 
God  in  the  person  of  His  Divine  Son.  Mary  as  the  human 
link  between  God  and  the  human  nature  He  assumed,  is  thus 
invested  with  an  awful  dignity  not  attainable  by  any  other 
created  being. 

The  artists  throughout  the  ages  have  tried  to  give  their 
ideals  through  medium  of  form  and  colour  but  even  the  most 
exquisite  sense  of  form  and  colour  are  not  enough  to  attain 
spiritual  elevation  of  subject. 

Botticelli  has  done  his  work  well  and  many  of  his  religious 
conceptions  have  led  undisciplined,  battle-weary  men  to  un- 
swerving devotion  and  loyalty  to  her  whom  Dante  speaks  of — 

"Look  now  into  the  face  that  unto  Christ 
Hath  most  resemblance,  for  its  brightness  only 
Is  able  to  prepare  thee  to  see  Christ." 


The  great  religious  artists  painted  for  the  people,  for  be- 
lieving souls,  who  were  eager  not  to  admire,  but  to  worship, 
and  who  longed  for  the  symbols  of  their  faith.  Their  master- 
pieces were  never  made  to  hang  on  the  walls  of  the  wealthy 
to  be  gazed  at  as  objects  of  curiosity  or  artistic  skill. 
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DOES  GENIUS  COME  FROM  SOUL  OR  BODY, 

OR, 

IS  THERE  A  PSYCHO-NEURAL  DICHOTOMY? 

By  FRANK  T.  O'GRADY, 

St.  Augustine's  Seminary. 

THE  conventional  statement  that  human  nature  does  not 
change,  is  plausible  only  in  the  abstract.  Men  arc 
specifically  equal,,  i.e.,  all  are  persons,  and  are  free,  but  per- 
sonality is  realized  unequally  in  the  different  individuals. 
Men  are  individually  unequal. 

St.  Paul  says:  "Who  distinguisheth  thee?  .  .  .  every  one 
hath  his  proper  gift  from  God:  one  after  this  manner,  and 
another  after  that  .  .  .  There  are  diversities  of  graces  .  ..  of 
ministries  and  of  operations  .  .  .  All  flesh  is  not  the  same  flesh 
.  .  .  For  star  differeth  from  star  in  glory." 

According  to  the  Gettysburg  address,  all  men  are  equal, 
surely,  but  it's  what  they're  equal  to  that  makes  the  difference. 
A  Russian  proverb  has  it  that  one  Jew  is  equal  in  cheating 
to  2  Greeks,  1  Greek  to  2  Armenians  .  .  .  but  it  is  difficult  to 
judge  or  gauge  a  man  morally,  nor  is  there  much  point  to  it  out- 
side of  the  confessional.  No  one  is  entirely  useless.  Even  the 
worst  of  us  can  serve  as  horrible  examples. 

In  his  essay  on  "Presumption,"  Montaigne  said:  "of  all 
the  gifts  made  to  man  by  Nature,  the  most  justly  distributed 
is  judgment  (or  sense),  for  no  man  is  ever  displeased  with 
what  amount  of  it  he  may  have  received."  Of  course  this  re- 
fers to  a  subjective  estimation.  Let  us  try,  if  we  can  do  it, 
to  consider  our  problem  objectively.  For  instance,  in  the 
animal  kingdom,  individuals  differ.  Confucius  is  reported  to 
have  said:  "On  the  subject  of  race-tracks  it  has  been  proven 
for  a  long  time  now,  that  one  horse  can  run  faster  than  an- 
other; hence  the  futility  of  horse-races." 

INTELLECTUAL  DIFFERENCES   AMONG   MEN. 
One  ant  has  probably  about  as  much  instinct  as  another. 
In  man,   intellectual  gifts  are  allotted   in  quite  varying  pro- 
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portions,  and  as  one  man  has  a  keener  intelligence  and  quicker 
judgment  than  another,  so  also  perspicacity  and  broadness 
of  comprehension  vary — ^How  to  explain  it? 

SOLUTIONS. 

Solutions  fall  into  convenient  dichotomies.  It  would  seem 
that  most  people  attribute  individual  differences  to  opposing 
forces,  generally  only  two  in  number.  For  example,  some 
will  say:  ''The  answer  you  are  seeking  is  given  by  a  study 
of  heredity  and  environment,"  or  Nature  versus  Nurture,  as  it 
is  often  put.  Others  allege:  "Half  the  differences  are  to 
be  explained  from  the  body,  the  other  half  from  the  soul." 
Some  will  ramble  on  about  temperament  and  character,  per- 
haps with  a  reference  to  Astrology — What  is  the  real  an- 
swer? Or,  if  this  is  too  much  to  hope  for,  what  does  Scho- 
lastic Psychology  teach  on  Individual  Differences? 

Among  the  writings  of  the  Schoolmen,  little  is  found  treat- 
ing of  this  subject  as  such,  but  what  can  be  culled  here  and 
there  is  well  worth  the  effort.  As  a  separate  subject,  an  in- 
terest in  Individual  Differences  was  a  natural  outcome  of  the 
evolutionary  point  of  view.  Following  Darwin,  the  Ameri- 
cans have  led,  with  the  Germans  next  in  line.  This  refers 
especially  to  the  contemporary  study  of  genetics,  where 
biology  is  fast  encroaching  on  the  domain  of  pure  Psychology. 

PLATO,  ARISTOTLE  AND  AQUINAS. 

Prescinding  entirely  from  the  consideration  of  idiots,  im- 
beciles, morons,  paranoiacs,  Schizophreniacs,  etc.,  and  con- 
fining ourselves  to  the  study  of  normal  individuals,  what  is 
there  to  be  said?  Are  all  souls  alike  or  are  differences  solely 
due  to  the  body?  Plato  taught  that  souls  could  differ  but 
presumably  were  alike.  If  there  was  any  difference,  it  must 
needs  be  accidental  since  men  are  specifically  equal.  Aristotle 
develops  his  theory  of  the  relation  between  matter  and  form 
by  teaching  that  matter  is  destined  to  receive  form.  It  tends 
towards  its  form  with  something  akin  to  desire.  Thus  in  man, 
at  conception,  if  the  matter  is  perfectly  organized,  it  demands, 
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so  to  speak,  a  more  perfect  soul— and,  in  time,  an  animal  soul 
has  to  replace  the  vegetative  form  which  in  turn  gives  way  to 
a  rational  soul.  St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  following  Aristotle,  had 
the  idea  that  when  a  body  was  better  disposed  than  another 
to  receive  its  soul,  it  demanded  a  better  soul.  Thus  souls  may 
differ  accidentally. 

In  case  this  is  distasteful,  consider  a  comparison  between 
the  forms  or  souls  of  men  and  forms  of  inanimate  objects. 
Chemists  are  in  a  quandary.  Norwegian  iron  is  better  than 
any  other  iron,  yet  chemically  it  is  the  same!  Why?  Is  it 
purer  ore?    Or  might  there  be  a  difference  in  the  form? 

BODILY  DIFFERENCES. 

Coming  to  those  differences  which  arise  from  the  body, 
we  meet  this  interesting  theory  of  Aristotle  and  the  Thomists 
generally:  Among  men,  those  who  have  the  best  sense  of 
touch  have  the  best  intelligence.  A  sign  of  which  is  that  we 
observe  those  who  are  refined  in  body  are  well  endowed  in 
mind— a  child  by  reason  of  its  soft  body  is  most  impressionable. 
Along  with  this,  consider  the  scholastic  axiom  that  round-faced 
people  (brachycephalic)  are  contemplatives  by  nature  whilst 
long-faced  people  (dolichocephalic)  are  more  active.  There  is  the 
striking  dichotomy  of  pie-faced  and  hatchet-faced  individuals. 

Caesar  said: 

"Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat; 
Sleek-headed  men  and  such  as  sleep  o '  nights : 
Yon  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look; 
He  thinks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous. ' ' 

Cassius  had  a  hatchet  face, 

INFLUENCE   OF  HEREDITY. 

Since  constitution  depends  so  much  on  inheritance,  a  word 
about  the  latter  will  not  be  amiss.  An  irate  parent  once  wrote 
Prof.  Stephen  Leacock,  saying:  "My  son  has  been  studying 
Economics  under  you  for  the  past  six  months  and  still  he  knows 
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nothing  about  it.    How  do  you  explain  it  ? "    Leacock  answered : 
"I  think  it  must  be  hereditary!" 

Undoubtedly  this  is  a  most  important  factor.  On  the  sub- 
ject of  biological  inheritance,  Dr.  Halliday  Sutherland  says 
the  child  is  the  product  not  of  two  parents  but  of  four  grand- 
parents. A  good  point  to  remember  when  bright  little  Johnny 
is  the  offspring  of  a  couple  of  blockheads. 

To  what  extent  is  there  an  hereditary  character  to  marked 
intellectual  superiority?  Contrast  this  with  the  education  re- 
ceived as  well  as  a  favourable  nurture.  Doctors  tell  us  that 
insanity  alone  is  inherited.  There  is  a  popular  opinion  that 
genius  borders  on  insanity.  Are  we  justified  in  including  genius 
with  insanity  as  something  definitely  inherited?  The  more 
common  opinion  is  that  nearly  all  individual  differences  come 
from  the  body,  which  is  subject  to  a  conditioning  process  from 
birth  (and  even  before)  right  to  the  grave— Just  as  the  increase 
of  weight  and  height  is  both  absolutely  and  relatively  greater 
in  infancy  than  subsequently,  so  naturally  the  first  phase  of 
psychical  development  is  one  of  particularly  rapid  progress. 
Peculiar  traits  appear  very  early.  For  example :  Most  men, 
particularly  bachelors,  believe  that  all  babies  are  alike.  Tests 
were  made  at  the  Yale  Clinic  of  Child  Development  in  1934, 
which  disprove  this.  Five  normal  infants  were  examined  and 
extensive  cinema  records  were  made.  Briefer  tests  were  made 
again  when  the  same  children  were  5  years  old.  A  trained 
and  unbiased  observer  who  had  never  seen  the  infants  under- 
took a  detailed  analysis  of  the  records.  With  the  two  sets  of 
appraisals  it  was  possible  to  make  a  comparative  study.  The 
findings  must  not  be  over-generalized  but  they  strongly  indi- 
cate that  certain  fundamental  traits  of  individuality  whatever 
their  origin,  exist  early,  persist  late  and  assert  themselves 
under  varying  environmental  conditions.  As  far  as  we  are 
concerned,  the  experiments  demonstrate  the  existence  of  indivi- 
dual differences  even  as  early  as  infancy  and  therefore  we  will 
not  be  tempted  to  explain  too  much  by  the  influence  of  an  en- 
vironment after  the  age  of  reason  and  up  until  the  end  of  a 
"higher"  education. 
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ENVIRONMENT:      DO   TWINS   DIFFER? 

Probably  every  one  of  us  has  known  a  set  of  identical 
twins.  "John  and  Paul  look  so  much  alike,"  we  are  told, 
"especially  John!"  A  comparison  of  identical  twins,  reared  in 
separate  homes  is  the  best  possible  witness  for  the  influence  of 
environment.  "Fraternal  twins,"  the  expression  is  technical, 
develop  from  separate  ova  which  happen  to  be  fertilized  at 
the  same  time.  On  the  other  hand,  IDENTICAL  twins  develop 
from  one  fertilized  ovum  (which  divides  completely  and  forms 
two  separate  individuals)  and  therefore  they  have  exactly  the 
same  heredity.  Four  years  ago,  at  the  University  of  Chicago,  19 
such  pairs  of  "identical"  twins  (brought  up  in  different 
homes)  were  thoroughly  examined.  They  differed  remarkably. 
Expressed  in  terms  of  the  Intelligence  Quotient,  one  set  differed 
by  24  points!  The  lower  score  would  put  that  individual  in 
the  lowest  fifth  of  the  whole  population  and  the  higher  score 
in  the  highest  fifth.  This  is  unanswerable  proof  of  the  result 
of  environment  without  any  help  from  heredity. 

ASTROLOGY:   CAN  IT  BE  A  FACTOR? 

As  a  last  factor,  may  we  quote  St.  Augustine:  "It  is  not 
altogether  absurd  to  ascribe  the  mere  differences  between  bodies 
to  the  influence  of  the  stars" ;  and,  St.  John  Damascene  says  that 
the  various  planets  produce  in  us  various  temperaments,  habits 
and  dispositions,  St.  Thomas  says  this  too,  viz. :  The  heavenly 
bodies  co-operate  indirectly  to  the  goodness  of  our  intelligence. 
All  are  following  Aristotle.  In  the  past,  undoubtedly  the  im- 
portance of  Astrology  was  exaggerated  and  although  ECCLE- 
SIASTES  says:  "The  number  of  fools  is  infinite,"  please 
remember  that  Aristotle  was  nobody's  fool.  After  all,  do  not 
the  planets  cause  our  seasons  and  therefore  affect  climatic  con- 
ditions? In  his  De  Regimine  Principum,  Aquinas,  advising  a. 
Ruler  to  chose  a  temperate  climate  wherein  to  build  his  city, 
remarks  that  all  peoples  who  live  near  the  sun  have  keener 
intellects.  On  the  other  hand.  Northern  tribes  .  .  .  are  more 
dull-witted.     In  Aristotle's  "Politics"  the  same  idea  is  found. 


164 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

We  are  inclined  to  admit  an  influence  upon  our  intelligence 
due  to  climate  and  even  (indirectly)  due  to  the  stars;  but  not 
to  a  very  great  extent.  We  are  subject  to  laws  which  are  phy- 
sical and  cosmic,  vegetative  and  animal,  ethnic,  atavistic,  here- 
ditary, economic  and  historic;  but  this  is  as  individuals  for  as 
persons  we  are  free.     As  Cassius  had  it: 

"The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars 
But  in  ourselves  that  we  are  underlings." 

To  conclude :  Why,  then,  was  St.  Thomas  such  a  genius  ? 
Was  it  because  he  was  a  seventh  son  ?  Because  he  was  so  bulky  ? 
If  the  latter,  how  can  one  explain  Tony  Galento?  Was  Jerome 
Savonarola  such  a  character  because  he  had  an  orator's  mouth 
and  a  nose  such  as  is  supposed  to  belong  to  all  great  men?  If 
so,  why  was  not  Cyrano  de  Bergerac  more  famous?  Is  Musso- 
lini a  leader  because  he  looks  like  Napoleon?  If  so,  who  did 
Napoleon  look  like?  Perhaps  it  is  best  to  stick  to  Shakespeare. 
In  Macbeth,  Duncan  says  :  ' '  There 's  no  art  to  find  the  mind 's 
construction  in  the  face." 

HAVE  WE  A  PLACE  FOR  PHRENOLOGY? 

Consider  the  brain-capacity  of  the  prospective  genius.  On 
the  subject  of  craniology.  Professor  Lombroso  of  Turin  says 
that  there  is  a  "criminal"  type  ...  a  heavy  lower  jaw  .  .  . 
which  may  lead  to  over-thickness  of  the  skull  at  the  point  of 
articulation;  as  a  consequence  the  cranial  capacity  is  distinctly 
less  than  normal  .  .  .  The  superciliary  ridges  often  project  and 
give  the  beetling-brow  effect  .  .  .  The  nose  is  somewhat  flattened, 
and  may  be  crooked.  This  further  encroaches  upon  the  cranial 
capacity.  A  perfect  example  of  the  type  would  be:  J.  Edgar 
Hoover ! 

Speaking  very  generally,  we  would  say  that  a  large  brain 
capacity  would  be  a  help.  However,  facial  angle  isn't  much 
of  a  clue,  e.g.,  Socrates  and  Descartes  had  receding  foreheads 
and  still  they  were  rather  intelligent! 

Whether  you  are  a  genius  or  not,  thank  God  for  what  gifts 
you  have  and  remember  that  imagination  was  given  to  man  to 
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compensate  for  what  he  isn't.     Humour  was  given  to  man  to 
console  him  for  what  he  is. 

This  essay  does  not  claim  to  solve  the  problem  of  the  origin 
of  genius.  It  is  merely  an  attempt  at  examining  a  few  of  the 
more  interesting  factors.  May  we  say  then  that  Individual  Differ- 
ences come  from  the  body  and  are  explained  primarily  by  a  dif- 
ference in  the  brain  and  nervous  systems. 


When  you  are  listening  to  your  favourite  radio  programme 
you  are  actually  hearing  it  before  the  audience  in  the  studio 
or  theatre  from  which  it  is  being  broadcast,  even  though  you 
may  be  1,000  miles  away.  Like  light  waves,  radio  waves 
travel  through  the  ether  at  a  speed  of  over  11,000,000  miles  a 
minute.  Sound  waves  travel  through  the  air  at  the  compara- 
tively tortoise-like  speed  of  12i/^  miles  a  minute.  The  studio 
listener  gets  his  programme  via  air,  you  get  yours  via  ether 
so  you  are  ahead  of  him.  This  difference  in  the  conducting 
medium  is  also  noticeable  during  a  thunderstorm.  You  see 
the  flash  of  lightning  before  you  hear  the  thunder,  although 
in  reality  the  flash  and  thunderclap  occur  simultaneously.  A 
soldier  killed  in  battle  could  never  hear  the  sound  of  the 
cartridge  firing  the  bullet  that  caused  his  death,  since  the 
bullet  travels  faster  than  the  sound. 


r 
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LOOKING    AT    SPAIN 

By    REVEREND    GENADIUS    DIEZ,    O.S.B. 

AMIDST  the  thundering  noises  of  war  which  today  fill 
the  world,  very  little  or  nothing  is  heard  concerning 
Spain  where  the  sinister  rumblings  of  cannon,  the  nerve-shatter- 
ing roaring  of  war-planes  and  the  devastating  explosions  of 
bombs  have  given  place  to  the  acclamations  and  songs  of  a 
whole  people  greeting  peace  and  saluting  Avith  joy  the  new 
vistas  which  the  constantly  advancing  spiritual  and  material 
reconstruction  of  the  land  they  love  is  opening  for  them.  In 
North  America,  even  the  Catholic  press  seem  to  be  unaware 
of  many  of  the  most  significant  manifestations  of  the  new  life 
pulsating  in  the  soul  and  body  of  Spain.  Let  us,  therefore, 
withdraw  our  eyes  from  the  dark  clouds  hanging  so  menacing- 
ly over  so  much  of  the  world  and  fix  them,  at  least  for  a  few 
short  moments,  on  the  Spanish  scene.  There  we  can  still 
see  not  a  few  lingering  clouds  and  many  monuments  to  the 
havoc  caused  by  the  fury  of  the  recent  hurricane,  but  we  can 
also  see  that  a  new  Spring  sun  is  beginning  to  flood  the  land 
and  that  its  light  and  warmth  are  quickening  the  life  that  was 
almost  extinct.  No  doubt,  the  Spanish  people  will  still  have 
to  face  numerous  difficulties  and  conquer  many  obstacles,  but 
they  will  do  so  with  the  assurance  that  the  battles  of  Peace 
will  be  won,  with  God's  help,  with  the  same  determination 
and  with  the  same  measure  of  success  that  brought  them  vic- 
tory on  the  Avar  battle  fields. 

■ 

MAGNITUDE  OF  THE  TASK  CONFRONTING  SPAIN 

The  war  of  liberation  brought  to  Spain  problems  of  un- 
precedented magnitude :  enormous  material  destruction,  great 
spiritual  and  moral  values  annihilated,  systematic  despolia- 
tion by  the  Reds  of  the  economic  wealth — private  and  public 
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— of  the  nation,  and  the  national  unity  threatened  by  the 
residues  of  an  old  political  system,  with  its  groups  and  factions, 
which  left  as  inheritance  to  the  present  generation  a  divided 
Spain,  a  Spain  with  joyless  villages  and  wretched  dwellings, 
with  public  functionaries  hungry  and  laborers  without  em- 
ployment, with  thousands  of  lives  cut  short  yearly  by  the 
scourge  of  tuberculosis,  with  a  frightfully  high  infant  mor- 
tality, and  with  the  irritating  contrast  of  sumptuous  palaces 
and  miserable  hovels.  To  make  the  task  still  heavier,  the 
current  European  war  has  added  and  is  adding  new  difficul- 
ties and  hardships  to  those  already  existing  by  disrupting  the 
normal  flow  of  trade  upon  which  Spain  must  depend  in  her 
present  needs  for  essential  raw  materials  and  necessary  for- 
eign exchange. 

Under  these  circumstances,  the  work  of  reconstruction 
cannot  progress  as  swiftly  as  the  Caudillo  and  his  Government 
had  planned,  and  this  unavoidable  retardation  in  the  rhythm 
of  national  recovery  has,  unfortunately,  given  rise  to  some 
murmurings  of  criticism  and  dissatisfaction  among  certain 
groups  which  seem  unable  in  the  smallness  of  their  minds 
and  hearts  to  sacrifice  or  forego  their  private  interests  and 
comforts  for  the  good  of  the  whole  nation.  These  individuals 
cannot  prevent  the  realization  of  the  national  revolution  un- 
dertaken by  Franco  and  the  Falange,  but  they  can  render  it 
more  arduous  by  adding  new  problems  to  those  produced  by 
the  war,  by  present  world  conditions,  and  by  decades  of  na- 
tional economic,  social  and  spiritual  disorder. 

However,  there  is  no  reason  for  alarm  or  pessimism. 
These  problems  might  have  proved  insoluble  to  any  of  the 
Governments  that  ruled  Spain  before  Franco  for  more  than 
one  hundred  and  fifty  years,  but  today  the  immense  majority 
of  the  Spaniards  have  unlimited  faith  in  their  Caudillo  and, 
feeling  supremely  confident  that  he  will  lead  to  final  victory 
in  Peace  as  he  did  in  "War,  are  Avilling  to  unite,  willing  to 
make  great  sacrifices  for  the  Spain  they  have  for  so  long 
dreamed  about  and  longed  for.  This  readiness  to  unite  and 
to  make  sacrifices  is  in  itself  a  veritable  revolution. 
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ECONOMIC   AND  SOCIAL   RESURGENCE 

One  fundamental  economic  aim  of  the  new  Spanish  rulers 
is  to  multiply  the  national  wealth,  without  permitting,  how- 
ever, a  small  sector  of  the  population  to  concentrate  in  their 
hands  most  of  the  riches,  as  in  the  days  when  heartless  capi- 
talism had  a  free  rein.  The  Government  is  determined  that 
the  old  monstrous  and  un-Christian  distribution  of  wealth, 
which  enabled  the  few  to  live  in  luxury  while  the  many  enjoyed 
only  a  mere  subsistence,  shall  be  exiled  from  the  new  Spain 
born  of  the  labours,  sufferings  and  sacrifices  of  all  the  classes. 
This  is  a  matter  where  no  compromise  can  be  expected  from 
General  Franco.  In  his  message  for  the  New  Year  broadcast 
to  the  whole  nation  on  the  31st  of  December  of  last  year,  he 
spoke  of  the  imperative  necessity  of  a  more  equitable  distri- 
bution of  wealth  and  of  his  firm  resolution  to  make  it  a  reality, 
and  concluded  with  the  following  words:  "This  we  felt  and 
announced  when  our  volunteers  were  departing  for  the  war 
fronts ;  this  we  affirmed  over  the  blood  still  warm  of  our  dead, 
and  this  is  demanded  by  the  profound  Catholic  nature  of  our 
Movement." 

To  multiply  the  national  wealth,  so  that  all  the  Spaniards 
may  enjoy  a  fair  share  of  the  goods  with  which  the  Creator 
has  blessed  their  land,  the  Government  has  embarked  upon 
a  vast  program  of  economic  development  of  unprecedented 
magnitude  in  modern  Spanish  history.  I  regret  that  in  this 
brief  article  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  do  more  than  mereh' 
point  out  the  most  outstanding  signposts  which  indicate  to 
the  observer  the  principal  fields  of  activity  and  the  main 
routes  which,  it  is  confidently  hoped,  will  bring  Spain  to  more 
prosperous  and  happier  days.  These  signposts  carry  the  fol- 
lowing directions :  Increase  and  improvement  of  railroads, 
highways,  and  harbours;  increase  of  the  merchant  fleet  to 
close  one  of  the  gaps  through  which  Spain  has  in  the  past 
been  bled  of  much  of  its  wealth ;  extension  of  irrigation  facili- 
ties to  free  hundreds  of  thousands  of  acres  of  land  from  the 
caprice  of  the  elements  and  to  render  them  much  more  fruit- 
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fill ;  extensive  and  intensive  reforestation ;  progressively  ac- 
celerated harnessing  of  water-power  in  which  Spain  is  so 
rich ;  establishment  of  many  new  industries  for  the  production 
of  an  extraordinarily  large  number  of  articles  for  which  Spain 
can  supply  the  necessary  raw  materials  in  almost  unlimited 
quantities,  but  which  up  to  the  present  have  been  imported 
from  abroad  with  the  consequent  bleeding  of  the  national 
economy. 

In  the  social  field,  every  effort  is  being  made  to  heal  the 
wounds  left  open  and  festering  by  thirty  months  of  war  and 
by  long  decades  of  economic  and  social  injustices.  Thousands 
of  prisoners  have  had  their  sentences  reduced  or  altogether 
remitted,  and  the  institute  for  the  redemption  of  the  prisoner 
through  labor  is  carrying  on  a  kind  of  work  Avhich  is  emin- 
ently Christian  in  its  conception  and  execution.  According 
to  this  Christian  method  of  dealing  with  prisoners,  the  latter 
are  treated,  not  as  hated  enemies  that  must  be  made  to  taste 
the  full  bitterness  of  deserved  punishment,  but  as  misguided 
members  of  the  same  Spanish  family  to  be  redeemed  and 
cherished.  They  are  re-educated  and  trained  in  some  trade  or 
occupation,  so  that  upon  obtaining  their  freedom  they  may 
take  their  place  in  society  as  useful  citizens,  as  Spaniards 
worthy  of  the  name.  While  in  prison,  they  mvist  work ;  not 
as  convicts,  however,  but  as  workers  receiving  ordinary  stan- 
dard wages  for  their  labor,  and,  in  addition,  two  days  are 
subtracted  from  their  sentence  for  every  day  of  work.  Their 
religious  education,  which  in  very  many  cases  may  be  pro- 
perly called  rechristianization.  is  provided  for  by  courses  of 
instrviction,  conferences,  spiritual  exercises,  etc.  Thus  humane 
and  Christian  treatment  of  the  prisoners  has  met  with  univer- 
sal approval  in  the  nation  and  is  expected  to  remove  bitter- 
ness, resentment  and  hatred  from  their  hearts,  at  least  in  the 
ease  of  those — and  they  were  very  numerous — who  had  been 
deceived  and  misled  by  their  false  leaders  by  whom  they  were 
deserted  in  the  hour  of  defeat. 

The  work  of  "Auxilio  Social"  (Social  Help),  the  fight 
against  tuberculosis,  the  campaign  in  favour  of  the  child  and 
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the  mother,  the  establishment  of  the  family-wage,  and  the 
construction  of  ever  more  numerous  modern  sanitary  dwell- 
ings for  the  poor  and  lower-middle  classes — of  all  of  which  I 
spoke  to  the  readers  of  the  Lilies  in  a  former  article — are 
being  continued  with  undiminished  zeal,  despite  the  increased 
difficulties  occasioned  by  the  great  European  conflict. 

PROSPECTS  FOR  THE  FUTURE. 

If  the  problems  inherited  by  the  new  Spain  at  the  con- 
clusion of  a  devastating  war  appear  enormously  great,  and  if 
the  reconstruction  program  of  the  Government  and  of  the 
Falange  seems  to  be  beyond  the  normal  possibilities  of  a  tor- 
tured land,  the  Spaniard,  nevertheless,  has  every  reason  to 
feel  optimistic  concerning  the  future.  This  optimism  is  based 
on  the  encouraging  reality  that  Spain  possesses  in  plentiful 
abundance  all  the  elements  necessary  for  a  splendid  revival. 

The  land  contains  in  its  bosom  immense  stores  of  untapped 
mineral  resources  of  all  kinds,  including  large  unexploited 
gold  deposits,  and  its  agricultural  wealth  with  proper  develop- 
ment and  improvement  will  be  more  than  sufficient  for  more 
than  twice  the  present  population.  Franco  has  declared  most 
emphatically  his  unchangeable  resolution  that  the  standards 
of  living — admittedly  very  low  heretofore — shall  be  greatly 
raised,  which  in  turn  will  bring  about  a  corresponding  in- 
crease in  the  consuming  power  of  all  classes.  But  to  avoid 
ruinous  speculations  and  cut-throat  competitions  the  Govern- 
ment, having  learned  from  the  disastrous  economic  and  social 
upheavals  of  the  past,  will  bend  every  effort  to  the  end  that 
between  production  and  consumption  there  may  be  harmoni- 
ous co-ordination. 

RELIGIOUS  REVIVAL. 

To  a  Catholic  Spaniard,  acquainted  with  the  decaying  state 
of  religion  in  pre-war  Spain,  the  frequent,  or  rather  daily, 
manifestations  of  the  new  spiritual  vitality  running  through 
the  body  of  the  nation  is  an  ever  increasing  source  of  joy  and 
consolation  and  of  hope  for  the  future.     The  religious  pano- 
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rama  of  Spain  has  passed  from  the  freezing  winter  of  skep- 
ticism, indifference,  neglect,  and  materialism  into  the  smiling 
and  promising  spring  of  reviving  faith,  of  increasing  fervour, 
and  of  a  more  spiritualized  outlook  in  life.  These  new  signs, 
so  sweet  and  comforting  to  the  heart  of  every  Catholic 
Spaniard,  are  manifest  in  all  classes  of  society  and  in  all 
phases  of  the  national  life. 

In  this  national  Catholic  revival,  Franco  and  his  Ministers 
are  playing  a  most  important  role.  By  legislation  based  on 
Christian  principles,  by  public  utterances  and  by  their  exam- 
ple, they  are  effectively  co-operating  with  the  Church  in  bring- 
ing the  country  closer  to  Christ.  That  this  last  statement  is 
not  an  exaggerated  expression  of  a  dream  is  made  evident  by 
the  economic,  social  and  educational  legislative  enactments  of 
the  new  State.  A  mere  superficial  examination  of  the  same 
will  show  that  they  are  solidly  based  on  the  fundamental 
Christian  principles  of  justice  and  charity.  The  members  of 
the  Government  seem  to  take  special  pains  to  avail  themselves 
of  every  opportunity  to  make  public  profession  of  their  Ca- 
tholic Faith  by  their  words  and — what  is  much  more  im- 
portant and  convincing — by  their  actions,  and  to  urge  on 
the  people  the  re-Christianization  of  minds  and  hearts.  It 
may  truly  be  said  without  exaggeration  that  a  new  vitalizing 
spiritual  breeze  is  softly  agitating  Spain.  Eloquent  witnesses 
to  this  fresh  spiritual  vitality  are  the  Crucifix  restored  to  a 
place  of  honour  in  Government  centres,  in  universities  and  all 
other  schools,  in  the  courts  of  justice,  in  the  assembly  halls 
of  scientific,  literary,  and  artistic  societies,  on  the  speakers' 
platform  at  the  congresses  of  youth  organizations,  etc.,  etc., 
the  new  educational  system  with  its  deep  spiritual  content,  and 
the  religious  formation  of  the  members  of  such  groups  as 
the  Phalangist  Youth  Organizations  for  boys  and  girls. 

And  if  the  above  were  not  enough  witnesses,  see  the  crowd- 
ed churches,  with  the  men  no  longer  ashamed  to  public  pro- 
fession of  their  Faith  as  in  the  summer-days  of  Liberalism 
when  the  public  practice  of  Religion  was  considered  a  weak- 
ness unworthy  of  a  strong  man;  see  the  millions  of  men  and 
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women — old  and  young — who  filled  the  church  and  streets 
of  cities  and  villages  during  the  last  Hoh^  Week  to  render 
their  Divine  Redeemer  the  homage  of  their  repentance  and  of 
their  gratitude;  see,  above  all,  the  extraordinary  numbers  of 
men  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  a  Confessor  and  at  the  Communion 
table. 

This  year  the  whole  Spanish  nation  is  celebrating  the  19th 
centenary  of  the  apparition  on  the  banks  of  the  Ebro,  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  in  mortal  flesh  to  the  Apostle  St.  James  the 
Great  and  the  fervour  and  enthusiasm  that  have  swept  the 
nation,  and  the  endless  chain  of  pilgrims  flocking  to  Zaragoza 
from  far  and  near  to  pay  humble  and  fervent  homage  to  their 
Mother  and  Lady  cannot  but  convince  the  most  skeptical  that 
Spain  is  in  truth  returning  to  Christ  and  to  Nuestra  Senora — 
Our  Lady.  Well  may  the  youth  of  Spain  sing  that  "In  Spain 
it  has  begun  to  dawn!" 


Generalissimo  Francisco  Franco  is  the  incarnation  of  the 
ideal  of  the  Spain  of  our  time.  He  personifies  in  his  valour 
and  political  intelligence,  the  regenerated  will  of  the  country. 
Is  it  any  wonder  Franco  is  the  authentic  Caudillo  of  the  Span- 
iards ?  He  is  not  considered  so  only  by  a  few  of  the  articulate 
but  by  the  total  population  who  have  already  renewed  a  tra- 
ditional policy  and  have  found  in  the  glorious  sacrifice  of  the 
war,  a  faith  in  a  great  and  spiritual  future.     (Spain). 
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ONLY  A    ROSE 

By  REV.  FATHER  DE  SALES,  O  CARM. 

IT  seems  hardly  possible  that  such  common-place  things  as 
air,  water,  sunlight  and  soil  transform  a  tiny  seed  into  a 
sweet  smelling,  beautifully  colored,  soft  petalled  rose.  In 
the  spring  the  little  seed  is  placed  in  the  ground  where  it 
waits  for  April  showers.  During  the  month  of  May,  it  un- 
folds itself  in  fragrance  and  beauty  for  "April  showers  bring 
May  flowers."  But  not  every  seed  blossoms.  That  is  the 
pity  of  it.  The  seed  must  first  of  all  be  planted,  otherwise  it 
will  never  blossom.  After  it  is  planted,  those  April  showers 
are  necessary.  Without  them,  it  will  never  come  above  the 
ground.  Once  above  the  ground,  it  must  have  plenty  of  air 
and  sunlight,  otherwise  it  will  not  grow  and  unfold  itself. 
What  a  loss  to  flower-lovers  are  those  seeds  that  have  never 
been  planted !  The  ones  that  have  been  planted  but  have  been 
deprived  of  the  other  essentials  of  life  are  an  even  greater 
loss,  for  they  have  taken  up  ground  space  and  the  precious 
time  of  the  gardener. 

In  a  sense,  everyone  is  a  flower-lover.  Everyone  is  a 
lover  of  beauty  and  fragrance  —  our  very  nature  demands 
that  our  senses  of  smell  and  sight  be  supplied  with  suitable 
objects.  So  we  are  all  flower-lovers,  even  if  we  do  not  know 
it,  because  we  naturally  love  beauty  and  fragrance.  Roses 
have  a  strong  appeal  for  most  of  us  not  only  because  of  their 
beauty  and  fragrance,  but  also  because  we  are  accustomed  to 
enjoy  so  many  of  them  at  one  time,  thus  catering  to  our  yen 
for  quantity  as  well  as  quality.  If  you  have  noticed,  roses 
usually  come  in  large  quantities,  in  bouquets.  There  is  the 
•bouquet  that  we  send  to  our  sick  friend  in  the  hospital,  the 
bouquet  that  is  given  to  our  favorites  at  commencement  ex- 
ercises, the  blanket  of  roses  given  in  token  of  esteem  and 
homage  to  our  deceased  relatives,  and  the  small  corsage  worn 
by  almost  every  girl  at  the  prom.     It  is  very  seldom  that  we 
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see  a  rose  all  by  itself.  It  seems  that  a  rose  all  by  itself 
loses  at  least  some  of  the  color  that  it  might  reflect  from  the 
other  roses  when  it  is  in  a  bouquet. 

Let  me  tell  you  of  a  little  rose-bud  that  grew  in  a  garden 
with  many  other  roses  but  far  surpassed  them  in  beauty  and 
fragrance.  When  it  blossomed,  this  rose-bud  gave  color  to  the 
other  roses  in  the  garden  and  was  so  beautiful  and  fragrant 
that  flower-lovers  all  over  the  world  heard  about  its  wonder- 
ful qualities  and  some,  just  for  the  asking,  were  allowed  to 
take  priceless  petals  from  it. 

This  little  rose-bud  was  named  Therese  but  remember  "A 
rose  by  any  other  name  Avould  smell  as  sweet."  She  was 
planted  by  God  a  little  bit  earlier  than  most  seeds  are  planted 
but  God  planted  her  in  French  soil  and  spring  comes  early  in 
France.  On  January  2nd,  1873,  she  came  to  our  earth.  Her 
Gardener  was  God  but  He  appointed  two  helpers,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Martin,  to  take  care  of  her  because  He  had  countless 
other  rose-buds  to  look  after.  Nevetheless,  because  she  was 
an  exceptionally  promising  bud,  He  occasionally  showed  His 
interest  by  personal  attention  in  many  ways.  The  soil  in  which 
she  was  planted  was  fallow,  for  it  also  sprouted  a  Joan  of  Arc, 
a  Bernadette,  a  Theophane  Venard  and  a  Cure  d'Ars.  The 
assistant  gardeners  were  capable.  They  had  experience  with 
other  exceptional  buds  named  Pauline,  Marie,  Celine  and 
Leonie.  So  when  our  little  bud,  Therese,  first  showed  herself 
above  the  ground  she  began  to  bloom  right  away.  Then  the 
Oardener  noticed  her,  gave  His  assistants  another  bud  to  take 
eare  of,  and  immediately  started  to  supervise  personally  the 
growth  of  Therese.  She  started  to  bloom  early  and  on  April 
9th,  1888,  was  transplanted  into  the  Carmelite  Nursery  at 
Lisieux.  There,  under  the  watchful  eye  of  the  Gardener,  she 
became  the  most  beautiful  and  the  most  fragrant  flower  of  His 
Nursery.  For  a  short  time  the  Gardener  would  not  share  the 
beauty  and  fragrance  of  His  special  with  any  of  the  other 
flower-lovers.  But  they  started  to  grow  tired  of  the  ordinary 
culture  of  roses  and  were  beginning  to  allow  their  senses  to 
become  dull  and  to  be  content  with  artificial  substitutes.  Then 
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the  Gardener  put  on  display  His  pride  and  joy,  the  result  of 
His  tender  care  and  watchful  vigilance.  On  May  17th,  1925, 
Therese,  the  little,  special  rose,  bloomed  for  the  world  to  enjoy. 
On  that  day  she  was  given  a  title  and  was  called  Saint  Therese. 
The  Gardener  was  generous  on  that  day  and  allowed  us  not 
only  to  look  at  His  prized  possession  on  display  but  let  us 
also  breathe  deeply  of  its  fragrance.  He  allowed  us  to  breathe 
so  deeply  that  it  would  take  us  the  rest  of  our  lives  to  exhale 
the  perfume,  to  exhale  it  on  others  with  whom  we  came  in 
contact.  The  Gardener  was  generous,  indeed.  Before  we  left 
the  display.  He  said  we  might  tell  others  about  Saint  Therese. 
We  could  refer  to  her  as  "The  Little  Flower"  and  every  flower- 
lover  would  know  whom  we  meant.  His  generosity  was 
crowned  when  He  told  us  that  we  could  have  a  petal  from 
the  Little  Flower  if  w€  would  ask  for  one.  But,  more  than 
petals,  she  gives  us  little  roses  reflecting  her  own  beauty  and 
fragrance  because  of  the  touch  of  her  hand.  I  asked  her  for  a 
rose  and  she  gave  me,  in  her  generosity,  a  shoot  from  the 
same  stem — a  vocation  to  her  own  culture,  her  own  Order. 
Why  don't  you  ask  her  for  a  rose?  Roses  of  health,  roses  of 
vocation  to  every  state  in  life,  roses  of  conversion,  roses  of 
success,  roses  of  love  and  roses  of  peace  and  happiness  have 
been  obtained  from  her.  She  has  roses  of  every  species  which 
are  yours  for  the  asking.     Just  say  to  her: 

"Dear   Little   Flower   of   Jesus 
List'  to  my  humble  prayer. 
Send  me  from  Realms  Eternal 
Rose  petals  rich  and  rare !" 
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WAS    IT   A    MISTAKE? 

By  W.   VENAN 

LOOKING  like  a  toy  drum  major  with  his  red  hat,  bearing 
in  yellow  letters  the  name  of  the  hotel  set  on  the  side  of 
his  head,  in  his  white  coat  and  long  trousers,  but  feeling  as 
important  as  a  real  major,  Josef  stood,  alert  near  where  the 
Avaiters  were  served  with  their  trays.  His  brown  eyes  roved 
about  the  dining-room  with  its  cosmopolitan  gathering  seated 
around  the  tables,  under  the  light  of  the  chandelier,  and  the 
Spanish  waiter,  Ramon,  passed  around  ladling  out  soup.  The 
eyes  of  more  than  one  diner  met  those  of  Josef.  There  was  an 
attraction  about  the  tilt  of  his  head,  his  bright  face,  in  the  cool 
independence  radiating  about  his  four  feet  ten  inches  of  sturdy, 
slim  boyhood.  Even  the  great  Monsignor  seated  at  the  head 
of  the  centre  table  had  made  friends  with  Josef  when  a 
humorous  remark  of  his  drew  an  equally  humorous  remark 
from  Josef  that  made  Monsignor  laugh  heartily. 

Monsignor  spoke  French  fluently,  while  most  of  the  other 
visitors  spoke  it  with  an  accent  which,  perhaps,  was  respon- 
sible for  Josef's  slight  air  of  superiority.  He  had  respect  for 
the  majority  who  stuck  to  their  own  language,  though  his 
listeners  generally  looked  blank  when  he  insisted  in  jabbering 
to  them.  He  never  looked  blank  when  listening  to  them — just 
smiled  and  with  a  shrug  and  gesture  of  his  hands,  turned 
away. 

Oh  yes,  M'sieur,  the  proprietor,  was  a.s  particular  about  his 
gar  con  as  he  was  about  the  qualifications  of  his  chef,  for 
though  the  town  of  Lourdes  teemed  with  visitors  and  pilgrims, 
competition  between  the  hotels  was  keen.  A  friendly  atmos- 
phere was  desirable.  This  love  of  la  tres  Sainte  Vierge  drew  the 
same  pilgrims  to  her  shrine  again  and  again,  and  generally  those 
who  stayed  at  his  hotel  liked  to  stay  the  next  time.  When  autos 
drew  up  at  the  door  Josef's  smiling  little  face  was  the  first  that 
greeted  the  occupants. 
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Though  seemingly  unconscious  of  it,  the  garcon  was  aware  of 
his  worth.  His  cool,  humorous  eyes  roved  around.  Laughter 
and  conversation  rippled ;  cutlery  tinkled  against  china ;  a 
strolling  violinist  at  the  door  of  the  room  was  playing  "Blue 
Danube."  Josef  liked  the  atmosphere  of  the  hotel ;  liked  his 
job  here,  where  life  was  interesting.  He  had  learned  to  dis- 
tinguish the  various  nationalities :  the  Belgians  with  their  black 
hair  and  pale,  leaden-coloured  faces,  who  sat  talking  among 
themselves,  happy  in  a  quiet  fashion,  displaying  little  curiosity 
regarding  their  fellow  guests,  though,  Josef  often  thought, 
feeling  just  as  curious  as  those  Irish,  who  frankly  gazed  at 
everyone  without  appearing  impolite,  because  they  were  na- 
turally gay  and  restless ;  the  English,  cool  and  undemonstrative, 
not  always  pleased  with  the  food;  the  Americans,  nonchalant 
and  generous. 

Just  now  Josef  judged  the  entire  United  States  from  Mr. 
Jim  Mooney — referred  to  by  Josef  as  the  American  M'sieur, 
though  he  was  Irish,  his  only  connection  with  the  great  con- 
tinent being  his  articles  in  New  York  papers.  Tall  and  slim, 
there  was  a  boyishness  about  the  man  which  contradicted  the 
lines  in  his  high  forehead,  and  the  expression  of  tiredness  in 
blue  eyes,  naturally  bright  and  alert.  Josef's  eyes  rested  on 
him :  fastidious  he  seemed  at  first  glance,  but  the  impression 
soon  faded.  Even  now,  as  he  sat  back  in  his  chair  listening 
to  the  music,  he  was  running  his  long  fingers  through  the  fair 
hair,  setting  it  in  a  riot  of  disorder. 

Josef  liked  the  man  and  wondered  at  the  story  Ramon  told 
about  him.  This  was  his  second  visit  to  Lourdes,  Ramon  said 
he  came  for  **copy."  But  Josef  suspected  that  he  came  for 
more  than  "copy."  Last  night  when  the  torchlight  procession 
was  over,  and  most  of  the  people  had  gone  to  their  hotels  he 
had  seen  the  man  at  the  Grotto  praying  as  only  one  who  is  in 
sorrow  can  pray.  Mademoiselle — Madam's  younger  sister  — 
knew  all  about  the  American  M'sieur  because  she  had  been  at 
school  with  his  wife.  Of  course  the  American  M'sieur  did 
not  know  this.  Mademoiselle  had  told  Ramon  all  about  the 
man's  marriage  that  had  proved  a  failure.     Ramon  had  told 
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Josef.  Hence  the  boy's  interest  in  the  gentleman  who  thought 
that  the  ten  franc  piece  he  had  given  on  the  night  of  his 
arrival  was  responsible  for  Josef's  attentions  to  him. 

Well,  maybe  this  was  partly  responsible:  it  proved  that 
the  young  man  was  worthy  of  the  sympathy  Josef  had  for 
him.    He  was  unhappy  and  Josef  was  sorry  for  him.  .  .  . 

Some  visitors  were  due  to  arrive  later  on,  Josef  suddenly 
remembered,  his  eyes  straying  to  the  vacant  tables.  He  bright- 
ened at  the  thought,  for  visitors  meant  tips,  and  tips  meant  a 
secure  winter  for  his  mother.  His  gaze  wandered  to  the 
windows  outside.  No,  the  Pyrenees,  could  not  be  seen.  From 
the  front  door,  yes:  from  the  front  room  upstairs,  splendidly. 
Only  Josef  disliked  seeing  them  when  the  mists  lay  thickly 
about  their  peaks,,  for  mists  meant  rain  and  storm,  and  he 
hated  to  think  of  his  mother  all  alone  in  her  mountain  home. 

Josef's  ambition  was  to  become  a  waiter  like  Ramon.  His 
admiration  for  the  Spaniard  Avas  deep.  Ramon  never  fussed, 
yet  was  ahvays  quick  and  graceful  in  his  movements.  His 
crinkly  black  hair,  olive  tinted  complexion,  soft,  brown  eyes 
and  radiant  smile  won  the  hearts  of  even  those  whose  appetites 
revolted  against  the  food  he  sometimes  served.  Yes,  Josef 
hoped  to  emulate  him,  and  eventually  M'sieur  himself.  M'sieur 
was  one  of  the  happiest  hotel  owners  in  the  town,  Josef  knew. 

The  violinist  had  finished  playing  and  Josef's  dream  melted 
before  Mademoiselle's  glance.  He  followed  Ramon  into  the 
kitchen  where  work  awaited  him.  He  must  be  quick  to-night 
on  account  of  those  visitors.  Yet,  an  hour  later  when  summon- 
ed Josef  stood  at  the  entrance  to  the  lounge,  forgetful  of  the 
heap  of  cases  near  the  door,  his  gaze  set  on  the  vision  of  love- 
liness— the  lady  sipping  coffee  at  one  of  the  tables.  Her 
travelling  costume,  the  hat  beneath  which  her  hair  showed  so 
brilliantly  differed  little  from  that  of  other  women,  yet  she 
attracted  attention.  It  was  Nicolette  Doucet,  actress.  Her 
bright  hair,  her  slender,  white  neck,  her  face  with  its  per- 
fect features.  .  .  .  Josef's  mouth  hung  open  as  he  gazed  at  the 
face,  familiar  to  him  from  photographs. 

"Take  her  luggage  up  to  Room  30,"  Mademoiselle  called  to 
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him.  The  American  M'sieur's  room.  Josef  wore  an  engag- 
ing smile  when,  a  case  in  either  hand,  he  climbed  the  stairs, 
his  thoughts  busy  with  the  pleasant  surprise  in  store  for  the 
man  on  his  return.  He  wondered  why  he  had  not  remained 
in  to  receive  his  wife.  The  American  M'sieur  would  not  have 
seemed  so  worried  to-night,  surely,  had  he  known  of  her 
coming ! 

Inside  the  door  of  Room  30  Josef  set  down  the  cases. 

At  the  window  in  the  corridor  he  lingered.  Below  the 
narrow  street  was  deserted.  The  night  air  blew  softly  against 
his  face,  and  faintly  he  caught  the  sound  of  singing.  He  knew 
that  the  torchlight  procession  was  wending  its  serpentine  way 
back  and  forth  across  Rosary  Square,  and  hundreds  of  voices 
were  singing  the  A I'e— perhaps  the  American  M'sieur's  one  of 
them.  Maybe  he  was  asking  la  tres  Sainte  Vierge  for  the  return 
of  his  wife's  love.  Ramon  said  she  loved  her  career  better — that 
was  why  she  left  her  husband.  To  Josef,  with  the  memory  of 
his  parents'  love  and  devotion  to  each  other,  this  was  strange. 
When  his  father  had  been  taken  to  the  hospital  his  mother  had 
been  plunged  into  sadness ;  when  he  died  she  had  wept  for  days, 
though  she  impressed  upon  Josef  that  God  knew  best,  only  she 
couldn't  help  her  grief.  She  would  never  have  left  his  father, 
nor  would  his  father  have  left  her. 

And  if,  as  Ramon  said,  Nicolette  never  even  wrote  to  her 
husband,  how  did  she  know  he  was  here?  Ah,  but  were  not 
miracles  happening  every  day  down  at  the  holy  Shrine?  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes  had  inspired  her,  that  was  it !  The  American 
M'sieur  was  praying  to  Her  .  .  . 

With  this  simple  explanation  Josef  was  satisfied  as  he  des- 
cended the  stairs. 

''Hello!    Where  have  you  put  my  luggage?" 
On  the  last  flight  he  stood  and  looked  up  quickh'.    The  Ameri- 
can M'sieur's  wife  was  on  the  landing  above. 

' '  In  your  room.  Madam. ' '    Lightly  he  returned  up  stairs. 

' '  But  it  is  not  in  my  room  ! ' ' 

' '  Oh,  but  I  have  just  put  it  there !  You  make  mistake ! 
Your  room— it  is  on  second  floor!" 
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"No,  no!    I " 

"You  mistook  number,  Madam!"  Josef  cut  in,  his  face  one 
radiant  smile,  his  small  hands  gesticulating,  so  that  his  listener's 
crimson  lips  curved  in  a  smile,  and  the  frozen  expression  in  the 
dark  eyes  softened  slightly.  Josef's  assurance  amused  everyone. 
"30,  madam,  is  your  number— not  13!"  and  without  awaiting 
reply,  he  quickly  ascended  the  stairs. 

"See!"  With  a  triumphant  little  laugh  he  flung  open  the 
door  and  switching  on  the  light,  stood  aside. 

' '  I  understood  my  room  was  on  the  first  floor, ' '  the  lady  said, 
stepping  into  the  apartment  and  looking  around. 

Josef  shrugged  his  shoulders.  ' '  They  were  all  engaged  when 
the  arrangement  was  made." 

Oblivious  of  the  puzzled  expression  on  the  visitor's  face, 
Josef  quietly  closed  the  door  and  departed,  wondering  still  if, 
the  American  M'sieur  would  be  surprised  at  his  wife's  coming. 
He  had  hoped  for  a  room  on  the  first  floor,  Josef  remembered  .  , 

Surprise  was  an  inadequate  word  for  the  emotions  that 
surged  upon  Jim  Mooney  when  he  entered  his  room  to  find  his 
wife  there.  For  the  past  twelve  months,  during  which  time 
he  had  tried  to  forget  in  his  literary  work,  his  wife  had  been 
receiving  applause  as  an  actress.  Only  that  morning  he  had 
been  reading  of  her  success  on  the  stage  in  Paris  the  previous 
week.    Now  she  was  here— here  in  Lourdes  .  .  . 

Jim's  eyes  rested  on  her  standing  there  in  the  centre  of  the 
room.  Holding  his  emotions  under  control,  he  appeared  cold, 
aloof,  his  voice  held  no  note  of  welcome  when  he  broke  the 
silence  by  asking: 

"How  did  you  come  here?" 

These  were  not  the  words  he  had  planned  to  say  during 
those  hours  when  he  dreamed  of  her  home  coming,  of  the  return 
of  her  love  that,  she  frankly  told  him  once,  had  lost  its  flavour 
once  the  dull  task  of  settling  down  had  begun.  The  old  career 
on  the  stage  lured  her. 

Jim's  tone  chilled  her.  She  raised  her  head  with  the  little 
gesture  of  pride  he  used  to  admire  until  that  pride  clashed  with 
his  own. 
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"There  has  been  some  mistake,"  she  told  him  in  a  curious- 
ly hard  voice  for  one  whose  eyes  held  a  gleam  of  tenderness 
a  moment  before.  Only  Jim  did  not  notice,  for  his  gaze  had 
brushed  past  her  to  the  open  Avardrobe.  No,  she  had  not  un- 
packed, had  not  even  doffed  her  hat — everything  was  just  the 
same.  "I  was  to  stop  the  night  here  on  my  way  to  Spain. 
That  boy  Avith  the  red  hat — he  mixed  the  numbers  of  the 
rooms." 

"To  Spain?  Oh,  so  fresh  laurels  await  you  there!  Con- 
gratulations on  your  success  since  leaving  INew  York — though 
I  can't  say  success  agrees  Avith  you,"  he  added,  noting  the 
tiredness  in  her  eyes,  the  pallor  of  her  face.  "Probably  the 
sunny  skies  of  Spain — " 

'  'Is — is  that  all  you  have  to  say  to  me  ?"  she  was  beginning, 
then  broke  off  as  though  angry  with  herself  for  having  spoken. 
With  a  little  gesture  she  turned  away — but  he  saw  that  her 
eyes  were  blind  with  tears. 

"Nicolette,  what  did  you  wish  me  to — to  say?" 

She  did  not  repl3^ 

"You  know,"  he  said,  very  gently,  "you  once  accused  me 
of  being  proud — old  fashioned — even  cruel,  because  I  wanted 
to  earn  for  you — to  have  a  home." 

"I  was  a  fool  then!" 

He  started.     "You  mean  it?" 

She  turned  to  him,  her  eyes  bright  Avith  unshed  tears.  Jim 
looking  at  her,  thrilled ;  and  something  in  his  expression  in- 
vited confidence.  "I  know  noAV  that  fame  is  not  everything," 
she  confessed  hurriedly;  "but  maybe  I  did  not  fully  realise 
the  cause  of  my  loneliness  until — Avell,  until  that  boy  left  me 
here — in  the  atmosphere  of — home."  She  caught  her  breath 
on  something  like  a  sob.  "I  don't  Avant  any  more  publicity — 
that's  why  I  AA'as  going  to  Spain — to  try  and  find  a  cure  for 
my  loneliness  in  childhood  surroundings. 

"Nicolette."  Jim's  arms  Avere  around  her  then  and  the 
loneliness  and  bitterness  of  the  past  tAvelve  months  left  him 
in  a  happiness  he  almost  feared  too  good  to  last.  "Nicolette, 
darling  .  .  ." 
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A  knock  at  the  door  presently  recalled  them  from  the 
golden  mists  that  blinded  them  to  everything  save  their  own 
joy.  With  a  start  Jim  released  Nicolette  and  went  to  the  door. 
He  opened  it,  to  find  a  distressed  Josef  outside. 

"Pardon,   m'sieur,  pardon!    Mademoiselle   tells  me   I   have 
made  a  very  great  mistake !" 

"No,  no,  Josef,  no  mistake  at  all!"  Jim  assured  him  pleas- 
antly. And  as  Josef  continued  regarding  him  with  wide,  won- 
dering eyes,  he  slipped  a  hand  into  his  pocket. 

"That's  what  I  tell  Mademoiselle,  but  she  grows  angry; 
why,  I  don't  know.  I  only  say  the  American  M'sieur  and  his 
wife  must  like  to  be  together.  She  tells  me  I  see  and  hear 
too  much." 

Jim  laughed  quietly  as  he  slipped  something  into  the  boy's 
hand. 

"Just  continue  seeing  and  hearing,  Josef,  and  tell  Made- 
moiselle the  American  M'sieur  and  his  wife  love  being  to- 
gether." 


Whistler's  French  poodle,  of  which  he  was  extravagantly 
fond,  was  seized  with  a  throat  ailment,  and  Whistler  had  the 
audacity  to  send  for  the  throat  specialist,  Sir  Morrell  Mae- 
Kenzie.  The  latter,  when  he  discovered  that  he  had  been 
called  to  treat  a  dog,  didn't  like  it  much.  But  he  said  noth- 
ing; he  prescribed,  pocketed  a  big  fee,  and  drove  away. 

The  next  day  Mr.  Mackenzie  sent  for  Whistler,  who  think- 
ing he  was  summoned  on  some  matter  connected  with  his  dog, 
dropped  his  work  and  rushed  to  the  Mackenzie  home.  On 
his  arrival.  Sir  Morrell  said  gravely:  "How  do  you  do,  Mr. 
Whistler?  I  wanted  to  see  you  about  having  my  front  door 
painted !" 
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A   PASTORAL  VISITATION   BY  AIRPLANE 

By  HIS  EXCELLENCY,  J.  D.  COUDERT,  O.M.I. 

[Editor's  Note:  We  take  the  following  excerpts  from  the  diary 
of  the  Most  Rev.  Jean  Louis  Coudert,  O.M.I.,  Co-Adjutor  Bishop  of  the 
Yukon  and  Prince  Rupert,  who  has  generously  allowed  us  to  read 
his  diary  of  a  six  months'  visitation  in  the  vast  territories  in  which 
he  labours  so  zealously  and  faithfully.  The  space  in  our  magazine 
will  not  permit  us  to  give  the  complete  diary  so  we  select  a  few 
notable  features  to  give  our  readers  a  glimpse  of  the  heroic  work 
carried  on  in  the  Northern  territory  and  about  which  the  outside 
world  knows  little.  Incidentally  the  reader  can  gather  views  of 
the  immensity  of  the  territory  with  its  varied  scenery,  its  primi- 
tive inhabitants  and  the  privations  of  life  surrounding  the  mission- 
ary's labours  and  the  heroic  fortitude  necessary  to  persevere  in 
such  a  missionary  career.  In  a  word,  we  invite  the  reader  to  help 
himself  to  the  many  views  that  he  can  glean  from  the  following 
narrative.] 

MARCH  11,  1940.— After  enjoying  the  hospitality  of  Fathers 
Gilhoolej'  and  Murphy  at  Prince  George,  we  take  off  for 
Fort  McLeod  on  the  U.A.T.  We  are  quite  crowded ;  I  sit  on 
a  bundle  of  blankets,  leaning  against  another  passenger.  .  . 
After  an  hour  we  land  half  a  mile  from  McLeod.  .  .  We  stop 
and  Indian  boys  rush  to  greet  me ;  soon  after  Fathers  Samouel 
and  Royer  arrive  on  snow-shoes;  thej^  lend  me  a  pair,  as  the 
snow  is  verj'  deep.  About  twenty  Indians  present  at  the  Fort 
at  this  time  of  the  year  come  to  greet  me ;  the  Fathers  bring 
me  into  their  spacious  new  house. 

March  12. — Our  Indians  come  to  the  early  Masses  of  the 
Fathers  and  insist  on  receiving  Holy  Communion  from  my 
hands;  at  10  a.m.  they  assist  at  the  High  Pontifical  Mass.  I 
spent  most  of  the  day  giving  news  to  our  Fathers  who  are 
isolated  in  winter, — only  three  mail  deliveries  in  six  months; 
the  Indians  come  to  see  me ;  showing  their  gratitude  by  giving 
me,  out  of  their  poverty,  a  few  dollars,  which  I  turn  over  to 
the  missionaries  ...  In  the  evening  we  have  service  and  a 
sermon ;  the  fervor  in  singing  and  praying  makes  up  for  the 
small  number  present.  All  at  the  Fort  are  here,  even  an  old 
paralysed  woman  who  drags  herself,  through  the  sharp  cold, 
piercing  wind  and  deep  snow. 
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March  13. — It  is  colder  with  a  nasty  gale  from  the  north; 
18  beloAV  zero.  Indian  women,  many  ragged  and  feeble,  carry 
in  on  their  backs  a  load  of  forest  wood  to  the  Bishop  so  that 
"Bishop,  he  won't  be  cool." 

March  18. — A  week  now  since  I  landed  here.  I  hope  to  be 
at  Fort  St.  John  to-night.  Good-bye  to  all;  the  children 
affectionately  kiss  my  hand,  the  old  women  cry,  the  church 
bell  rings,  the  dogs  bark  madly,  whilst  the  engine  of  our  Uni- 
versal Fokker  roars  .  .  .  Soon  we  take  the  air,  circle  over 
McLeod  Lake,  give  a  salute  to  the  Indian  Village  and  make 
straight  for  the  Rockies.  A  strong  tail  wind  pushes  us  along 
at  high  speed  over  Moberley  Lake,  across  the  Peace  River  and 
at  6  p.m.  land  safely  at  Charley  Lake,  near  Fort  St.  John, 
in  the  Vicariate  of  Grouard.  I  have  dinner  Avith  the  aviators 
in  their  bachelors'  quarters,  then  lie  in  a  "bunk"  waiting  for 
the  Fathers  from  Fort  St.  John  to  come  for  me.  At  9  p.m. 
Fathers  Schebius  and  Jungbluth  arrive  and  in  their  car  we 
drive  to  the  little  hospital. 

March  21. — Fort  St.  John.  I  preached  on  Sunday  in  the 
little  church  where  most  of  the  faithful  are  staunch  Catholics 
from  Germany.  To-day,  acceding  to  the  Sisters'  request,  I 
gave  a  conference.  We  spent  two  evenings  with  good  Fr. 
Schebius  and  his  young  Alsatian  assistant,  Fr.  Jungblueh. 

March  23. — Fort  Nelson,  I  feel  at  home  in  this  land  visited 
since  1861  by  our  Fathers  and  Brothers  of  Liard  and  Simpson. 
But  soon  the  plane  engine  is  roaring  and  we  are  off  for  two 
hours'  over  the  Rockies  and  soaring  through  the  clear  sky 
of  the  Yukon,  until  at  3  p.m.  we  land  at  Watson  Lake,  where 
Father  Poullet  from  Lower  Post  greets  me.  We  hike  back 
the  twenty-five  miles  to  Lower  Post.  At  4  p.m.  we  hit  the 
trail ;  but  have  difficulty  in  handling  our  smart  dogs.  We  beat 
the  trail  for  them  and  scream  and  push.  Finally  they  go. 
The  thermometer  registering  25  below;  I  get  in  the  sleigh 
well  wrapped  up  in  my  blankets  and  at  9  p.m.  we  are  greeted 
at  Lower  Post  by  Fr.  Drean. 

March  26. — Time  is  passing  along  peacefully  in  Lower 
Post  in  the  jolly  company  of  our  dear  missionaries;  we  paid 
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an  official  visit  to  the  only  two  white  dwellers  of  the  settle- 
ment ;  a  dozen  Indians  have  come  from  their  nearby  hunt- 
ing grounds.  .  .  .  Our  chapel-house  is  indeed  very  cosy  and 
homey ;  the  Fathers  have  everything  in  perfect  order ;  the  little 
chapel  is  prayer  inspiring. 

March  27. — The  two  missionaries  leave  with  me  for  Teslin 
Lake  (300  miles  west),  where  they  will  spend  two  months 
building  the  house  and  a  church;  for  the  newly-converted 
Klinkets. 

March  31. — White  Horse.  Shortly  after  noon  Captain 
Sheldon  Luck  arrived  from  White  Horse  with  supplies  and 
ready  to  take  us  back.  After  two  hours'  of  rough  flying  on 
the  "Wacco"  we  reached  White  Horse.  There  Avas  nobody  to 
greet  me.  I  found  the  priest's  house  in  good  order,  thanks 
to  some  Catholic  women  who  had  heard  I  was  coming.  Cap- 
tain Martin  told  me  Father  Delarue  was  still  in  Dawson. 

April4. — I  have  been  "parish  priest"  in  White  Horse  for 
the  past  few  days  and  had  a  dozen  Catholics  at  services  on 
Palm  Sunday  and  five  children  at  the  catechism  class.  The 
indifference  of  many  Catholics  here  is  saddening  to  the  heart.  .  . 

April  10. — Dawson  City.  I  arrived  on  Wednesday  night. 
On  Good  Friday  afternoon  Father  Dalarue  and  I  went  to  the 
Sisters'  Island  near  Moose  Hide,  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  hermit 
of  the  Congregation,  dear  old  Father  Gagne,  the  devoted 
chaplain  of  St.  Mary's  Hospital.  He  had  gone,  as  usual,  dur- 
ing the  Holy  Week,  to  the  Island  to  spend  in  retirement  the 
latter  part  of  the  week.  On  Easter  Sunday  we  had  Pontifical 
Mass  with  Father  Leray  and  Gagne  as  deacon  and  sub-deacon. 

April  12. — Father  Dalarue  and  I  are  now  ready  to  fly  from 
Dawson.  He  to  his  missions  of  Atlin  and  White  Horse,  and 
I  to  spend  two  or  three  weeks  with  our  solitary  missionary 
of  Mayo,  Father  Monnet.  The  last  two  or  three  days  I  re- 
serve for  a  visitation  of  the  devoted  Sisters  of  St.  Ann. 

April  23. — Mayo  Landing.  With  our  young  Fathers  Monnet 
and  Delarue  had  a  jolly  time  for  five  days  at  Mayo.  Besides 
attending  together  to  our  religious  exercises  and  organizing 
pontifical  ceremonies  for  the  next  Sunday  service,  we  talked 
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and  laughed  and  sang.  To-morrow  Father  Monnet  and  I  ex- 
pect to  visit  the  mining  camps  as  far  as  Keno. 

April  24. — Keno  Hill,  the  most  remote  white  settlement  of 
the  Yukon.  After  three  hours'  rough  ride  on  the  thawing  road 
to  the  mining  camp,  we  reached  the  Elsa  on  Galena  Hill,  at 
four  i).m.,  and  visited  the  officials  of  the  Tradeswell  Yukon  Co. 
There  is  no  night  at  this  time  of  the  year  near  the  Arctic 
Circle. 

April  25. — The  Rabbitskin  Indians  from  Ladou  Lake 
arrived  to  meet  me  and  we  had  a  service  especially  for  them  in 
the  former  Police  Barracks.  One  Indian  baby  was  baptized 
and  after  appropriate  prayers  in  their  language  and  a  long 
instruction  on  catechism,  all  came  to  confession. 

April  26. — Yesterday  we  announced  a  solemn  service  for 
9  a.m.  for  the  whole  Catholic  population  of  Keno  ...  at  6.30 
a.m.  a  boy  rushed  in  the  house  to  tell  me  we  must  leave  at  once 
to  catch  the  last  car  going  to  Elso  because  the  roads  are  to  be 
closed  for  a  month  on  account  of  the  thaw;  we  decide  to 
send  part  of  our  baggage  ahead;  we  shall  carry  our  chapel 
kit  on  our  back,  Avhen  we  return  ourselves  to  the  mines  after 
Mass.  Some  8  persons  assisted  at  Mass ;  I  gave  one  Confirma- 
tion; at  11.00  a.m. 

April  30. — At  Bishop  Bunoz's  request  I  solemnly  blessed 
our  Church  of  Christ  the  King  in  Mayo.  Some  30  persons  at- 
tended. 

May  5. — We  spent  a  few  days  visiting  our  Catholics,  especi- 
ally our  many  stray  sheep,  and  the  local  hospital.  We  were 
well  received  everywhere,  and  spent  a  pleasant  evening  with 
Mr.  Nash's  family. 

May  7. — White  Horse.  To-day  I  celebrated  Mass  for  the 
first  time  in  the  big  church;  a  congregation  of  twenty.  We 
leave  early  to-morrow  on  the  Aveekly  train  bound  for  Skag- 
way,  stopping  at  Carcross,  to  fly  into  Atlin. 

May  8. — Carcross.  We  were  met  at  Carcross  by  Mr. 
Scally,  the  missionaries'  friend.  I  stayed  here  a  while,  to 
give  our  Catholic  whites  and  Indians  an  opportunity  for 
Easter  duties.     I  am  stopping  at  Scallj-'s  cabin  with  an  Ameri- 


188 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

can  trapper.  Several  Protestant  Indians  came  to  see  me,  ex- 
pressing their  desire  to  join  the  church.  I  had  an  interesting 
visit  with  the  Simmons,  pioneer  settlers  of  Carcross  and  owners 
of  the  Northern  Airways. 

May  9. — Early  morning  found  me  in  a  little  church  in- 
structing an  Indian  girl  for  her  First  Communion;  three  com- 
munions together  with  the  girl  made  attendance  of  four.  At  2 
p.m.  I  flew  to  Atlin. 

May  12. — Through  Constable  Bennett's  amateur  set  con- 
tacted our  Fathers  at  Teslin  Lake.  Father  Poullet  was  unable 
to  find  a  guide  to  come  here ;  trails  were  too  bad,  but  thanks 
to  God,  a  plane  of  the  Southern  Yukon  is  due  to  land  on  Wolf 
River  and  will  bring  him  back  directly  to  Lower  Post,  per- 
haps this  evening.  Father  Drean  is  well  and  has  seen  all 
the  Teslin  Indians  at  Easter;  the  prospects  for  a  flourishing 
mission  look  brighter  than  ever.  I  give  up  the  idea  of  going 
back  south  by  way  of  Telegraph  Creek;  after  Sunday,  I  will 
fly  back  to  Carcross  and  return  to  Prince  Rupert  through 
Alaska,  by  way  of  Skagway,  Juneau,  "Wrangell  and  Ket- 
chikan, on  one  of  the  C.P.R.  steamers. 

May  13. — ^We  spent  the  rest  of  the  Aveek  visiting  the  Ca- 
tholics,— the  white  settlers  are  increasing  whilst  the  Indian 
population  is  fast  disappearing,  and  morally  sinking  through 
its  contact  with  the  whites. 

May  17. — Carcross,  Yukon.  I  flew  back  to  Carcross  yester- 
day with  Capt.  Cook  of  the  Northern  Airways;  I  spent  the 
night  in  Gilbert  Skelly's  hospitable  cabin,  after  paying  a 
lengthy  visit  to  the  Beggs.  Mr.  Beggs  is  the  Customs  Officer 
here;  his  wife  is  one  of  our  devoted  Catholics  of  the  North; 
I  had  a  few  Klinket  Indians  at  Mass  this  morning  in  our 
little  green  church,  and  administered  Confirmation  to  an  In- 
dian girl,  with  Gilbert  Skelly,  the  "sourdough"  of  '99,  assist- 
ing me  as  cleric  and  acting  as  sponsor  for  the  girl,  owing  to 
the  lack  of  feminine  attendant.  I  am  now  on  the  White  Pass 
Railway  en  route  for  Skagway  in  Alaska,  from  where  I  will 
embark  to-morrow  for  Rupert.  .  .  . 

This  evening  we  stopped  at  the  Alaskan  sea-port  Wrangel 
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and  visited  the  eliurch  and  Father  Munroe,  S.J.,  another  veteran 
missionary  of  the  North,  who  is  well  over  80  years  old.  I 
brought  him  news  from  his  sister  whom  I  met  last  Fall  in 
France,  and  who  is  herself  close  to  90  years  of  age.  Father 
Munroe  has  never  gone  back  to  his  native  country  and  has  not 
seen  his  sister  for  over  60  years. 

May  20. — I  said  Mass  at  Ketchikan,  another  fishing  town  of 
Alaska.  I  was  heartily  welcomed  by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph 
of  Peace  and  their  kind  Jesuit  Chaplain.  In  the  evening  we 
landed  at  Prince  Rupert,  where  I  found  Bishop  Bunoz  re- 
covering from  a  mild  stroke.  He  is  praying  to  see  once  more 
the  Indian  Missions  of  Finlay  River,  an  800  mile  round  trip 
by  canoe,  in  the  heart  of  the  Rockies. 

May  21. — I  said  Mass  in  the  lovely  chapel  of  the  Sisters 
of  St.  Joseph  of  Toronto  who  are  always  so  attentive  to  the 
needs  of  our  Northern  Missionaries.  I  had  to  read  to  them 
this  diary  in  order  to  satisfy  their  interest  in  the  work  of  our 
priests  up  North.  .  .  .They  insist  that  I  should  let  them  have  it 
for  their  magazine,  "St.  Joseph  Lilies."  I  hope  my  poor  Eng- 
lish will  not  disparage  such  a  select  publication.  .  .  I  shall 
proceed  before  the  end  of  the  week  some  300  miles  East  to 
our  Indian  Boarding  School  of  LeJac.  Father  Simpson, 
and  the  devoted  Sisters  of  the  Infant  Jesus  are  anxiously 
waiting  for  me  to  have  big  doings  for  our  dear  Indian  child- 
ren with  a  Pontifieal  High  Mass  and  Confirmation  on  Pen- 
tecost. I  will  then  go  to  Prince  George  and  ''loop  the  loop" 
of  these  three  months'  travelling. 
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THE    COMING    OF   PRINCE    LUGH 

(A  fragment   from  the  ancient  Ossianic  Gaelic  Sagas). 

By   MONSIGNOR   JAMES    B.    BOLLARD.    Litt.D. 

'^J  0  man  of  Erin  saw  the  enchanted  troop 
■^  ^     Coming  to  land;  for  where  they  Avent  ashore 
A  deep,   dark  wood  of  pine  trees  fringed  the  wave. 
Silent  they  rode  between  the  embowering  boles. 
Till,  in  the  forests'  heart,  Lugh  gave  command : 
''Rest  here  till  morn,  for  I  must  go  alone 
"Unto  the  Dun  of  Nuadha  the  King, 
''For  news  of  all  my  kinsfolk." 

He  put  off 
His  shining  armour,  and  put  on  a  cloak 
Sombre  and  dark.     He  then  set  out  on  foot, 
And  came  at  nightfall  to  the  Royal  Dun. 
Three  times  he  struck  the  brazen  door  whose  guard 
Spake  from  within:     "No  man  can  enter  here 
But  one  who  is  the  master  of  some  craft — 
What  can  you  do?"     "I  am  a  carpenter." 
And  answer  made  the  guardian  of  the  door — 
"We  have  one  here  already, — Luachtar, 
The  son  of  Luachaid."     Then  ventured  Lugh — 
"I  have  the  craft  of  smith."     "We  have  within, 
"Colum,  a  smith,  and  master  of  his  trade." 
"I  have  the  craft  of  Champion,"  pleaded  Lugh. 
"We  have  here  Ogma,  Champion  of  the  world." 
Then  Lugh:     "I  am  a  Harper  of  renown." 
"We  have  here  Abbian,  son  of  Bicelmos. 
"In  far-off  Toomhoon  of  the  Fairy  Hills 
"Chosen  by  all  the  men  of  the  Three  Gods." 
Lugh  spoke  again — ^"I  have  the  noble  craft 
"Of  Poet  and  Historian."     "We  have  here 
"Eric,  son  of  Ethaman,  a  Poet  true." 
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Said  Lugh — ''I  am  a  wizard  and  physician." 
"We  have  the  great  Physician,,  Dian  Cecht, 
"And  wizards  and  magicians  by  the  score." 
"I  have  the  craft  of  cup-bearer,"  said  Lugh. 
"Nine  cup-bearers  we  have  within  the  Dun." 
"I  am  a  brazier,  working  brass  and  gold." 
"We  have  the  famous  brazier  Credna  Kerd." 
Then  Lugh  cried  out — "Go,  ask  your  Danaan  King 
"If  he  has  ONE  man  who  knows  ALL  these  trades. 
"If  so,  I  will  not  enter." 

Then  went   off 
The  Keeper  of  the  Door,  to  Nuadha: 
"There  is  a  wondrous  youth,  who  stands  outside; 
"As  The  Ildanach,  Master  of  all  Crafts, 
"He  seeks  admittance." 

"Open  then  to  him." 

Said  Nuadha, — "I  wish  to  see  this  youth." 

***** 

"You  say  you  are  a  Master  of  All  Arts — 
"Then  let  us  hear  you  play  upon  this  harp." 
And  Lugh  said,  "I  will  play  upon  your  harp." 
So  it  was  placed  before  him. 

First  he  played 
Music  of  life   and  joy,  whereat,   outside, 
The  birds  began  to  sing  a  morning  song 
And  the  set  sun  arose  in  western  skj^ ! 
The  dew  lay  on  the  grass,  and,  from  the  sward. 
Sprang  crimson  flowers  waving  in  the  breeze 
Touching  each  other  with  a  silvery  sound. 
Like  faery  bells ! 

Then  those  inside  the  Dun 
Felt  laughter  in  their  hearts  and  subtle  joy, 
And  gladness  they  had  never  felt  before, 
So  that  they  wished  the  harp  would  never  cease 
And  they  might  die  alistening! 
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Then  he  played 
The  music   of  the   Sorrow   of  the  world. 
And  grief  and  tears  possessed  the  souls  of  all, 
They  leaned  their  heads  upon  their  hands  and  wept, 
And  all  the  weight  and  burden  of  their  lives 
Fell  on  them,  till  they  prayed  for  Death's  surcease. 
Outside  they  heard  a  lonesome  wind  make  moan, 
And  where  the  grass,  and  tinkling  flowers  had  been. 
They  saw  a  dark  and  leaden  sea.  whose  waves 
Made  woesome  sound,  like  mourners  clapping  hands, 
While  all  the  skies  waxed  dim ! 

?r  ?F  ^  *  '^ 

The  Harper  paused. 
And  then  he  played  the  Music  of  sweet  Peace, 
And  o'er  the  earth  there  fell  what  seemed  like  snow, 
That  settled  flake  by  flake,  and,  on  the  grass. 
Turned  into  crystal  dews.     Thus  flake  by  flake, 
The  quiet  of  the  Land  of  Silver  Fleece, 
Settled  upon  the  minds  of  all  men  there, 
And  sorrow  they  forgot.     They  closed  their  eyes 
And  each  slept  in  his  chair! 

Now  Lugh  laid  down 
The  magic  Harp,  and  stole  from  out  the  Dun, 
With  quiet  feet. 

The  magic  snow  still  dropt 
And  on  his  shoulders  shone  like  silver  scales, 
And  on  the  thick  bronze  curling  of  his  hair 
It  flashed  like  jeweled  fire,  and  filled  the  air 
With  dazzling  radiance! 

Then  Lugh  strode  back 
Unto  his  waiting  troop  within  the  wood 
And  drowsy  night  enshadowed  Usna's  Hill. 


€ommumtg 


St.  Joseph  Lilies  offers  congratulations  to  the  Congregation 
of  the  most  Holy  Redeemer  on  the  occasion  of  the  centenary 
of  the  canonization  of  their  holy  founder,  St.  Alphonsus 
Liguori. 

The  celebration  was  held  at  Bay  Ridge,  Brooklyn,  N.Y., 
where  the  hierarchy,  clergy  and  laity  gathered  to  rejoice  Avith 
the  Congregation  on  the  occasion. 

The  Redemptorist  Fathers  for  the  past  two  hundred  years 
have  brought  the  message  of  the  mercy  of  Christ  and  the  uni- 
que importance  of  His  Church  to  countless  numbers  of  souls. 

We  renew  our  congratulations  and  pray  the  blessing  of 
their  St.  Alphonsus  continue  on  them  and  pass  over  to  all  of  us. 


On  March  19,  fourteen  young  ladies  received  the  habit  of 
the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph. 

The  Convent  Chapel  was  filled  to  capacity  with  relatives 
and  friends.  The  procession  of  white  robed  brides,  with  their 
dainty  flower  girls,  was  rendered  more  impressive  and  solemn 
by  the  evidence  of  Holy  Week — the  purple  cope  of  the  cele- 
brant, Right  Rev.  Msgr.  McCann,  the  purple-covered  cross  of 
the  bearer  who  preceded,  and  the  chapel  statues  draped  in  the 
same  sombre  colour. 

After  the  singing  of  the  Veni  Creator  by  the  choir,  Msgr. 
McCann,  assisted  by  Rev.  J.  J.  Crothers  and  Rev.  G.  Flahiff, 
C.S.B.,  blessed  the  habits  and  veils.  Father  Flahiff,  in  a 
sermon,  dwelt  on  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  a  Religious  voca- 
tion, revealing  its  place  in  the  life  of  fallen  man,  and  showing 
its  relation  with  the  Incarnation  of  the  Son  of  God  and  its 
actual  institution  by  Him  in  the  call  to  His  Apostles,  "to  leave 
all  things  for  love  of  Him." 

When  the  young  aspirants  in  response  to  the  questions  of 
the  celebrant,  had  affirmed  their  desire  to  renounce  the  world, 
they  left  the  Chapel  and  after  a  short  time  returned,  dressed 
in  the  black  Habit  of  the  Congregation. 
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Holy  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Rev.  Arthur  Cadieux,  Ot- 
tawa, brother  of  one  of  the  Sisters  just  received. 

In  the  early  morning  of  the  same  day  before  the  Community 
Mass,  Rev.  H.  P.  Coughlin,  C.S.B.,  who  had  given  the  Novices' 
Retreat,  officiated  as  delegate  of  the  Archbishop,  at  the  cere- 
mony of  Profession,  Sister  M.  Plorian  Tattersall,  Toronto, 
made  Perpetual  Vows,  and  Sister  Mary  Aileen  Rimmer,  Win- 
nipeg ;  Sister  M.  Camilla  Young,  Toronto ;  Sister  Teresa  Maria 
Baker,  Toronto,  and  Sister  Mary  Fintan  Lawlor,  Alliston, 
Ont.,  made  their  first  annual  vows. 

The  following  young  ladies  Avere  received :  Miss  Laurie 
Cadieux,  St.  Eugene,  Ont.,  (Sister  Claire  Marie);  Miss  Lorna 
IMacLaren,  Prince  Rupert,  B.C.,  (Sister  Mary  Laurene)  ;  Miss 
Rita  Smith,  Fertile,  Sask.,  (Sister  Mary  Eucheria)  ;  Miss  Anne 
Payne,  Merritton,  Ont.,  (Sister  Mary  Brigid)  ;  Miss  Marj^ 
Loftus,  Toronto,  (Sister  Mary  Claudette)  ;  Miss  Elaine  Mur- 
ray, Toronto,  (Sister  INIary  Janet)  ;  Miss  Elsie  Thompson,  To- 
ronto, (Sister  Mary  Othilia)  ;  Miss  Bernadette  Noughton,  War- 
minster, Ont.,  (Sister  Mary  Carmichael)  ;  Miss  Margaret  Mc- 
Grath,  Toronto,  (Sister  Mary  Ambrosia)  ;  Miss  Loretta  Sheehan, 
Toronto,  (Sister  M.  Francis  Joseph)  ;  Miss  Mary  Dailey,  To- 
ronto, (Sister  Marie  Antoinette)  ;  Miss  Mary  Mclntyre,  Cur- 
ran  Bay,  P.E.I.,  (Sister  Rose  Mary)  ;  Miss  Mary  Newsome, 
Winnipeg;  (Sister  Mary  Eugene);  Miss  Verna  Doyle,  Van- 
couver,  (Sister  M.  Leo  Francis.) 


"A  good  soldier  of  Christ,  a  workman  who  needs  not  be 
ashamed  of  his  work,  rightly  handling  the  word  of  God." 
Such  was  the  glowing  tribute  paid  to  the  Reverend  Thomas 
Hanley,  C.SS.R.,  of  Saratoga,  N.Y.,  on  the  occasion  of  his 
golden  jubilee  celebration.  To  Reverend  Father  Hanley  we 
extend  our  hearty  congratulations  with  the  prayer  that  the 
Giver  of  these  fruitful  golden  years  will  grant  him  many  more 
to  come,  so  that  when  the  sun  sets  on  the  horizon  of  his  glori- 
ous deeds,  they  may  shine  with  a  glory  resplendent  forever ! 


We  offer  heartfelt  congratulations  to  a  noted  and  valued 
contributor  to  St.  Joseph  Lilies  on  the  occasion  of  his  being 
the  recipient  of  the  American  Irish  Historical  Societv's  award 
for  1940. 

Dr.  James  J.  Walsh  is  the  author  of  several  outstanding 
books  on  Catholic  history  as  Avell  as  volumes  on  medical  and 
other  scientific  subjects. 
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TORONTO 

ST.  MICHAEL'S  HOSPITAL 

The  annual  Uniform  dances  were  held  in  the  Nurses'  Resi- 
dence during  the  "Winter  and  Spring. 

The  Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  has  had  a  very  active 
year.  The  last  meeting  was  held  in  May  Avhen  plans  were  made 
for  the  procession  and  Crowning  of  our  Blessed  Mother  at  the 
end  of  the  month. 

A  new  Ping-pong  table  was  donated  to  the  Residence  and 
is  being  much  used  and  enjoyed. 

Our  Nurses  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  Basketball  game  ar- 
ranged by  the  Interschool  Undergraduate  Association  which 
took  place  at  Margaret  Eaton  Hall. 

Father  Ellard  has  been  good  enough  to  give  some  talks  on 
the  ''Sign  Language."  These  talks  have  been  both  educational 
and  entertaining.  We  hope  to  show  our  appreciation  by  being 
of  more  service  to  the  deaf  mutes  who  come  to  our  hosiptal. 

Fifty-nine  Nurses  will  receive  Medals  and  Diplomas  at  the 
Oraduation  Exercises  to  be  held  on  May  23rd.  in  the  Auditorium 
of  St.  Joseph's  College.  A  series  of  entertainments  are  in 
progress  for  the  Graduates.  Members  of  the  Nurses'  Alumnae 
Association  will  be  hostesses  to  the  Graduates  at  a  dance  being 
held  at  the  Granite  Club  on  May  20th.  The  Student  Nurses 
are  planning  to  entertain  them  at  a  Coffee  Party  in  the  Resi- 
dence just  before  the  dance. 

The  Interschool  Undergraduate  Association  for  Student 
Nurses  in  Toronto  were  hostesses  to  the  Graduates  of  all  the 
Schools  of  Toronto  at  a  banquet  held  at  the  Savarin  on  Mav 
2nd. 


All  of  our  student  dietitians  have  done  well.  The  Grads 
from  University  of  Toronto,  including  ''our"  Peggy  Reynolds 
and  Helen  Frank,  and  Miss  Sawers  have  a  little  longer  with 
us.  as  they  did  not  begin  their  courses  as  early  as  the  others. 
From  St.  Francis  Xavier's,  Antigonish  came  Sister  Marie 
Monica,  who  has  returned  to  her  Mother  House  to  make  final 
vo\vs.  and  thence?  West  she  thinks.  Misses  Helen  Clarke 
and  Joan  Mclsaac  are  also  from  "St.  Avec's,"  and  they  have 
obtained  positions  at  Kresge's,  Toronto,  and  Bigwin  respect- 
ively. The  two  from  McGill,  Misses  Thompson  and  Kinser 
are  now^  happily  situated,  the  former  in  Ottawa  General  and 
the  latter  at  Simpson's  Arcadian  Court.  Miss  Bawlf  our 
graduate  from  University  of  Manitoba,  has  secured  the  Dieti- 
tian's position  at  Kresge's,  Hamilton.    For  next  year  we  have 
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already  accepted  eight  students  from  the  same  college  and 
have  added  University  of  Alberta.  These  students  homes  are 
in  very  divergent  parts  of  America,  one  hails  from  as  far 
South  as  Florida,  and  the  others  from  the  far  East  and  farther 
West. 

Miss  Rita  Redmond,  R.N.,  has  just  completed  the  Medical 
Record  Librarian's  course  here,  and  she  has  taken  the  position 
at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Hamilton,  already  there  are  two  more 
students  registered  for  the  course. 

Our  hospital  was  the  examination  centre  for  the  Final  Re- 
gistration exam  the  other  day  and  a  student  from  Oaklands, 
California,  wrote  here.  St.  Michael's  is  the  only  Canadian 
Hospital  giving  this  course. 


HOUSE  OF  PROVIDENCE 

On  March  18th  St.  Paul's  School  gave  a  Concert.  The 
drama  'The  Redeemer's  Robe'  was  well  played.  The  girls'  choir 
sang  a  medley  of  Irish  Airs  and  several  duets  and  solos  com- 
pleted an  enjoyable  programme. 

The  Members  of  the  Catholic  Women's  League  bringing 
cheer  and  happiness  visit  us  every  Thursday. 

The  'Old'  Mercy  Hospital  on  Sackville  Street  has  been 
taken  in  as  a  unit  of  the  House  of  Providence  known  as  St. 
Teresa's  unit. 


ST.  MARY'S  CONVENT 

The  following  are  the  successful  candidates  who  tried 
Toronto  Conservatory  Examinations,  February,  1940. 

Grade  2  Piano 

M.  MacMillan,      (1st     Class     Honours)      A.     Uzemeck 
(Honours)  ;  M.  Barrett  (Honours)  ;  J.  O'Connor  (Pass). 

Grade  3 — P.  Currie  (Pass). 

Grade  4. — T.  Emmons   (Honours)  ;  J.  Rolston   (Pass). 

'Grade  5 — ^B.  Cownden  (1st  Class  Honors)  ;  J.  Morris  (Pass). 

Grade  1 — Theory — B.  Baran  (1st  Class  Honours)  ;  G.  Allen 

(1st  Class  Honours). 

*     *     * 

Our  pupils  took  part  in  the  Annual  St.  Patrick's  concert  in 
aid  of  the  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  Society  of  the  Parish.  One 
number  was  our  little  Kindergarten  children  which  was  much 
appreciated,  as  you  know  little  tots  always  touch  the  hearts  of 
the  audience.  Our  Melody  Band  gave  several  numbers  which 
were  very  much  enjoyed. 
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On  Tuesday  of  Easter  Week  our  Melody  Band  gave  a 
concert  at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  to  honour  Rev.  Sister  Superior's 
Feast  Day.  Sister  gave  the  little  performers  a  party  after, 
which  they  enjoyed  verj^  much. 

We  are  working  on  our  Annual  Closing  Exercises  Avhich 
will  be  held  in  St.  Mary's  Hall,  May  31st. 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  HOSPITAL. 

Among  our  distinguished  guests  here  this  spring  was  the 
Reverend  Gino  Paro,  of  the  Apostolic  Delegation,  Washing- 
ton, D.C. 

Mrs.  R.  Ward,  mother  of  one  of  the  graduates  of  1940,  en- 
tertained with  a  tea  at  her  home  on  May  5th.  A  musical  pro- 
gramme followed  in  which  Miss  Marjorie  Ward  took  a  pro- 
minent part. 

On  May  18th  Mrs.  H.  Tunbridge,  mother  of  one  of  the 
graduates,  also  entertained  the  graduates,  who  report  having 
had  a  delightful  afternoon. 


ST.   JOSEPH'S    HIGH    SCHOOL 

On  May  4th  with  Margaret  Doyle  acting  as  chairman  the 
pupils  of  St.  Joseph's  High  School  presented  a  Symposium 
on  the  Mass  in  the  College  School  Auditorium. 

Grade  X  gave  some  excellent  papers  which  were  illustrated 
by  slides  made  by  the  Class. 

A  review  of  Sacrifice  in  general  followed  and  explanations 
of  the  prayers  and  actions  of  the  Mass  shared  by  priest  and 
laity. 

Rita  McCabe  directed  the  school  choir  which  sang  six 
selections  including  the  Gloria  from  the  Mass  of  the  Angels. 


Extract  from  a  letter  from  Sister  Mary  Kathleen,  C.S.J., 
Toronto,  who  at  present  is  taking  a  post  graduate  course  in 
St.  Louis,  Missouri.  Mother  Delphine  the  foundress  of  St. 
Joseph's,  Toronto,  came  from  Carondolet. 

".  .  .  .  Many  here  are  familiar  with  the  'Lilies'  and  speak 
highly  of  the  review.  I  believe  they  read  it  when  at  the  Mother 
House  at  Carondolet  and  in  one  house  selections  are  read 
aloud. 

"I  have  been  very  fortunate  in  having  several  A'isits  to 
Carondolet.    I  spent  the  first  three  days  in  St.  Louis  there.  We 
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visited  the  College,  Institution  for  the  Deaf  and  the  Provincial 
House.  Maybe  you  met  Mother  Janet,  superior  of  the  Deaf 
Institute.  She  took  a  summer  course  several  years  ago  at 
Toronto  and  lived  at  St.  Joseph's  College  while  there. 

"I  have  been  at  Fontbonne  College  since  Feb.  20th.  They 
had  no  vacancy  before  then  so  lived  at  St.  Mary's  Hospital. 
There  were  about  eighteen  sisters  from  various  communities. 

"Last  week  a  friend  of  one  of  the  Sisters  drove  us  to  St. 
Charles  about  twenty  miles  distance  to  see  the  Convent  where 
Mother  Duchesne  lived.  She  is  to  be  beatified  on  May  12th. 
Sister  Patricia  met  some  of  her  old  teachers  at  St.  Charles 
the  day  we  visited,  so  they  showed  us  all  their  treasurers. 
They  have  her  little  room  much  the  same  as  it  was  in  her  time 
with  three  tiny  low  chairs,  one  of  which  she  herself  made.  In 
a  little  cabinet,  is  her  watch,  spoons  she  brought  from  France 
in  1818,  her  office  book,  her  crucifix,  and  other  belongings. 
They  have  two  statues  which  St.  Madeleine  Sophie  sent  to 
Mother  Duchesne  about  1820.  They  gave  each  of  us  a  tiny 
relic.  We  saw  her  tomb  in  the  ground  in  front  of  the  Convent 
but  it  has  been  locked  since  the  beginning  of  beatification 
process  about  a  year  or  so  ago.  There  will  be  great  celebration 
in  May,  one  ceremony  at  the  Cathedral  here  in  St.  Louis  on 
the  day  of  her  beatification  and  later,  one  at  St.  Charles." 


ST.     JOSBPH'S-ON-THE-LAKE,     SCARBORO 

On  Monday,  April  22,  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake  was  honour- 
ed by  a  visit  from  the  Reverend  Father  Roberts,  Director  of 
the  Society  of  Holy  Childhood.  Father  Roberts  arrived  from 
Vancouver  to  enroll  the  children  of  Canada  in  this  worthy 
enterprise.  Father's  little  talk  gave  sufficient  evidence  of  his 
zealous  work  for  pagan  souls.  The  children  filed  to  the  altar 
rail  to  receive  their  medal  and  certificates.  After  bestowing 
the  Papal  Blessing,  Father  gave  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.      This    impressive    ceremony    brought    much    joy 

to  all. 

*     *     * 

Congratulations  to  Janet  and  Prue  Jarvis  for  obtaining 
Honours  in  the  examinations  set  by  the  Toronto  Conservatory 

of  Music  in  February. 

«     *     * 

The  children  deserve  great  credit  for  the  recent  publication 
of  their  illustrated  magazine  ''Lake  Breezes."  The  neat,  fresh 
and  attractive  appearance  is  a  herald  of  the  interesting  and 
invigorating  contents. 
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BARRIE,   ONTARIO 

Air  activities  at  the  near  by  camp  prove  most  interesting 
to  us.  Recently  during  class  we  heard  the  deafening  roar  of  a 
low  flying  plane.  The  noises  continued  so  we  realized  the  plane 
was  not  just  passing  over  the  usual  route.  From  the  class 
room  window  we  could  see  it  dip  lower  than  the  church  steeple, 
then  it  circled  around  the  tower  and  hovered  over  the  large 
playground.  We  Avere  breathless  fearing  may  be  it  would 
come  through  the  roof  into  the  classroom  but  the  pilot  sudden- 
ly made  for  the  higher  spaces  again  and  flew  towards  the  bay 
where  he  made  a  landing  on  the  ice.  We  heard  afterwards  the 
pilot  was  a  new  one  in  our  district  and  he  had  come  down  to 
get  a  close  look  at  us  and  so  get  his  bearings. 

Such  quantities  of  snow  we  had  this  winter  and  yet  almost 
overnight  it  disappeared  and  the  children  were  bringing  in 
beautiful  wood  violets  whose  fragrance  fills  the  classroom. 


Readers  of  * '  The  Lilies"  who  were  formerly  members  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin's  Sodality  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  will  be  in- 
terested in  hearing  that  the  present  Executive  have  planned 
a  considerably  extensive  program  with  a  view  to  promoting 
better  reading  among  our  young  people  of  the  parish.  The 
immediate,  "Call  to  Action,"  came,  in  part,  at  least,  as  a  re- 
action to  the  very  startling  remark  made  in  one  of  our  Catho- 
lic Hour  Broadcasts :  that  it  is  of  common  opinion  that,  to  the 
children  of  our  day,  "Donald  Duck"  and  Mickie  Mouse,"  are 
more  definite  realities  than  is  Our  Lord,  Himself. 

Discussions  held  to  devise  means,  as  to  how  to  better,  at 
least,  in  some  little  way,  that  possible  existing  condition, 
ended  in  the  conclusion  that  bigger  efforts  should  be  made  to 
encourage  not  only  the  reading  of  Catholic  Publications,  but 
of  matter  dealing  directly  with  Religious  subjects.  It  was 
suggested  that  one  means  of  furthering  the  plan  was  to  put 
such  reading  in  easy  reach  of  all.  One  idea,  borrowed  from 
an  American  Sodality  met  with  favour  during  one  meeting: 
that  a  collection  of  inexpensive  editions  of  good  books  be 
placed  on  the  shelves  of  some  of  our  stores  that  ordinarily 
handle  low-priced  products.  A  system,  too,  for  "library  help," 
that  has  been  worked  out  in  England  and  outlined  for  us  by 
one  of  our  Diocesan  priests  who  has  lately  returned  from 
abroad,  seemed  a  feasible  project.  It  is  a  "Lending  Library" 
plan  with  a  kind  of  "Exchange"  system,  where  a  number  of 
books  of  the  Parish  Library  is  exchanged  with  that  of  an- 
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other;  thus  the  supply  is  renewed  and  a  consequent  interest 
revived  with  little  expenditure. 

The  Executive  seem  to  be  of  the  opinion  that  good  Catho- 
lic reading  is,  undoubtedly  appreciated  and  sought  for  by 
our  Catholic  youth,  as  also  are  Catholic  pictures  on  the  screen. 
The  latter  was  well  evidenced  by  the  intense,  and  one  might 
say,  loving  interest  displayed  by  the  school  children  during 
their  attendance  at  the  showing  of  "The  Perpetvial  Sacrifice," 
as  well  as  by  their  comments  on  the  picture  on  different  oc- 
casions for  sometime  after.  Certainly,  the  interest  in  that  pic- 
ture seemed  to  endure  for  a  longer  time,  and  made  a  more 
lasting  impression  than  any  Comic  picture  they  had  seen. 

The  Sodality  also  sponsored  the  showing  of  this  picture. 


OBITUARIES 
Sister  M.  St.  Hugh  McDonald 

On  April  7th,  Sister  M.  St.  Hugh,  died  at  St.  Michael's 
Hospital. 

Sister  St.  Hugh,  formerly  Catharine  McDonald,  the 
daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Angus  McDonald,  was  born  in 
Whitby,  Out..  Avhere  she  received  her  lower  and  high  school 
education.  She  took  the  Nurses'  Training  Course  at  St, 
Michael's  Hospital,  and  for  a  few  years  after  graduation  prac- 
tised her  profession,  but  desiring  to  consecrate  her  life  to 
God,  she  entered  St.  Joseph's  Convent  in  1917.  At  the  com- 
pletion of  her  Novitiate,  she  was  sent  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital, 
Comox,  Vancouver  Island,  where  during  six  years  she  gave 
herself  generously  to  the  work  of  nursing,  as  well  as  to  many 
other  tasks  which  must  be  shared  by  the  staff  of  a  small  hos- 
pital. Her  ability  and  her  cheerful  disposition  added  greatly 
to  the  happiness  of  all  Avho  were  associated  with  her,  and  won 
for  her  many  friends  who  sincerely  regretted  her  transfer  to 
St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Winnipeg.  There  for  a  year  and  a 
half  she  gained  further  experience,  and  recalled  to  Toronto 
in  1926,  for  a  long  period  she  held  the  position  of  Night  Super- 
intendent of  St.  Michael's  Hospital.  In  that  capacity  her 
efficiency  made  her  invaluable  to  the  Hospital,  while  her  kind- 
ness will  long  be  remembered  by  countless  patients,  as  well  as 
by  doctors,  nurses  and  other  employees  who  shared  the  night 
watches  with  her. 

When  she  first  became  ill,  she  hoped  to  resume  her  duties 
in  a  few  months,  but  it  was  destined  to  be  "hope  deferred'' 
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not  only  for  months  but  actually  for  years.  Periodically  she 
was  well  enough  to  be  allowed  part  time  duty.  It  was  a  long 
hard  struggle  and  only  the  Recording  Angel  could  tell  of  the 
heroic  effort  of  the  past  five  or  six  years,  but  the  fruit  of  that 
effort  became  more  and  more  apparent  during  the  last  years, 
when  Sister's  illness  took  a  definite  serious  turn,  and  especially 
during  the  past  few  weeks  of  intense  suffering,  when  her 
patient  endurance  and  calm  acceptance  of  God's  Holy  Will 
were  most  edifying. 

The  High  Mass  of  Requiem  was  celebrated  at  9.30  on  Tues- 
day morning  in  St.  Joseph's  Convent  Chapel  by  Rev.  W.  G. 
Rogers,  Detroit,  cousin  of  the  deceased,  with  Rev.  S.  McGrath, 
deacon  and  Rev.  J.  Reilly,  C.S.B.,  sub-deacon. 

Nurses  and  Alumnae  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital  occupied 
seats  reserved  for  them  in  the  Chapel,  and  after  Mass  formed 
a  guard  of  honour  along  the  corridor  leading  from  the  Chapel 
to  the  front  door  of  the  Convent.  Of  the  immediate  family 
there  survive  her  mother,  two  sisters.  Miss  Marie  McDonald 
and  Mrs.  Chas.  Bark\vorth.  and  one  brother,  Sam,  of  Toronto ; 
and  another  brother,  Hugh  of  California,  to  all  of  whom  sin- 
cere sympathy  is  extended.     R.I.P. 


Your  prayers  are  requested  for  Rev.  C.  J.  O'Brien,  Rev. 
Father  McRae,  INIr.  W.  Fitzgerald,  Mr.  McDonnell,  Mrs.  J. 
Brennan,  Mr.  S.  Monahan,  Mrs.  Tarrant.  Mr.  P.  Manion;  Miss 
E.  Pashak,  Miss  M.  Sweeney,  Mrs.  J.  Houston,  Mr.  Ed.  Kil- 
leen,  Mr.  W,  Graham,  Miss  M.  O'Meara,  Miss  M.  Dunn,  Mr. 
O'Reilly,  Miss  H.  Plaves,  Miss  N.  Gartlan,  Mrs.  J.  Crage,  Mrs. 
W.  T.  Kernahan,  Mr.  P.  McNulty.  IMr.  R.  Hall,  Mrs.  Curtin, 
Miss  Blanchard,  Miss  Dulan,  Mrs.  L.  Meehan,  Mr.  Lackey, 
Mrs.  Barker,  Mr.  Power,  Mr.  J.  Kellv.  Mr.  J.  Fournier,  Mrs. 
W.  Duffy,  Mrs.  Latchford,  Mr.  C.  Beck,  Mrs.  J.  Mogan,  Mr. 
W.  J.  Breen,  Mr.  L.  Ready,  Mrs.  Higgins,  Miss  McGuire,  Mr. 
E.  Parent,  Mr.  Larochelle,  Mr.  Sharpe,  Mr.  Sullivan,  Miss 
McDonell,  Mrs.  Larkin. 

Eternal  rest  grant  unto  them,  0  Lord,  and  let  perpetual 
light  shine  upon  them.  May  they  rest  in  peace. 


^lumnae 


A  very  attractive  Bridge  Tea  was  held  at  the  Embassy 
Hotel  on  April  13th,  in  aid  of  the  Scholarship  Fund.  Miss 
Patricia  Kenny  ably  entertained  the  guests  with  a  solo  dance 
(Mrs.  B.  J.  Unser  at  the  piano).  Mrs.  T.  McKendrick,  accom- 
panied by  her  sister,  Mrs.  G.  Hardy,  also  added  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  afternoon  by  singing  two  vocal  numbers. 

During  the  Tea  hour,  thirty-two  valuable  prizes  were  dis- 
tributed. 

A  sincere  vote  of  thanks  is  offered  to  the  following  ladies 
who  worked  so  zealously  to  make  the  party  a  success :  Mrs. 
B.  Hayes,  Mrs.  Wm.  Wallis,  Mrs.  L.  H.  Hall,  and  to  Miss 
Aurelia  Way  and  Miss  Viola  Lyons  as  prize  conveners. 

The  1938-1940  Executive  has  now  reached  the  end  of  its 
term  of  office.  The  Nomination  Committee,  under  the  Chair- 
manship of  Mrs.  E.  Hayes,  is  now  busily  engaged  preparing 
for  the  election  of  the  new  officers  which  is  to  take  place  at 
the  Annual  Meeting  on  June  2nd. 

A  large  attendance  is  anticipated  at  this  meeting. 

We  regret  to  learn  of"  the  illness  of  Miss  Emily  O'Regan's 
mother  and  we  praj'^  that  her  recovery  may  soon  be  complete. 

R.  H.  Reid,  President. 


Dear  Sister — 

Another  June  issue  and  once  more  another  glorious  Gradu- 
ation Day,  for  St.  Joseph's !  Each  year  I  thrill  at  the  splendid 
showing  our  girls  make  on  the  great  day,  the  growth  of  the 
school  attendance  and  the  shrinkage,  it  would  appear,  of  the 
school  space !  But  this  year, — well,  I  can't  make  up  my  mind 
whether  I  like  it  or  not — the  fact  that  our  auditorium  has 
failed  completely  and  spilled  Graduation  right  over  into  Con- 
vocation Hall,  and  even  then  space  will  be  at  a  premium ! 
Think  of  it — forty-five  graduates — and  hundreds  of  high- 
sehool-age  young  ladies,  not  to  mention  parents,  friends  and 
interested  clergymen!  Who  could  have  foretold  such  a  thing 
when  our  splendid  auditorium  was  built.     Oh  well,   another 
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one  will  have  to  be  built  or  that  one  enlarged  or  some  means 
found  to  take  care  of  the  steady  growth  and  popularity  of 
S.J.C.  Just  Avait  until  our  ship  comes  in,  eh?  Anyway  it  will 
be  a  gay  day  to-morrow  for  forty-five  happy  young  ladies! 
They  will  be  making  history  too — graduating  away  from  our 
own  auditorium !  I  hear  that  this  year's  Valedictorian  is  to 
be  Anne  Golden  who  has  never  gone  one  day  to  any  school 
but  S.J.C.  and  who  like  all  S.J.C.  girls  is  a  credit  to  her 
Alma  Mater. 

Since  writing  the  above,  due  to  stress  of  homekeeping 
business,  I  have  had  to  postpone  finishing  this  letter,  and  have 
in  the  meantime  attended  the  above  graduation!  How  can  I 
ever  do  justice  to  the  thrills  of  pride  and  joy  we  all  ex- 
perienced !  They  began  when  we  early-comers  waiting  for 
the  doors  to  open,  spied  the  long  cue  of  S.J.C.  girls  crossing 
Queen's  Park,  in  formation  of  two's,  the  girls  at  the  far  end 
entering  the  Park  as  the  first  ones  entered  Convocation  Hall, 
neat  in  the  attractive  blue  with  white  collars  and  cuffs,  school 
colors  on  each  proud  chest,  dignified  and  SAveet, — over  four 
hundred  strong — and  then  when  we  came  into  the  Hall  there 
they  sat,  on  the  stage  and  in  the  balconies  flanking  the  stage, 
calm  and  outwardly  composed  and  no  matter  how  fluttered 
within — awaiting  the  supreme  moment,  when,  audience  in 
place,  the  forty-five  graduates  entered  in  single  file  from  two 
entrances  to  take  their  places  on  the  stage  in  front  of  the 
massed  school  girls.  In  the  audience  were  many  priests  and 
even  His  Grace  Archbishop  McGuigan  besides  the  parents  and 
friends  of  the  girls.  There  were  no  flaAvs  in  the  proceedings, 
the  chorus  sang  with  precision  and  brightness  three  or  four 
choice  selections.  (I  am  afraid  Sister  Regina  the  first  Avould 
call  me  to  task  for  that  last  phrase,  for  is  not  every  selection 
a  choice,  she  would  ask).  Hail  to  thee  Joseph,  (oh  thrill  of 
thrills  to  all  St.  Josephites!)  an  Ave  Maria,  a  sprightly  Henry 
the  Eighth  Dance  with  words,  Jesu,  Joy  of  Man's  Desiring 
and  another  less  familiar  one,  to  me,  called  "Greensleeves." 
Still  another  thrill  when  Miss  Betty  Fisher,  with  her  own 
special  grace  charmed  us  with  her  violin.  Then  the  Vale- 
dictory, clearly  given  and  full  of  feeling,  and  Father  O'Con- 
nor's address  to  the  Graduates  and  the  heartfelt  prayer  to  God 
in  His  Heaven  to  bless  the  King,  in  these  war-torn  ages  so 
earnestly  sung. 

Then  back  to  S.J.C.  and  tea  and  the  ever  enjoyable  feast 
of  happy  reunion  with  teachers  and  friends.  This  surely  was 
a  Graduation  to  remember. 

(It  is  hard  to  concentrate  on  writing  this  letter  with  its 
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news  of  our  alumnae,  with  the  news  in  our  ears  and  the  con- 
cern in  our  breasts  at  the  happenings  in  Europe  today — ^IVIay 
the  twenty-first.  When  you  will  be  reading  this,  let  us  hope 
this  awful  conflict  will  have  ended  with  God's  peace  in  men's 
hearts  once  again,  but  now,  I  shall  try  to  blot  out  the  news 
of  the  larger  world  with  that  of  our  more  intimate  one.) 

Here  is  an  extract  from  a  letter  from  ]Mrs.  F.  B.  Bowes 
(Hattie  Archibald)  which  shows  how  well  thought  of  are  our 
Lilies.    Mrs.  Bowes  is  now  in  Gulfport.  Mississippi. 

''Hope  you  are  well  and  not  working  too  hard.  You  Sis- 
ters never  complain.  The  magazine  improves  with  every  issue 
better  than  the  preceding  one.  Monsignor  Shannon  who  is 
pastor  of  St.  Thomas  Church,  Chicago,  an  extremely  brilliant, 
cultured  scholar  says  everything  that  appears  in  the  LILIES 
is  worth  while  so  there ! 

Margaret  and  I  have  been  south  for  two  months.  Now 
that  we  have  given  up  our  home  and  have  no  ties  we  find 
that  living  in  the  south  and  avoiding  the  rigours  of  winter 
helps  Margaret's  health.  We  are  considering  taking  up  per- 
manent quarters  in  New  Orleans  for  the  Avinters  and  coming  to 
the  coast  for  the  summer.  I  find  life  so  simple,  easy  and  quiet 
here  and  much  less  expensive  too. 

So  frequently  I  think  of  the  nuns  of  St.  Joseph's  whom  I 
knew  so  well — dear  Sister  Petronilla.  Sister  Perpetua,  Raphael, 
Imelda.  On  last  St.  Joseph's  Day,  March  19th,  I  prayed  for 
them  in  the  old  St,  Louis  Cathedral.  How  they  would  have 
loved  this  dear  lazy,  pious,  old  New  Orleans !  ...  Am  cutting 
roses  in  the  garden  now  and  will  enclose  some  rose  petals 
and  pansies.  .  .  .  Apr.  22nd." 

Mrs.  Milne  (Ella  Hutton)  was  chosen  a  delegate  to  the 
Horticulture  Convention  in  Toronto  recently  and  a  speaker  on 
the  programme  but  owing  to  illness  her  husband  could  not  be 
present. 

Miss  Bessie  Scully  of  Owen  Sound  paid  a  visit  to  the 
Convent  lately  and  to  say  a  prayer  in  our  chapel.  It  is  al- 
ways a  pleasure  to  have  old  pupils  drop  in,  and  the  Sisters 
Avhose  days  are  always  so  busy,  seem  to  find  time  someway 
to  welcome  us  whenever  we  appear.  I  hear  that  Mary  Noble 
and  Josie  (Noble)  Madden  are  living  in  Toronto  now  and 
plan  to  round  up  some  old  classmates  and  "appear"  some 
day  soon.  Most  of  the  classmates,  are  already  rounded  up 
there  anyway,  so  Reverend  Mother  had  better  give  a  day  off 
when  the  "appearance"  occurs.  In  my  last  class  picture  away- 
back-when,  of  the  fourteen  girls  only  three  did  not  enter, 
Emily  Church,  Geraldine  Phillips  and  yours  truly.    Emily  and 
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Geraldine  were  not  Catholics,  so  who  do  yoii  think  was  left  to 
save  the  day?  There  was  a  later  picture  but  I  have  not  a  copy 
of  it  but  I  think  the  ratio  was  about  the  same.  Just  imagine 
the  growth  from  our  day  of  about  fourteen  to  a  class  to  a 
school  of  six  hundred  and  fifty-three  of  today! 

Mrs.  Charles  McGahan  (Margaret  Keenan)  her  husband 
and  son,  visited  with  Mrs.  Fred  Mugele  (Helen  McGrath) 
Easter  week — in  the  latter's  new  home.  Margaret's  boy  joined 
with  'half-past-two'  Marie  Stella  Mugele  in  giving  attention 
to  eight-months-old  Charles  Frederick  Mugele.  Marie  Stella 
speaks  distinctly  and  managed  to  rule  both  boys.  Helen  ex- 
pects a  visit  from  another  school  friend,  Evelyn  Krausmann, 
probably  in  June. 

Mary  McNamara  called  at  St.  Joseph's  recently  on  her 
way  back  from  Montreal  where  she  had  presented  her  thesis 
for  her  Master's  degree. 

Alma  V.  Cloney  spent  a  week  in  New  York  recently.  She 
is  most  enthusiastic  over  the  Third  Order  meetings  and  con- 
ferences given  by  Rev.  Benedict  Ehmann  this  year. 

I  was  sorry  to  have  missed  the  debut  as  a  two-piano  team 
of  Lucille  and  Muriel  Reuben  in  our  auditorium.  Every 
criticism  was  loud  in  praise  of  their  ability.  An  account  of 
recital  is  given  in  the  College  School  section. 

I  wonder  if  you  ever  get  an  odd  minute  to  devote  to  lighter 
reading.  I  have  just  read  "The  Rocky  Road  to  Dublin,"  by 
Seumas  McManus  and  enjoyed  every  page  of  it.  It  is  filled 
with  the  choicest  bits  of  Irish  sayings  and  so  I  am  sure  you 
would  love  it  too.  I  have  also  recently  read  the  "Champlain 
Road,"  and  I  think  it  probably  has  gone  the  rounds  at  S.J.C, 
even  among  the  pupils.  Also  I  read  lately  ''Quality  Chase" 
which  is  good  too.  I  have  no  doubt  you  have  made  time  to 
read  Maritain's  Anti-Semitism,  of  which  I  have  only  read 
a  synopsis,  enough  to  make  me  want  to  read  the  book. 

Well,  Sister,  if  you  can  work  your  way  through  this  dis- 
connected epistle  you  too  deserve  a  medal,  but  I  am  afraid  to 
re-read  it  tonight  for  fear  it  would  find  its  way  into  the  nearby 
glowing  grate  fire,  and  so  I  send  it  on  and  crave  your  pardon 
for  its  condition.  Have  a  good  rest  this  summer  if  you  can 
and  give  my  loyal  love  to  all  the  Sisters  over  there  on  St.  Al- 
bans Street.     Happy  holidays  to  you  all ! 

Sincerely, 

Gertrude  (O'Connor)  Thompson. 
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St.  Joseph's  Junior  Alumnae  Association  has  had  a  very 
successful  year  to  date  with  Miss  Margaret  Conlin.  president, 
and  her  executive.  A  membership  Tea  was  held  in  October, 
with  Miss  Geraldine  Riley  and  Miss  Mary  Gertrude  Harcourt 
co-conveners.  There  were  over  two  hundred  present,  the 
success  of  this  Tea  has  shown  throughout  the  year.  At  the 
meetings  the  number  present  has  not  decreased.  Wednesday 
night  was  chosen  as  Gymnasium  night  for  the  Alumnae  mem- 
bers with  Miss  Betty  Nealon  in  charge  of  basketball  and  Miss 
Teresa  Conlin  in  charge  of  Badminton. 

In  December  at  a  Communion  Breakfast  and  meeting  which 
Miss  Mary  Callahan  and  her  committee  convened,  it  was 
decided  upon  at  this  meeting  to  hold  the  Annual  Alumnae 
Dance  on  January  15th,  at  the  Royal  York  Hotel.  In  view  of 
the  war  it  was  decided  that  a  portion  of  the  proceeds  would 
go  to  war  work.  The  dance  proved  to  be  one  of  the  most 
profitable  that  the  Alumnae  have  had,  due  to  the  co-conveners, 
Miss  Jean  Grant  and  Miss  Mary  Kay  Mickler,  and  their  com- 
mittee. 

A  General  Meeting  and  Tea  were  held  Sunday,  April  28th. 
At  the  meeting  Fifty  Dollars  was  voted  to  the  Knights  of 
Columbus  War  Huts  and  One  Hundred  Dollars  to  the  School 
Library,  This  year  the  Alumnae  plan  to  hold  a  Tea  Dance  at 
Newman  Hall,  June  first,  for  our  graduates.  The  meeting  was 
followed  by  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  the 
Chapel,  the  Sisters'  Choir  sang  very  beautifully. 

An  added  attraction  for  the  afternoon  was  a  duo-piano 
programme  by  two  brilliant  pianists.  Misses  Muriel  and  Lucile 
Reuben:  Espana  Rhapsody,  Chabrier;  Hark!  Hark!  the 
Lark,  Schubert ;  Malaguena,  Lecuona.  These  selections  charm- 
ed the  listeners  and  only  too  soon  the  programme  came  to  a 
close. 

Mrs.  Fred.  Quinn  and  Mrs.  George  Noll  were  tea  hostesses. 

Membership  prize  of  Five  Dollars  was  drawn  for  and  won 
by  Miss  Margaret  McDonald.  Great  credit  is  due  to  Miss 
Eileen  Zeagman  and  Miss  Genevieve  Conlin,  conveners  of  the 
Tea. 

Teresa  Breen. 


Dear  Sister  Leonarda: — 

Your  tiny  request  on  a  small  card  enclosed  with  the  Janu- 
ary number  for  a  letter  or  something  also  got  away  with  the 
wind  or  maybe  with  the  real  old  fashioned  storm  we  had 
February  14th  and  15th.    In  all  my  Canadian  winters  I  do  not 
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remember  a  worse  snow  storm,  though  the  drifts  were  not 
quite  so  deep  as  I  have  seen.  It  happened  that  Ida  went  to 
Newport  on  the  14th,  with  my  nieces,  Hope  and  Lou  Hath- 
way,  expecting  to  return  on  the  17th  and  did  not  come  until 
the  28th.  We  had  a  second  smaller  storm  in  between  and 
though  the  roads  were  clear  the  turning  out  was  bad  so  the 
folks  did  not  motor  up.  I  had  a  grand  two  weeks  all  to  my- 
self and  enjoyed  every  minute.  After  a  path  was  shovelled 
to  the  street  the  neighbors  came  to  see  me  and  I  got  out  for 
suppers,  luncheons  and  many  bridge  games.  In  spite  of  quite 
warm  sunny  afternoons  we  still  have  a  lot  of  snow  but  it 

cannot  stay  much  longer In  the  December  number  I 

read  that  Mrs.  T.  Kelly  (Helen  Kramer)  is  living  in  Boston. 
I  did  not  know  her  but  if  I  had  her  address  I  might  meet 
her  sometime  in  Boston  or  have  her  come  out  here.  Would  it 
be  too  much  trouble  for  you  to  send  me  her  address — if  you 
have  it?  ...  . 

The  first  article  read  in  the  Lilies  is  Gertrude  O'Connor's 
letter — its  only  fault  being  its  brevity.  But  I  know  she  is  a 
busy  woman  and  is  to  be  commended  for  the  excellent  spirit 

of  communication  she  keeps  up 

Loretta  Woodcock. 


Congratulations  to: 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  D.  A.  Doherty  (nee  Marion  Rita  Morin), 
married  in  St.  John's  Church  in  February. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Reginald  Bradley  (nee  Irene  White),  married 
in  Holy  Rosary  Church. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Timmins  (nee  Angela  Hurson),  married 
on  Easter  Monday. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  N.  Thompson  (nee  Marion  McCann). 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ross  Dunn  (nee  Margaret  Hynes). 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jack  Killingsworth  (nee  Veronica  Davidson). 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Basil  Hall,  on  the  arrival  of  a  son. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Hugh  Graham  (Miss  Eleanor  God- 
frey) Avho  were  married  in  March,  and  who  are  living  in 
Toronto. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Al.  Contway  (Miss  Madeline  Wright)  who  are 
now  settled  in  Kirkland  Lake. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fergus  Mallon  (Mary  Palmer)  on  the  birth 
of  a  daughter. 

Miss  Virginia  Coughlin  engaged  to  Mr.  Bernard  Flynn — 
wedding  July  18th. 

Miss  Patricia  Newton  engaged  to  Mr.  Jack  Lee. 
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Miss  Mabel  Greene  engaged  to  Mr.  Cameron  Anthony  Hay- 
ward — wedding  early  in  May. 

Miss  Helen  Dandv  engaged  to  Mr.  Norman  Kasta — wedding 
June  29th. 

Miss  Nora  Phelan  engaged  to  Mr.  Art  Rogers — wedding, 
June  9th. 

Miss  Kay  Callahan  engaged  to  Mr.  John  Poupore — wedding, 
May  4th. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Fitzpatrick  (nee  Maxine  Dunn)  cele- 
brated their  first  anniversary  at  a  dinner  party  at  the  King 
Edward  Hotel. 

Mrs.  J.  V.  Maelnnes  spent  three  weeks  in  Boston.  She 
w^rites  us  from  General  Grover  Inn. 

Miss  Margaret  Conlin  entertained  at  a  bridge  in  aid 
of  the  Alumnae.  Among  those  present  were  Misses  Jean  Grant, 
Eileen  O'Hara,  Mary  Kay  Mickler,  Mary  Bennett,  Mary  Jane 
Fisher,  Margaret  Maloney,  Teresa  Conlin,  Isabella  Conlin  and 
Betty  Walsh. 


Sincere  sympathy  to 

Miss  Frances  Meehan,  on  the  death  of  her  mother. 

Mrs.  R.  C.  Milne,  on  the  death  of  her  husband. 


O  Sacred  Heart !  be  Thou  my  hope 

When  evening  falls  and  I  am  weak. 
When  stumbling  down  the  rugged  slope 

Of  Life's  high  hill  Thy  Home  I  seek, 
Send  forth  the  radiance  of  Thy  love 

To  guide  me  till,  all  danger  past. 
Like  some  stray  piece  of  treasure-trove — 

I  reach  the  journey's  end  at  last. 


Brian  O'Higgins. 
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OESULTS  OF  ELECTIONS— Spring  brings  few  flights  of 
-■^  fancy  to  the  College  student.  Longer  days  and  early 
bird-calls  only  remind  him  that  time  is  passing  and  bringing 
ever  nearer  the  time  of  reckoning — examinations.  A  ripple  of 
excitement  was  stirred  by  nominations  and  elections.  Candi- 
dates for  office  put  their  claims  before  the  public  in  posters 
and  slogans  which  Avere  witty  or  original  and  sometimes  both 
witty  and  original.  Election  Day  passed  off  almost  as  unevent- 
fully as  the  Federal  Elections  of  this  same  year  and  had  re- 
sults which  caused  as  little  surprise. 

STUDENTS'  ADMINISTRATIVE  COUNCIL  —  President, 
Edith  McGrovern ;  Vice-President,  Theresa  Knowlton ; 
Fourth  Year  Representative,  Irene  Haffey ;  Third  Year 
Representative,  Josephine  Cecconi ;  Second  Year  Repre- 
sentative, Rita  Burns. 

ATHLETICS  SOCIETY— President,  Betty  Kirby;  Vice-Pre- 
sident, Anne  Paguet ;    Secretary,  Theresa  Knowlton. 

SODALITY — President,  Glenise  McKenna;  Vice-President, 
Violet  Manion;  Secretary,  Grace  Griffin;  Apostolic  Com- 
mittee President,  Sheilagh  Ryan;  Programme  and  Pub- 
licity, Kay  Lawrence. 

SOCIAL  COMMITTEE— President,  Edith  McGovern. 

CATHOLIC  LITERATURE  COMMITTEE— President,  IMildred 
Ogle ;  Vice-President,  Mary  Trimble ;  Secretary,  Mary 
Miller. 

LE   CERCLE   FRANCAIS— President,    Eileen    Egan; 

President,  Mary  Mogan ;    Secretary,  Anne  Paquet. 
DEBATING  SOCIETY— President,  Glenise  McKenna; 

President,  Mildred  Ogle. 
DRAMATICS — President,  Glenise  McKenna;    Vice-President, 

Rita  Burns;    Secretary,-Treasurer,  Bea  Dobie. 


Vice- 


Vice- 


O  OMEO  AND  JULIET— Parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow,  That 
-'^  I  shall  say  good-bye  till  it  be  morrow.  So  saw  Juliet 
(Helen  McKenna)  in  a  voice  perfectly  modulated  to  express 
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the  joy  and  sorrow  of  a  lover's-tale  whose  crowning  end  was 
death.  Sheila  Ryan  displayed  genuine  versatality  in  acting 
two  such  different  roles  as  Lady  Capulet  and  Juliet's  Nurse. 
As  we  viewed  these  selected  scenes  from  Shakespeare's  first 
great  tragedy,  we  realised  anew  that 

A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  forever: 
Its  loneliness  increases;  .... 

and  we  wished  that  the  whole  play  had  been  presented. 

The  occurence  was  of  marked  importance  as  it  was  the  first 
occasion  in  which  the  Director  of  Dramatics — Father  B.  O'Don- 
nell,  C.S.B.,  included  co-eds  in  his  castes.  This  is  considered 
a  step  in  the  right  direction!  No  longer  (we  hope)  will  the 
Juliets,  the  Cleopatras.  the  Ophelias,  the  Desdemonas  grow 
beards,  and  "be  nearer  heaven  by  the  attitude  of  a  Chopin." 


■p  EDERATION. — Representatives  of  the  English-speaking 
Catholic  Colleges  of  Canada  met  at  St.  Michael's  College 
recently  to  take  steps  to  join  the  National  Federation  of  Ca- 
tholic College  Students  and  send  representatives  to  Pax  Ro- 
mana,  the  International  organization.  St.  Joseph's  College 
was  represented  by  Edith  McGovern  and  Theresa  Knowlton, 
and  at  a  meeting  of  the  student  body  the  entrance  of  St. 
Joseph's  into  the  Federation  was  ratified. 


n-^HE  BANQUET  FOR  THE  GRADUATES— This  is  the  most 
important  social  function  of  the  undergraduate  year,  since 
it  brings  the  members  of  the  Faculty  and  the  whole  student 
body  together,  so  we  try  to  give  it  all  the  dignity  and  splen- 
dour possible.  The  in-coming  President  of  The  Students' 
Administrative  Council  and  her  Committee — Glenise  McKenna,, 
Helen  McKenna  and  Mary  Miller  are  to  be  congratulated  on 
the  success  of  their  arrangements.  Glenise  McKenna  made  a 
happy  toast-mistress  and  the  speeches  carried  the  same  tone 
of  happiness  and  ease.  Owing  to  illness  the  President,  Very 
Rev.  Father  McCorkell,  was  unable  to  be  present,  and  was 
represented  by  Rev.  Father  Murray,  who  paid  a  tribute  to 
the  graduating  students  and  reminded  them  of  the  ideals  which 
St.  Michael's  College  holds  up  to  her  students.  Lorna  Smith's 
response  to  the  toast  to  the  Graduates  was  an  eloquent  and 
moving  valedictory  of  St.  Josejjh's  Graduation  to  their  Alma 
Mater. 

St.  Michael's  pins  were  presented  to  the  graduates  by  the 
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students  and  comic  songs  composed  by  the  Freshmen  showed 
that  the  weaknesses  of  these  great  ones  had  not  escaped  the 
notice  of  their  humbler  sisters.  So  passed  another  landmark — 
the  last  of  the  student  year,  one  more  of  those  occasions  Avhich 
are  precious  because  they  bind  us  closer  to  our  College  days 
and  friends,  and  also  because  they  already  partake  of  some- 
thing of  the  quality  of  "things  past." 

TOASTS 

PRAYER  FOR  THE  POPE 

Helen  Gearon,  '40. 

THE   KING 

THE   UNIVERSITY 

Proposed  by  Kathleen  Bennett,  '40 — Rev.  B.  F.  Sullivan. 

ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE 

Betty  Gallagher,  40— Very  Rev.  E.  J.  McCorkell. 

THE  FACULTY 

Elda  Teolis,  '40— Rev.  L.  J.  Bondy. 

ATHLETICS 

Theresa  Knowlton,  '42 — Winnifred  Flanagan,  '40. 

NEWMAN  CLUB 

Gertrude  Mulcahy,  '40— Rev.  A.  E.  McQuillen. 

THE  GRADUATES 

Josephine   Cecconi,    '41 — Lorna   Smith,   '40. 

TOASTMISTRESS 

Glenise  McKenna,  '41. 


I  SAW  HAMLET 

I  saw  Hamlet.  Amid  the  pomp  and  splendour  of  a  16th 
century  court,  saw  the  sober-suited  figure,  heard  spoken  the 
thoughts  of  a  tortured  mind  where  only  gaiety  seemed  to  exist. 
With  bated  breath  I  sat,  terrified  as  a  grim  spectre  revealed 
the  treachery  of  this  world  and  spoke  of  the  punishment  in 
the  next.  I  felt  my  blood  tingle  in  my  veins  with  excitement 
as  I  watched  men,  men  expert  with  the  sword,  fight  what  I 
knew  to  be  more  than  a  mock  duel.  I  saw  the  craven  thing 
that  lust  and  ambition  can  make  of  men.  I  rocked  with 
laughter  at  courtiers  most  inquisitive,  courtiers  most  voluble 
and  courtiers  most  fawning.  I  cried  when  I  saw  a  young  girl 
driven  to  madness,  by  grief,  droAvned  and  buried  unceremoni- 
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ously.  My  thoughts  were  taken  to  the  clouds  of  philosophy 
and  rudely  brought  back  to  reality  by  a  most  matter-of-fact 
fellow,  a  grave-digger.  I  saw  scenes  of  great  love,  enduring 
hate,  filial  devotion,  treachery  and  noble  friendship  play  before 
my  eyes.     I  saw  "Hamlet."  Mary  Martin. 
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KATHLEEN  BENNETT :  Mary's  sister  and 
never  far  away  from  her,  forming  with  her 
a  formidable  team  in  Basket  Ball.  She  also 
has  her  Senior  T  and  M  and  represented 
U.  of  T.  in  Intermediate  and  Senior  Inter- 
collegiate teams ;  can  provide  vocal  or  in- 
strumental music  for  any  occasion,  and  has 
plenty  of  time  for  lessons  too.  Her  pupils 
will  not  have  manv  dull  hours. 


MARY  BENNETT:  Coming  from  Holy 
Name  Separate  School  and  St.  Joseph's 
Convent  she  found  a  name  ready-made  for 
her  in  education,  so  struck  out  in  athletics 
and  won  Senior  T  and  M  for  Basket  Ball, 
taking  in  Glee  Clubs  and  parish  social  work 
in  her  spare  time.  Tradition  will  probably 
win  out  and  make  a  teacher  of  her. 


MARJORIE  CHERRY:  Passed  from  St. 
Clare's  School  to  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  and 
thence  to  University  where  she  has  follow- 
ed the  Honour  Course  in  Moderns  Avith 
special  leaning  for  English.  She  has  look- 
ed on  life  with  a  questioning  eye  but  finds 
it  sweeter  than  it  seemed.  Outward  grace 
and  inner  worth  make  her  an  acquisition 
to  all  the  college  groups. 


MARJORIE  DRISCOLL :  Followed  several 
members  of  her  family  from  Arthur  to  St. 
Michael's  and  keeps  up  their  reputation  for 
brains,  but  she  really  comes  to  life  when 
the  skating  season  opens.  Has  been  present 
at  every  goal  won  by  St.  Michael's  Women's 
Hockey  team  and  came  out  unscathed.  A 
soft  voice  and  a  gracious  presence  and  that 
is  ^Marjory. 


WINNIPRED  FLANAGAN:  After  a  false 
start  or  two  arrived  at  Varsity  via  St. 
Joseph's  and  Northern  Vocational.  Pier 
poster  work  explains  that  phase.  She  has 
been  a  persistent  booster  of  College  Athle- 
tics incidentally  winning  her  Senior  T  and 
playing  in  Tennis  finals.  As  editor  of 
"SportSM-oman"  Column  she  gives  evidence 
of  creative  ability,  and  kept  St.  Joseph's 
on  the  map  of  the  University.  Last  but  not 
least  she  enjoys  her  studies  as  much  as  her 
play — which  is  saying  something. 


MARGARET  FYFE:  Came  from  the  Mine 
country  to  prepare  for  normal,  and  passed 
through  to  the  General  Course.  Her  out- 
side interests  are  Dramatics  in  both  English 
and  French  and  she  is  noted  for  her  smiling 
serenity  on  all  occasions  and  her  generous 
assistance  at  all  our  social  functions  or 
wherever  a  helping  hand  is  needed.  Her 
goal  is  still  the  teaching  profession  and  a 
successful  career  seems  to  be  in  order. 


BETTY  GALLAGHER:  The  third  of  the 
Gallagher  sisters  to  study  at  St.  Joseph's 
found  her  place  quietly  in  the  English  Lan- 
guage and  Literature  Course  in  1936  where 
she  has  proved  her  ability  and  talent.  En- 
dowed with  an  amiable  disposition,  with  an 
esteem  of  sincerity  and  a  love  of  joy.  She 
Avas  Pres.  of  the  Literary  Society  1938-39. 
We  hope  that  this  basis  of  talent  and  virtue 
is  but  the  beginning  in  the  development  of 
an  already  attractive  personality  into  a 
more  and  more  divine  personality. 


HELEN  GEARON:  Helen  an  Honour  Ma- 
triculant came  to  St.  Joseph's  from  Vaughan 
Road  Collegiate.  And  very  glad  we  are 
that  it  was  to  St.  Joseph's  she  came  for  her 
genial  smile  (genuine  Irish)  and  her  affable 
ways  no  less  than  her  many  lovely  traits 
of  character  have  endeared  her  to  all.  It 
was  Helen's  privilege  to  be  President  of 
Our  Lady's  Sodality  during  the  past  year, 
and  Helen  discharged  this  cherished  office 
well.  With  two  years  of  specialization  in 
French  and  Latin  and  two  in  the  General 
Course,  Helen  is  going  out  well-equipped  to 
solve  the  mysteries  of  O.C.E. 


FRANCES  GRIMES:  Has  been  a  St. 
Joseph's  Girl  from  her  earliest  years  and 
came  to  College  to  learn  the  Household  arts. 
She  keeps  our  posters  up  to  date,  and  helps 
many  pilgrims  of  learning  across  Queen's 
Park.  Frances  has  given  generous  interest 
and  help  to  all  the  College  activities,  but 
will  be  most  missed  when  Christmas  basket 
making  comes  around. 


MARJORIE  KARAL :  Was  lured  across  the 
Border  from  Rochester,  N.Y.,  by  the  fame 
of  St.  Michael's  and  has  added  not  a  little 
to  it  by  her  achievements  in  English  and 
Languages.  Always  on  hand  when  real 
work  is  going  forward,  but  never  failing 
to  be  ornamental,  too,  she  is  fitted  to  adorn 
the  sphere  in  which  she  chooses  to  rule. 


VICTORIA  LONGO :  Was  one  of  a  trio  who 
came  to  University  from  St.  Clare's  Separ- 
ate School  via  St.  Joseph's  Convent.  The 
determination  to  have  French,  Italian  and 
Spanish  drove  her  into  Modern  Languages 
where  she  has  been  an  interested  and  faith- 
ful student.  Vic  has  been  an  active  mem- 
ber of  The  Spanish  and  Italian  Club  and 
has  contributed  to  many  a  success  in  basket- 
ball, and  wielded  a  sturdy  stick  at  hockey. 


JEAN  McLEOD:  Came  to  us  from  Corn- 
wall (believe  it  or  not)  to  represent  her 
Clan,  but  abdicated  temporarily  in  favour 
of  "Sallie"  and  good  times.  Fortunately 
studies  are  a  part  of  them,  as  are  also 
Hockey  not  taken  too  seriously.  She  keeps 
the  blues  away  with  a  little  Parkway  every 
day,  but  in  spite  of  all  she  has  her  serious 
moments  and  will  have  more  later. 


GERTRUDE  MULCAHY:  Commerce  and 
finance  was  the  object  of  Gertrude's  ambi- 
tions on  coming  from  Orillia  Collegiate  and 
still  preoccupies  her  in  the  General  Course. 
She  has  also  interested  herself  in  athletics; 
was  athletic  manager  in  '39.  Newman  Re- 
presentative in  '40  and  last  but  not  least  a 
long  suffering  but  much  loved  Head  Girl 
in  '40. 


DOROTHY  QUINN:  Tweed  High  School 
sent  us  this  happy  contributor  to  our  home 
life.  For  all  she  is  as  fair  and  fragile  as 
Dresden  China  she  has  a  strong  if  unob- 
trusive personality.  She  served  on  tlie  So- 
dality executive  '40.  interested  herself  in 
winter  sports,  and  does  Commercial  work 
too — just  in  case. 


LORNA  SMITH:  Came  from  St.  Joseph's 
Academy.  North  Bay,  with  a  well-developed 
bump  for  leadership.  As  president  of  the 
Apostolic  committee  1939 — and  of  the  So- 
cial Committee  1940  she  showed  outstand- 
ing executive  ability,  while  her  consistently 
high  academic  standing  promise  a  brilliant 
cooperation  in  Catholic  Action,  wherever 
she  mav  be. 


CATHERINE  RICHARD  and  LAURINE 
SINCLAIR:  What!  are  they  twins?  Well 
not  exactly;  but  we  defy  you  to  write  the 
College  biography  of  the  one  without  be- 
coming hopelessly  involved  in  the  other. 
But  mark  you!  this  is  no  case  of  Rosen- 
crantz  and  Guildenstern.  We  have  here  to 
do  with  strong  personalities.  Catherine  came 
from  our  own  College  School ;  so  did  Laur- 
ine.  Catherine  had  won  a  K.  of  C,  Scholar- 
ship. Laurine  was  her  close  second.  Both 
came  with  the  glory — and  the  burden  of 
high  honours,  and  although  both  elected 
the  Honour  Latin  and  French  Course  with 
no  small  sprinkling  of  Greek  (not  to  men- 
tion the  French  Conversation)  it  did  nothing 
to  lighten  the  burden,  neither  did  it  in  any 
way  lighten  the  glory  for  Catherine  and 
Laurine  juggled  for  first  and  second  place 
alternately  and  even  managing  to  be  ''equal- 
ly first"  in  second  year.  And  so  you  see  they 
are  inevitably  coupled  in  our  minds,  as  in 
our  hearts,  each  so  individual,  each  so  cap- 
able yet  unassuming,  each  so  dear. 


ELDA  TEOLIS  :  Got  Honour  Matriculation 
at  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  and  came  to  bright- 
en the  College  with  her  smile,  and  incident- 
ally to  proceed  to  a  Pass  B.A.  Was  on  the 
Executive  of  The  Italian  Club,  did  some 
successful  work  in  Dramatics,  some  vigor- 
ous work  at  Ping  Pong,  and  still  young 
enough  to  start  something  new.  If  she  is  not 
in  the  Common  Room  she  is  in  the  lower 
Lecture  Hall  but  she  is  sure  to  be  getting 
all  the  enjoyment  out. 


PEGGY  ARNOLD:  Graduated  from  Mc- 
Donald Hall,  Guelph,  and  came  to  conquer 
a  Specialists'  degree  at  Toronto.  Active  in 
Sodality,  House  Committee,  and  Apostolic 
Committee,  Peggy  has  been  an  acquistion 
to  our  home  and  social  life — and  promises 
to  exert  a  noble  influence  in  the  teaching 
profession. 


DOREEN  MOLLOY  :  Began  her  educational 
exploits  in  London,  Ont.,  transferred  to  Vic- 
toria, B.C.,  and  after  two  years  of  U.  of 
Vancouver  came  to  Toronto  to  specialize  in 
Household  Science.  After  leading  her  course 
here  she  still  seeks  new  fields  to  conquer — 
and  these  we  know  will  always  be  higher 
and  nobler  as  time  goes  on. 


JOAN  KRUGER:  Graduated  from  Chap- 
leau,  Ontario,  to  Physiotherapy  and  has 
never  deviated  from  her  destined  way.  She 
makes  hosts  of  friends  as  she  goes  along  and 
never  loses  the  old  ones.  In  soothing  poor 
humanity's  aches  and  pains  she  will  add  the 
sweetness  of  her  sympathy  to  the  appliances 
of  science. 


ELLEN  HARKNESS:  Graduated  from 
Timmins  Collegiate  and  after  being  a 
Coronation  Guest  to  England,  condescend- 
ed to  Household  Economics  in  U.  of  T.  and 
finally  found  her  place  in  Occupational 
Therapy.  She  is  tenacious  in  her  friendships 
and  looks  on  the  future  without  trepidation, 
since  her  courage  is  not  based  on  self- 
confidence. 


MARY  KENNEDY:  Went  through  all  the 
vicessitudes  and  glories  of  a  College  Career 
in  one  short  year.  Such  is  Dental  nursing. 
She  came  from  Copper  Cliff  and  returns 
thither  leaving  behind  a  pleasant  memory 
of  a  girl  whose  glamour  was  balanced  by 
gladness  and  goodness. 
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The  Retreat 


With   the   closing   of   a   retreat   comes   the   in- 


evitable question  one  must  ask  oneself — ''Am  I 
any  closer  to  God  than  I  was  before  this  retreat?"  If  the  an- 
swer is  "Yes"  then  the  retreat  has  been  a  success. 

With  the  close  of  this  year's  retreat,  one's  answer  could 
hardly  be  but  "Yes,"  for  every  thing  possible  was  done  to 
make  us  realize  God's  nearness;  even  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
was  kept  on  a  beautifully  decorated  altar  in  the  auditorium 
where  anyone  could  go  at  any  hour  of  the  day  to  read  or  pray. 

The  conferences,  given  this  year  bj^  one  we  know  so  well, 
were  especially  instructive  and  interesting;  the  ordinary  re- 
treat subjects  seemed  transformed  for  us  and  every  conference 
left  us  looking  forward  to  the  next. 

The  reading  material  at  our  disposal  was  the  very  best. 
Pamphlets  could  be  obtained  on  almost  any  subject,  ranging 
from  "What  to  do  on  a  Date"  to  "Shall  I  be  a  Nun."  Written 
in  the  delightful  Father  Lord  style  they  were  not  only  in- 
structive but  interesting  and  entertaining  as  well. 

The  "grand  finals"  came  on  Wednesday  when  we  assembled 
to  receive  Benediction.  As  the  strains  of  the  inspiring  "Holy 
God  we  praise  Thy  Name"  grew  stronger  the  air  seemed 
charged  with  emotion  and  each  girl  sang  not  only  with  her 
lips  but  with  all  her  heart. 

Margaret  Garner,  III-B. 


.  .   .       Once    again    our    Auditorium   has    been    a 

Physical  Training  ^^^^^  ^^  jjgj^i.  ^^^  beauty  while  an  apprecia- 
Demonstration  ^-^^  ^^^^  interested  audience  viewed  the 
pupils  of  the  College  School  present  a  varied  and  delightful 
programme  of  numbers  ranging  from  stiff,  smart  military  tac- 
tics to  the  graceful  numbers  of  a  Strauss  Waltz. 

Demure  Irish  maidens,  gay  with  "wearin'  of  the  green" 
tapped  thro'  the  intricacies  of  an  Irish  reel  to  be  followed  in 
sharp  contrast  by  stiff  Second  Formers  smart  in  their  School 
tunics  who  swung  out  to  show  just  how  those  difficult  Danish 
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gymnastics  should  be  done.  And  how  the  Scots  in  the  stirring 
steps  of  a  Highland  Sehottische !  Gay  in  plaids  and  Glengar- 
ries these  "Hieland  lassies"  danced  their  way  to  a  delighted 
applause !  Clubs  are  dangerous  weapons  in  the  hands  of  the 
uninitiated  but  the  skilful  and  rhythmical  club  drill  of  II-B 
and  II-C  demonstrated  just  what  could  be  done  by  the  expert. 
Then  in  a  sudden  half  light  and  to  the  strains  of  a  thrilling 
rhythm,  bold  and  daring  buccaneers  went  thro'  the  measures 
of  a  pirate's  search  for  gold  and  gore.  Their  red  bandanas, 
glittering  ear  rings  and  glinting  swords  flashed  in  a  realistic 
fashion  that  belied  the  size  of  the  diminutive  crew.  As  these 
stole  off  in  the  sinister  quest,  the  music  changed  to  the  throb- 
bing of  Indian  drums  as  the  tiniest  tots  in  white  wampum 
and  colorful  feathers  sang  and  danced  their  way  into  the 
hearts  of  their  audience.  Natty  sailors  in  a  catchy  Nautical 
Tap,  sturdy  English  folk  dancers  and  the  flashing  rhythm  of 
rainbow  balls  led  in  rapid  succession  to  a  faultless  display  of 
Marching  Tactics  by  the  Seniors  who  moved  as  one  in  perfect 
order  thro'  their  difficult  number.  And  finally  in  the  subdued 
glow  of  multi-coloured  lights,  to  the  strains  of  Strauss  there 
swung  out  in  the  beautiful  "Ode  to  Peace"  Waltz  graceful 
figures  in  flowing  pastel  gowns,  until  in  the  interweaving  of 
the  dance  they  appeared  to  be  mist-veiled  rainbow  nymphs. 
A  Grand  March  around  a  central  tableau  depicting  the  var- 
ious school  athletic  activities — basketball,  archery,  riding, 
etc. — brought  back  for  added  applause  the  various  groups  to 
sing  with  youthful  patriotism  a  closing  "0  Canada." 

S.J.C.S.  owes  a  sincere  vote  of  thanks  to  Miss  Elmsley  for 
the  very  fine  Demonstration  produced.  We  not  only  find  our 
P.  T.  Work  very  helpful  and  instructive  but  also  a  pleasure. 

Programme 

God  Save  the  King 

Irish  Rhythm Junior  4th  Class 

Gymnastics  Form  2-A 

Highland  Sehottische Senior  4th  Class 

Clubs Form  2-B  and  2-C 

Pirate  Dance Third  Class 

Indian  Song  and  Dance 1st  and  2nd  Classes 

Dargasson  English  Folk  Dance 1st  Forms 

Nautical  Knots Form  4-C 

Rhythmic  Balls Forms  3-A  and  3-B 

Marching  Tactics Forms  4-A  and  4-B 

"Ode  to  Peace"— Waltz Forms  3-C  and  3-D 

The  Grand  March 
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„  ,  -R  L-  '  ■'^^ch  Wednesday  morning  at  nine  o'clock  the 
*atner  iSurKes  ^j^^^^^  fourth,  fifth,  and  commercial  forms 
assemble  in  the  auditorium  for  one  of  Father 
Burke's  lectures.  The  little  witticisms  with  which  he  usually 
begins  his  talk  have  in  them  a  hidden  lesson  which  he  brings 
to  light  in  his  own  inimitable  style.  He  follows  always  with 
some  sound  advice  on  a  modern  subject  for  the  modern  girl 
of  to-day.  He  encourages  us  to  have  fun,  after  our  duties  are 
finished,  keeping  in  mind  that  we  should  endeavour  to  imitate 
the  holiness  of  Our  Blessed  Mother,  especially  her  love  for  the 
pure,  beautiful  things  of  life. 

The  half  hour  we  spend  with  Father  Burke  seems  to  fly 
"on  the  wings  of  time,"  and  the  girls  await  with  eager  an- 
ticipation the  next  Wednesday  morning  lecture. 

Helen  Nolan,   Commercial. 


__.  .    _  On  Thursday  morning,  April  25th.  the  pupils 

A  Visit  Jfrom  ^£  ^YiQ  junior  classes  and  the  first  forms 
Father  Roberts  gathered  in  the  chapel.  Here  they  were  in- 
structed about  the  Association  of  the  Holy  Childhood  by 
Reverend  Father  Roberts  of  China  Mission  Seminary,  Na- 
tional Director,  and  Reverend  Father  Egan,  Director  for  To- 
ronto. After  learning  about  the  Holy  Childhood,  the  girls  were 
enrolled  as  members  of  this  Association  and  received  a  medal 
and  a  membership  card. 

Following  the  enrollment,  the  students  sang  Benediction, 

celebrated  by  Father  Egan.         ^         •       n  -jvi      t^         i  t^ 
•^  °  Lorraine  Griffin,  Form  1-B. 


"The  Cafeteria"  Ring-a-ling-a-ling !  11.20  once  more!  Lunch 
j.ne  v^aieiena  ^Iji^q  again!  Classes  line  up  to  rush  down- 
stairs to  get  served  first  and  generously.  Joy  of  joys!  I  am 
one  of  the  first.  What  is  on  the  menu  to-day  ?  .  .  .  0  Goodness ! 
cream  of  tomato  soup,  salad,  chicken  on  toast,  strawberry 
cream  cake  and  pop,  whatever  shall  I  take.  .  .  ,  ?  Sister  says 
that  we  should  take  something  hot  everyday  instead  of  living 
on  sandwiches  and  ice-cream,  so  I'll  try  to  satisfy  Sister  and 
mj^self.  That  will  mean  a  big  lunch  but  I  think  I  shall  be 
equal  to  it,  after  all  the  work  I  did  this  morning.  There  is 
nothing  like  hard  work  for  giving  one  an  appetite,  and  nothing 
like  the  cafeteria  for  satisfying  it.  So  once  again,  three 
cheers  for  the  11.20  bell. 

Claire  Marois,  Commercial. 
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_  .  .,       To-dav  Commercial  acclaims  with  enthusiasm 

Commercials  ^-^e  encore  of  its  Pre-Lenten  Theatre  Party. 
Theatre  Party  rpj^^  ^^.^^  ^^,^^  ^^^^^  ^  pronounced  success, 
that  we  resolved  to  have  another  as  soon  as  the  Lenten  Ban 
was  lifted.  A  couple  of  weeks  in  which  to  recover  from  the 
holiday  spirit  and  get  back  to  steady-slogging  school  work — 
a  week  in  which  the  class  routine  is  broken  by  jolly  little 
meetings — and  the  day  of  our  party  is  upon  us. 

The  classroom  is  a  scene  of  unexpected  colour.  The  con- 
servative uniform  of  every  day  gives  place  to  Dame  Fashion's 
latest  conception  of  "what  every  young  girl  should  wear." 
Bright  smiles  and  urgent  whisperings  ruffle  our  usually  placid 
surroundings;  even  the  clicking  typewriters  seem  to  have 
caught  the  infectious  note  of  gaiety — but  work  must  go  on. 

Our  daily  tasks  accomplished,  a  long  wobbly  line,  reminis- 
cent of  a  school  "crocodile,"  straggles  joyouslj^  up  Yonge 
Street  towards  the  theatre. 

Heigh  ho!  Heigh  ho!  its  off  to  the  show  we  go!!! 

Marion  Horgan,  Commercial. 


We,  of  S.J.C.S.  received  a  real  thrill  when  we 
Congratulations    ^^^^  ^^^  ^j^g  ^^^.^^  Daily  Papers  the  very  fine 

accounts  of  the  Recital  given  by  Muriel  and  Lucile  Rueben. 
Our  prayers  and  good  wishes  are  with  you. 


TUT  ri  o  Di  T>  ^'^  Saturdav,  April  13th,  w^as  held  Margaret 
M.E.S.  Play  Day  -^^^^^  School's  Play  Day.  The  seniors  of 
M.E.S.  had  planned  to  bring  together  ten  representatives  of 
every  private  school  in  Toronto,  to  enjoy  a  day,  full  of  games 
and  fun. 

We  met  at  Margaret  Eaton  Hall  at  one-thirty,  as  activities 
were  scheduled  for  one-forty-five.  After  changing  into  our 
sport  shoes  and  assembling  in  the  gym,  we  introduced  our- 
selves to  some  seventy  girls.  Then  the  senior  official  blew  her 
whistle.     Now  for  the  fun! 

In  the  course  of  the  afternoon  we  played  a  variety  of 
games ;  some  in  the  library,  some  in  the  gym,  and  some  in 
the  social  room  et  cetera.  The  time  passed  all  too  quickly  and 
about  four-fifteen  refreshments  were  served.  We  closed  with 
the  song  of  "Good-night  Ladies"  feeling  very  tired,  but 
nevertheless  having  thoroughly  enjoyed  ourselves. 

Monica   Purtill,   I-D. 

Patricia    Cockburn,    I-A. 
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On  April  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth,  St.  Michael's 
uramatics  College  Artists  presented  a  dramatic  musical  in 
St.  Joseph's  College  School  Auditorium.  The  principal  feature 
of  the  first  performance  was  the  balcony  scene  from  "Romeo 
and  Juliet"  "done  almost  in  its  entirety."  One  of  the  College 
girls.  Miss  Helen  McKenna,  took  the  part  of  Juliet  and  is  to  be 
congratulated  on  her  fine  speaking  voice  and  dramatic  ability. 
Miss  Sheila  Ryan  admirably  represented  Lady  Capulet.  Other 
scenes  "were  flashed  before  our  minds  to  recall  the  continuity 
of  the  play."  Then  followed  the  first  act  from  Henri  Gheon's 
beautiful  play — ''The  Marriage  of  St.  Francis,"  which  was 
performed  very  well  by  the  high  school  students.  In  both 
selections  the  theme  of  love  was  uppermost,  forming  a  very 
interesting  contrast — "love  human  and  love  divine." 

Between  the  plays  St.  Michael's  School  Orchestra  played 
several  numbers  including  the  lovely  Blue  Danube,  Zcardas 
— a  violin  solo  by  Charles  Dobius,  and  a  Waltz  from  the  opera 
Romeo  and  Juliet.     They  also  played  their  College  Song. 

We  prophesy  a  brilliant  future  for  the  dramatic  club  also 
the  orchestra  under  the  able  direction  of  Mr.  Cesar  Borre. 

Gloria  Lefrancois,  I-B. 


„__      _.     „    The  foot-lights  are  dimmed  and  the  curtain  parts 
ine  i'lay      ^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^  of  "In  Life's  Glad  Morn."  This 

play  was  given  by  the  Dramatic  Committee  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin's Sodality  on  Pancake  Tuesday  evening.  Our  fellow  board- 
ers had  been  anxious  to  see  what  all  our  rehearsals  would 
produce  and  they  were  pleasantly  surprised.  Our  work  was 
well  rewarded  by  their  praise  and  applause. 

Babette  Harper,  III-B. 


API     Aft  ^^^  ^^^^  formers  had  an  interesting  after- 

A  trala  Alternoon  ^^^^^^  -^^  ^^^^  auditorium,  Friday,  April  5th. 

A  comedy,  the  tour  of  the  king  and  queen,  photographs  of  the 
Canadian  National  Exhibition,  and  pictures  of  Banff  were 
shown.  The  scenery  at  Banff,  enhanced  by  technicolour  was 
strikingly  beautiful  and  appealed  to  me  most  of  all. 

Next  Ave  saw  a  health  picture  entitled  the  "Doctor's 
Daughter,"  which  proved  helpful  in  matters  of  health  and 
entertaining  as  well. 

Jean  Wharton,  I-C. 
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An  unusually  large  audience  assembled  in  St.  Joseph's 
College  School  Auditorium,  to  hear  Lucile  and  Muriel  Reuben 
in  a  duo-piano  recital,  Thursday  evening,  April  eleventh,  when 
these  gifted  pianists  played  the  following  programme: 

I. 

Fantasie  and  Fugue,  G  minor    Bach 

Prelude,  Fugue  and  Variation Cesar  Franck 

Sine  Nomine   (A  Modal  Study)    Kenneth  Meek 

(Written  for  L.  and  M.  Reuben) 

XL 

Prelude  Militaire Rachmaninoff 

Suite,  Op.  15    , Arensky 

Romance 
Valse 

Polanaise 

Espana  Rhapsody Chabrier 

Danse  Macabre  Saint-Saens 

III. 

Moy  Mell Arnold  Bax 

To  Be  Sung  on  the  Water Schubert 

(Arr.  Kelberine) 

Hark !  Hark !  the  Lark   Schubert 

(Arr.  L.  and  M.  Reuben) 
Les  Preludes    Liszt 

This  interesting  and  exacting  programme  Avas  enthusias- 
tically applauded,  and  the  players  responded  with  three  en- 
cores ! 

Extracts  from  criticisms  in  Toronto  papers:  "Their  play- 
ing reveals  deep  musical  intuition,  manifest  in  the  beauty  of 
their  touch,  rhythmical  elan,  and  youthful  enthusiasm.  They 
respond  instinctively  to  each  other,  and  while  they  have  ample 
power,  it  is  their  ease  and  delicacy  which  make  their  playing 
fascinating." — Hector  Charlesworth  in  Saturday  Night. 

"Last  evening  they  played  with  the  authority  of  veteran 
virtuosi  and  the  glad  enthusiasm  of  children.  .  .  .  Brilliant 
technique,  and  individual  temperament  that  glows  and  burns 
and  dreams  and  chills  by  turn.  As  a  duo  team  they  are  start- 
ling. .  .  .  There  is  an  uncanny  sympathy  between  them,  the 
sympathy  of  intuition  profounder  than  art.  .  .  .  Piano  sang  to 
piano  as  delightfully  as  though  the  whole  was  a  story  in 
musical  verse.  .  .  .  Their  playing  of  Arnold  Bax  was  surprising 
for  its  rhythmic  understanding.     Exacting  music,  not  obvious 
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to  listen  to  or  to  play,  and  yet  these  young  ladies  played  the 
number  as  gladly  as  they  made  the  Bach  Fugue  pleasant  and 
plain.  They  are  brilliant  recitalists  whose  background  of 
musical  culture  is  finely  disciplined  and  creative.  They  de- 
lighted their  large  audience  last  evening." — Edward  W.  Wod- 
son  in  Toronto  Evening  Telegram. 

"Their  recital  ...  an  expression  of  two  people  in  complete 
fusion  of  musical  art.  In  Bach's  Fantasia  and  Fuge  they  dis- 
played wonderfully  spontaneous  unanimity — tonally  in  the 
Fantasia,  rhythmically  in  the  fuge  which  was  clicked  off  in 
gloriously  animated  precision.  Franck's  Prelude,  Fuge  and 
Variation  as  done  by  these  affinities  had  the  quality  of  a  fine 
ecclesiastical  waltz." — Augustus  Bridle  in  Toronto  Daily  Star. 

"Both  girls  are  gifted  pianists.  .  .  .  They  excel  in  passages 
calling  for  delicacy  of  treatment.  There  was  nothing  hack- 
neyed or  dull  about  their  program,  which  featured  modern 
composers,  though  starting  with  Bach's  Fantasie  and  Fuge  in 
Gr.  minor.  Cesar  Franck's  Prelude,  Fugue  and  Variation  had 
well-defined  atmosphere,  with  a  touch  of  the  mystical  and  re- 
vealed caressing  touch  and  liquid  tone.  They  have  an  ex- 
cellent sense  of  rhythm,  unanimity  of  purpose  and  crisp 
technique;  they  are  young  and  have  every  chance  of  becom- 
ing a  notable  addition  to  Canadian  concert  artists. 


ART  DAY 


Hurrah!  Thursday  haa  come  once  more.  Out  come  paints, 
art  paper,  rubbers,  pencils  and  water.  After  all  are  settled,  and 
luckily  no  water  spilled,  we  wait  for  Sister  to  announce  what  we 
shall  draw  — •  a  scene?  a  pattern?  a  flower?  or  a  "whatever  we 
wish?"  To-day  it  will  be  a  scene.  After  ruling  and  rubbing  we 
are  finally  ready  to  paint  and  oh!  what  joy  when  they  are  finished 
and  hung  up  for  the  criticism  of  the  class. 

Clare  Brown,  Gr.  VI., 
St.   Joseph's-on-the-Lake,   Scarboro. 


THE    CRICKET 


Every  night  at  ten  or  more 
A  cricket  comes  beside  my  door 
He   sits  and  chirps  his   merry  song 
And  seems  to  stay  there  all  night  long 
For  when  I  wake  up  from  my  sleep 
I  still  can  hear  his  little  peep — 
Behind   the   door. 

Sheila   Graham, 

St.  Joseph's-on-'the-'Lake,  Scarboro. 
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ON  KEEPING  A  DLARY 

Do  you  keep  a  diary?  I  do.  It  is  a  lot  of  fun  but  then  some- 
times very  bothersome.  How  often  I  wonder  if  It  is  worth  all  the 
trouble!  You  will  ask  what  trouble  there  is  in  jotting  down  a  few 
points  every  night  before  going  to  bed.  Well,  if  you  happen  to  be 
one  of  those  systematic  persons  who  will  do  this,  probably  you 
will  find  no  trouble,  but  I  am  very,  very  unsystematic  when  it 
comes  to  writing  a  diary. 

This  is  the  way  I  go  about  it.  Approximately  every  two  weeks 
I  take  out  this  precious  little  volume  and  begin  to  write,  "Dear 
Diary — .  Then  I  call  downstairs,  "Mother,  what  did  I  do  two 
weeks  ago  last  Thursday?"  She  does  not  answer  my  question  but 
tells  me  that  instead  of  calling  the  book  a  diary,  I  should  entitle 
it  "My  Memoirs."  However,  I  decide  to  figure  it  out  for  myself  and, 
believe  it  or  not,  I  usually  do  remember,  after  gazing  back  into 
the  past  for  a  long  time.  The  incidents  gradually  come  to  me 
and,  day  by  day,  I  fill  out  those  two  weeks.  Each  time  I  resolve 
firmly  to  keep  "dear  diary"  up  to  date  instead  of  letting  it  lag  so 
far  behind.  However,  this  resolution  is  broken  almost  as  soon  as 
it  is  made,  for  I  always  seem  to  forget. 

The  diaries  of  many  famous  personages  in  all  walks  of  life 
have  given  courage,  inspiration,  and  solace  to  those  of  later  gen- 
erations. 

Your  diary  is  your  best  friend  for  it  can  be  told  anything  and 
everything,  yet  never  tells  a  secret  (providing  you  keep  it  locked 
away  and  barred  from  snooping  little  brothers). 

Of  course  the  happenings  of  the  day  are  not  all  I  write  about. 
I  like  to  pass  my  views  and  opinions  on  people  and  to  tell  my  diary 
what  I  think  about  things  in  general. 

Sometimes  I  read  over  parts  of  it  written  a  few  years  ago  and 
laugh  at  the  funny  ideas  I  had  then.  It  seems  that  now  I  have 
more  grown-up  thoughts  and  judgments.  What  a  mere  child  I 
must  have  been! 

But  these  are  only  a  few  of  the  pleasures  connected  with  a 
diary.  Think  of  my  chuckling  over  it  as  I  rock  in  a  chair  sixty 
or  seventy  years  from  now! 

Joan   Brady,   IV-C. 


FIX)ATING  MINDS. 


No,  I  haven't  spelled  it  wrong,  it  shouldn't  be  floating  mines. 
These  floating  minds  are  not  a  menace  to  European  shipping  but 
they  are  a  menace  to  all  children  of  school  age.  Unfortunately 
these  minds  cannot  be  anchored  for  long  at  a  time  and  go  floating 
around  destroying  a  pupil's  chance  of  passing  his  or  her  exam- 
inations just  as  a  floating  mine  destroys  a  country's  chance  of  get- 
ting much  needed  food.  For  example,  Mary  Smith  was  writing 
an  Ancient  History  exam;  true,  she  didn't  know  much  but  you 
will  see  how  her  floating  mind  caused  a  catastrophe. 

The  flrst  question  was,  "Compare  the  means  of  trade  which 
the  Ancient  Egyptians  used  with  those  which  the  Sumerians  used." 
Well,  she  said  to  herself,  the  Greeks  traded  up  and  down  the 
river  by  means  of  boats  and  trains  of  donkeys.  Then  her  mind 
began  to  drift  into  a  different  channel  of  thought  and  was  carried 
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away  by  the  current.  "What  kind  of  a  car  will  Bill  get?"  she 
wondered,  and  promptly  wrote  down  that  the  Sumarians  carried 
on  their  trade  by  means  of  trains  of  donkeys  and  by  skiffs  which 
were  drawn  up  the  river  by  Dodge  automobiles  which  the  skiff 
was  attached  to.  The  next  question  was,  "What  was  the  first 
capital  of  Egypt?"  Oh,  that  was  easy!  But  alas,  off  went  her 
mind  again  this  time  to  dwell  on  the  cute  Nile  green  evening 
gown  her  mother  had  brought  her  from  the  most  popular  fashion 
centre  of  Europe  .  .  down  went  Paris  for  the  capital  of  Egypt. 
The  next  two  questions  were  answered  fairly  close  to  the  subject, 
then  the  last  question  was  to  be  answered  and  off  went  the  mind 
again,  this  time  to  dwell  on  the  early  history  of  Britain,  and  as  an 
answer  for  "Who  was  the  Spartan  general  who  won  the  leadership 
of  Greece  for  Sparta,"  she  proudly  wrote  down  "Julius  Caesar." 
Then  the  bell  went  and  the  paper  had  to  be  handed  in  without 
being  re-read,  and  it  was  a  very  sorry  Mary  Smith  who  received 
her  history  marks  a  few  days  later. 

This  little  story  was  not  as  tragic  as  it  might  have  been,  for 
it  taught  Mary  a  lesson  and  she  firmly  resolved  to  keep  her  mind 
from  floating  in  the  future.  So  all  you  Mary  Smiths  take  heed: 
1.  Anchor  your  minds  firmly  before  an  examination.  2.  Keep  your 
minds  in  the  right  channel — drifting  minds  are  dangerous,  Cham- 
berlain will  agree.  3.  Any  deflection  in  either  direction  from  the 
straight  and  narrow  path  will  lead  to  concussions  and  abrasions, 
losing  all  chances  of  gaining  a  land-mark  in  the  range  of  fifty  at 
the  zero  hour  of  report  time.  4.  Floating  minds  are  a  menace; 
make  sure  to  have  the  vessel  of  your  thought  convoyed  to  the  safe 
waters  of  the  goal  in  view. 

Marian    Blnks,    Form    IV-A. 


TIM'S   UNEXPECTED   DINNER 

Rover,  a  sleek,  well  fed,  golden  brown  collie  dog  was  carrying 
a  huge  bone  off  to  bury  it.  Rover  was  not  hungry.  Indeed  he 
seldom  ever  was,  for  his  master  was  not  poor  and  could  feed  him 
well.  Coming  around  the  corner  of  a  fence,  he  was  face  to  face 
with  Jerry,  the  neighbour's  dog.  Now  Jerry,  who  was  an  Irish 
terrier  was  not  any  hungrier  than  Rover  was  but  like  any  dog  he 
wanted  Rover's  bone.  Why?  Well,  just  because  he  could  not 
stand  seeing  another  dog  with  a  bone  bigger  than  he  ever  got. 

Jerry  growled  his  challenge  and  within  two  seconds  the  dogs 
were  fighting.  There  suddenly  appeared  on  the  scene  a  little 
mongrel  puppy  called,  Tim.  Now  Tim  was  so  hungry  he  could 
hardly  stand.  No  one  owned  him  and  he  had  a  hard  time  getting 
enough  food  to  keep  him  alive.  But  when  he  saw  that  huge  bone 
lying  under  his  very  nose  he  thought  he  was  seeing  a  thing  never 
seen  before. 

So  that  night  Tim  retired  to  bed  in  an  old  barrel  under  the 
railway  station  platform,  with  a  contented  growl.  He  was  now 
so  full  his  little  sides  ached  and  the  now  buried  bone  would  last 
another    week. 

Norma  Battle,  Holy  Rosary  School,  Thorold. 
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MARIE  AND  MARGARET  HAMALL. 

Both  are  pupils  of  St.   Joseph's  College  School  active  members  of 

St.    Mary's    Melody    Band,    Marie    plays    the    xylophone 

and   Margaret   the   traps. 


MY   TREASURE 


I've  found  a  lovely  treasure 
It's  mine  to  keep  and  love 
It's  something  gold  can't  measure 
It  was  made  by  One  above. 


It  should  be  in  my  garden 
Where  all  the  others  are 
Not  lying  on  the  road  side 
In  the  path  of  a  motor  car. 

Can  you  guess  what  I've  saved  from  destruction? 
What   my   treasure   so   precious   and   rare. 
I'll  tell  if  you  keep  it  a  secret. 
It's  a  —  rose,  so  fresh  and  fair. 

Prue  Jarvis,  Gr.  VI., 
St.     JoSeph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro. 
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SPRING  IN  THE  WORLD 

In  Canada,   throughout  the  land 

Spring  is  greeted  from  every  hand. 

The  buttercups  and  violets  peep 

And  out  of  their  cradles  the  trilliums  creep. 

While  in  Ireland,  a  gay  Colleen 
Dons  her  dress  of  white  and   green. 
And  gently  curls  her  golden  locks 
Then  to  the  fields  to  gather  shamrocks. 

With  happy  faces  and  joyful  dance 
The  people  greet  spring  in  sunny  France. 
The  fruit  is  ripe  and  sweet  the  grapes, 
A  coloured  panorama  on  all  landscapes. 

In  Holland  for  a  long,  long  wait 
The  skaters  put  away  their  skates. 
To  ride  the  canals  with  their  friends 
And  play  on  the  dikes  till  summer  ends. 

In  Japan  the  little  maid  is  seen 

Throwing   back   her   brightly   coloured   screen 

To  walk  among  the  cherry  trees 

In  her  garden,  with  some  buzy  bees. 

In  lovely  Scotland  Jack  and  Jean 
On  forested  mountains  are  often   seen 
Happily  gathering  the  beautiful  heather 
Which  blooms  in  the  warm  and  sunny  weather. 

In  England,   Norway  and   in   Spain 
As  in  the  whole  world  over 
The  people  welcome  Spring  again 
As   the   bees   welcome    clover. 

Kathleen  Williams.  I-C. 


SUMMER  DAYS. 


As  the  coldness  of  winter  melts  into  spring,  once  again  we  turn 
our  thoughts  to  the  most  beautiful  month  of  the  year.  May.  Be- 
cause of  its  beauty  and  freshness,  this  month  is  appropriately  chosen 
as  the  month  of  Our  Blessed  Mother.  From  May  we  pass  on  to 
June,  the  month  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Thus  we  are  brought  to 
the  closing  of  our  school  year,  and  the  beginning  of  our  business 
career.  During  these  last  two  months,  the  finishing  touches  are 
put  on  the  essentials  of  business  we  learned  during  the  period  of 
our  Commercial  Course.  As  the  clouds  of  winter  lift  to  disclose  a 
glorious  spring,  so  all  the  difficulties  of  our  commercial  year  gra- 
dually disappear,  and  we  should  emerge,  under  the  protection  of 
our  Blessed  Lady  and  the  Sacred  Heart,  proficient  girls,  capable 
of  coping  with  the  business  world. 

Rita  Murphy,  Commercial,  S.J.C.S. 
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MY  FIRST  AEROPLANE  RIDE. 

Out  of  the  air  came  a  roaring  sound, — an  aeroplane  was  coming 
towards  us, — then  it  was  lost  from  view.  I  longed  to  go  up  in 
an  air-ship.     An  airport  seemed  near  and  we  drove  towards  it. 

At  the  field  planes  were  taking  off  and  landing  with  excited 
passengers.  I  pleaded  with  my  father  to  allow  me  to  go  up,  and 
succeeded  in  obtaining  permission.  Quickly  we  went  to  the  ticket 
ofllce.  The  man  in  charge  directed  me  to  a  big  machine,  and  my 
father  told  the  pilot  that  he  was  to  have  an  important  passenger. 
In  a  moment  I  was  in  the  seat  back  of  the  pilot,  and  he  could 
hardly  find  me  to  have  the  safety  belt  fastened. 

The  engines  started  to  hum  and  the  plane  taxied  a  distance 
before  taking  off.  The  rise  from  the  ground  was  to  me  just  like 
a  bird  flying.  On  looking  over  the  edge  trees  below  appeared  like 
shrubbery,  and  the  people  tiny  ants  hurrying  here  and  there.  We 
flew  over  roads  where  winded  a  stream  of  toy  cars.  When  flve 
minutes  expired  the  pilot  headed  back  to  the  airport.  I  did  not 
in  the  least  feel  nervous  and  would  have  liked  a  much  longer 
trip. 

And  then — think  of  it,  the  engine  came  to  a  sudden  stop  in 
mid-air,  and  I  thought  something  had  gone  wrong!  But  no,  the 
pilot  had  done  this  to  make  the  proper  landing.  Down,  down 
and  down  we  went  until  it  took  my  breath  away,  and  large  trees 
loomed  in  the  distance.  I  was  afraid  we  would  not  be  able  to  get 
over  them  safely,  but  they  were  cleared  easily,  and  after  gliding 
gradually  to  the  runway,  the  pilot  came  to  a  smooth  stop. 

The  attendant  came  over,  loosened  my  safety  strap,  and  assisted 
me  out  of  the  plane.  I  hurried  excitedly  over  to  my  father  to 
tell  him  about  my  air  trip. 

Pauline  Cassidy,  I-A,  S.J.C.S. 


DAY  DREAMING. 

The  History  class  had  well  begun, 
But  I  was  far  away — 
I  was  up  in  Casa  Loma's  halls; 
A  princess,  fair  and  gay. 

I  had  scores  and  scores  of  servants, 
All  swift  at  beck  and  call; 
'Twas  almost  like  a  fairy-tale  — 
No  lessons!   none  at  all! 

No  one  was  near   to   say  to   me: 
"You  really  make  me  fret" — 
For,  as  I  was  a  princess  now, 
I  knew  my  etiquette. 

I  played  about  the  terraced  lawn. 
And  knew  but  sheer  delight, 
When  suddenly,   the  mandate  came! 
"Marion!    detention    with    me    to-night." 

Marion  Klersy,  I-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  HUiMOROUS   INCIDENT 

It  was  after  school  and  I  was  on  my  way  home,  when  in  front 
of  me  on  the  ground  lay  a  purse.  Picking  it  up  quickly,  and 
opening  it,  I  saw  that  the  contents  were,  a  fifty  dollar  bill,  a  few 
papers  and  a  card,  on  which  was  the  owner's  name  and  address. 
After  reading  her  name,  I  wondered  if  she  was  a  very  kind 
person; 

Mrs.  I.  M.  Stingy,  35  Elm  Street. 

Elm  Street  was  quite  a  distance  and  I  had  only  one  students' 
ticket,    good    until    four-thirty. 

"Oh  well,  she  will  most  likely  give  me  a  big  reward." 

I  got  into  the  street-car,  and  after  a  long  ride  finally  came  to 
the  designated  street.     I  got  off,  and  soon  came  to  number  35. 

Finally  after  ringing  ten  times,  a  rather  old  lady  answered. 

"Well,   what  do  you  want?" 

"I — I — -think  this  is  your  purse." 

"Thank  you,  my  child,   this  certainly  deserves  a  reward." 

A  large  coin  was  thrust  into  my  hand,  when  she  returned.  It 
felt  like  a  quarter,  that  wasn't  much  for  all  my  trouble. 

Without  looking  at  my  reward,  I  went  to  the  street-car  and 
got  on. 

"Tickets,  please!" 

I  was  about  to  pay  for  them,  but  looking  at  my  supposed  quar- 
ter saw  a  five  cent  piece. 

"Would  you  mind  letting  me  out  again,  conductor?"  I  said 
gloomily. 

I  had  a  six  mile  walk  ahead  of  me.  ^^^^  ^^.^^^  ^^^^  j_^_ 


EASTER 

Two  disciples  walked  to   Emmaus 

And    Our   Lord   joined    them    too 

They  invited  Him  to  dinner 

And  Christ  they  soon  knew. 

Julia   Zimmerman. 
*      *      * 

The  holy  women  went  to  the  tomb 
And  found  Our  Lord  not  there 
They  saw  an  angel  instead  of  Him 
And  she  told  them  not  to  stare. 

Elizabeth    Sebok. 

>K  4>  « 

Our  Lord  rose  from  the  tomb 
With    a   shining   face. 
The  two  guards  fell  to  the  ground 
And  soon  fled  from   the  place. 

Catherine   Lemche. 

«  «  9 

It   was   Easter   Sunday   Morning, 
Our  Lord  rose  from  the  dead, 
Mary   gave    the    apostles    warning, 
But  they  believed  not  what  she  said. 

Jennie    Nesker. 
(All   of   Gr.   IV.,   St.    Patrick's   School.) 
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THE  BEST  BARGAIN  I  EVER  MADE. 

Three  days  before  Christmas.  I  was  walking  down  Yonge  Street, 
when  I  saw  a  little  girl  running  out  of  a  shop  with  a  big  dolly, 
with  flaxen  curls,  blue  eyes  and  a  pink  dress.  She  bumped  right 
into  me;  the  dolly  was  being  held  so  tight  it  didn't  fall.  I  caught 
her  and  asked  her  what  was  her  hurry.  She  stammered  and 
started  to  cry.  She  said  that  she  had  no  parents  nor  relatives, 
so  she  thought  the  doll  would  keep  her  company.  I  took  her  to 
a  Christian  home  and  there  she  grew  up  a  true  Christian.  I 
thought  that  to  bring  one  of  God's  creatures  to  Him  was  the 
best  bargain  I  ever  made. 

Joan    Maloney,   Grade   VIII,   S.J.C.S. 


MY  PICTURE. 


One  day  I  was  walking  down  tlie  street  and  paused  in  front  of 
a  store  window.  Within  was  the  most  wonderful  picture  of  the 
birth  of  Our  Lord  I  ever  saw.  I  only  had  twenty-five  cents  and 
the  picture  cost  one  dollar.  I  hurried  home  and  begged  mother 
to  lend  me  seventy-five  cents,  but  she  could  not  spare  it. 

The  next  day  I  visited  the  church  and  made  a  bargain  with 
Our  Lord  that  if  He  would  find  some  way  for  me  to  get  the 
seventy-five  cents,  I  would  make  five  mortifications  every  day  for 
a  week.  The  very  next  day  I  earned  a  dollar  for  minding  a  baby 
down  the  street,  so  I  got  the  picture  after  all.  Now  it  hangs  over 
my  bed. 

M.  L.  Manning,  Grade  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 


SCHOOL  DAY  JOYS. 

The  joys  of  my  school  days  are  chiefly  these: 

The  morning  prayers  on  bended  knees; 

The  daily  Saint  whose  life  doth   tell, 

A  practice  to  help  the  day  pass  well; 

Comes  Religion  which  drives  away  the  blues, 

For  every  lesson  love  of  God  strews; 

But  Mathematics  gets  rather  mixed, 

Teacher  explains  it,   then   it's   fixed; 

In   Social   Studies   notes   we   make. 

While  travelling  with  de  Gama  and  Drake; 

At   Physical  Training  we  rejoice; 

Singing   cheers   us   like   the   birds'   voice; 

At  noon  I  dine  with  Barbara  and  Jane, 

Two  staunch  friends  whose  friendship  I  retain. 

But  the  happiest  of  times  are  these. 

Out  on   the   grounds   in   snow   or  soft  breeze, 

Where  we  mix  with  girls  of  other  classes. 

Enjoying   the   hour   which    quickly   passes. 

In  sewing  many  useful  things  we  make; 

And  we  knit  socks  for  the  soldier's  sake; 

Science  coming,  crowns  the  day  with  lore. 

So   the  joys   of  school   are   these  and — MORE. 

Leila  O'Reilly,  Grade  VIII.  S.J.C.S. 
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CRACKING  THE  SHELL 

Don't  you  just  love  suspense  and  excitement?  Yesterday  we 
were  walking  very  leisurely  down  the  stairs  when  suddenly  as  if 
from  nowhere  came  a  hurricane  of  girls,  laughter  and  chatter. 

"What's  the  fun?"  we  asked  and  for  answer  we  were  suddenly 
seized  and  forcibly  compelled  to  go  into  II-B. 

There  we  noticed  a  crowd  around  the  "machine"  all  exclaiming: 
"Look,  it's  moving!"  "Is  that  it  over  there?"  We  approached  the 
incubator  and  to  our  surprise  saw  a  fluffy  little  yellow  ball  ad- 
vancing from  a  cracked  shell. 

Teresa  Reilly,  II-B.,  S.J.H.S. 


CHRISTMAS  WEEK  IN  NEW  YORK 

My  Christmas  vacation  of  nineteen  thirty-eight  is  one  that  I 
shall  never  forget.  I  spent  it  in  New  York,  and  there  I  had  many 
good  times.  At  the  first  of  the  week  I  visited  the  Statue  of  Liberty. 
How  impressed  I  was  by  it!  It  is  hard  to  believe  that  one  person 
can  stand  on  her  small  finger  and  forty  people  on  her  head. 

The  following  day  I  visited  the  planetarium.  At  first  I  saw  a 
minature  of  all  the  planets  whirling  around  the  sun.  Then  I  went  up 
to  the  observatory  room.  In  the  middle  of  the  room  was  a  huge 
searchlight.  Soon  the  lights  dimmed  and  the  round  room  was  in 
darkness.  And  then  a  beautiful  sight  met  my  eyes.  Thousands  of 
stars  appeared  in  every  form  imaginable.  A  lecture  was  then  given 
on  the  different  stars. 

That  night  I  took  a  trip  over  the  bay  to  Staten  Island.  I  watched 
in  awe  the  skyline  of  New  York.  Hundreds  of  bright  signs  flashed 
before  my  eyes,  with  the  black  of  night  as  their  background.  And  in 
the  darkness,  enormous  outlines  of  buildings  could  be  distinguished, 
the  Empire  State  Building  towering  above  all.  How  little  and  in- 
significant I  felt! 

During  my  visit  I  also  saw  the  Metropolitan  Opera,  Radio  City, 
and  many  other   interesting  places. 

I  do  not  think  I  shall  ever  forget  that  vacation  in  New  York. 
Times  Square,  The  Statue  of  Liberty,  Broadway  at  night  and  all 
the  other  places  I  saw  will  linger  in  my  thoughts  forever. 

Cecile  Goodman,   I-C,   S.J.C.S. 


MY  HOME  CITY 

Guayaquil  is  the  principal  port  of  Ecuador  in  South  America, 
situated  at  the  mouth  of  the  Guayas  River.  It  is  a  Commercial 
port,  continually  visited  by  boats  of  so  many  lines  that  it  has  a 
steady  trade,  convenient  for  passengers  and  cargoes  to  and  from 
all  parts  of  the  world.  Its  principal  product  consists  of:  coffee, 
cocoa,  sugar,  tobacco  and  many  different  kinds  of  fruits  as: 
oranges,  bananas,  pineapple,  watermelon,  etc.  It  is  connected 
with  the  capital  Quito  by  train,  whose  station  is  Durann  just  at 
the  other  side  of  the  river.  This  line  goes  up  through  the  moun- 
tains which  are  an  avenue  of  snow-capped  volcanoes  and  the 
traveller  gets  a  wonderful  and  interesting  view  of  the  natural 
beauty  of  the  country. 

Jessie  Powell,  S.J.C.S. 
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DOGS 

"Dogs  are  domesticated,  carnivorous,  quadrupeds  related  to 
the  wolf  and  the  fox.  They  are  sagacious,  have  acute  senses  and 
attachment  for  man.  These  are  the  earliest  domesticated  animals, 
appearing  in  Egyptian  inscription  of  300   B.C." 

Thus  saith  the  dictionary.  Yet  I  wonder?  Who  terrifies  the 
husky  coal-man,  yet  allows  a  beautiful  cock  pheasant  to  take  its 
choice  of  the  raspberries  on  the  self-same  October  day?  Who  pos- 
sesses a  wonderful  coppery  fox-like  coat  with  a  silky  brush,  but 
merely  chases  New  Hampshires  to  bed  instead  of  for  dinner? 
Who  when  the  door  was  not  opened  immediately  created  a  miniature 
snow-storm  on  the  front  verandah  on  a  July  day  by  tearing  a 
cushion  and  scattering  its  contents? 

Who  greets  all  visitors  so  ardently?  (including  four  gentle  un- 
suspecting Sisters)  under  the  delusion  they  have  come  to  romp, 
thus  constraining  the  aforesaid  guests  to  spend  the  midnight 
watches,  repairing  long  rents,  or  recalling  with  mathematical  ex- 
actitude the  similarity  between  a  right-angled  triangle  and  a 
hedge-tear   darn? 

Whose  diet  consists  preferably  of  new  leather  shoes,  rubber 
overshoes,  tennis  balls,  and  a  whole  quart  of  milk  for  dessert? 
Who  ferociously  excavates  at  lightning  tempo,  attempting  three 
separate  and  distinct  new  ways  to  Australia,  via  the  nicest  part  of 
the  south  lawn? 

A  creature  so  lovable,  so  attractive,  so  contrary  must  be  of  the 
gentler  sex  you  say,  and  possibly  of  the  Irish  race? 
Right. 

A  thing  of  beauty, 

In   disgrace   ever. 

An  Irish  Setter, 

Who  is  —  Sylvia. 

Elaine  Hopkins,  S.J.C.S.,  I-B. 


WRITING  THROUGH  THE  AGES 

From  ancient-man  to  modern  men,  pens  were  made  of  Pyralin. 
a  plastic  material. 

Ancient  man  recorded  his  impressions  on  the  cave-wall  in  pic- 
ture symbols,  but  cut  character  in  stone.  The  Babylonians  wrote 
on  clay  tables  and  dried  them  out  in  the  sun.  The  Egyptians  made 
papyrus  and  wrote  on  it  with  a  sharp  implement. 

The  Greeks  and  Romans  wrote  on  wax  tablets  with  a  stylus. 
The  Chinese  still  write  with  a  brush.  The  monks  of  the  Middle 
Ages  wrote  with  a  reed  pen  on  parchment.  Then  came  the  pen 
made  from  goose  quills  and  crow  quills.  In  1750  a  Frenchman 
named  Arnaux,  produced  a  metal  pen.  The  first  English  patent 
came  in  1808.  Fountain  pens  came  into  limited  use  over  fifty 
years  ago.  Early  models  were  filled  with  an  eye  dropper  filler. 
Now  the  modern  fountain  pen  with  its  self  filling  feature  is  in  al- 
most universal  use. 

Rita  Mills,  S.J.C.S.,  I-D. 
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THE   MANOR   HOUSE 

"Few  feet  from  here  stood  the  Manor  House  of  Aubert  de 
Gaspe.  Mr.  Aubert  de  Gaspe  wrote  the  'Anciens  Canadiens'  in  this 
house"  —  is  the  inscription  read  by  the  tourist  as  he  enters  the 
quaint  village  of  Trois  Saumons,  at  Saint  Jean  Port-Joli,  Quebec. 
The  historic  landmark  was  burnt  down  in  the  night  of  April 
thirtieth,    1909. 

Ignace  Philippe  Aubert  de  Gaspe  participated  in  the  battle  of 
Carillon  and  Sainte  Foy,  and  after  the  capitulation  of  Montreal  he 
retired  in  his  seigniory.  The  war  had  nearly  ruined  him,  but  in 
1765  he  was  able  to  reconstruct  the  Manor  House,  in  which  later 
on  lived  his  son,  Pierre-Ignace  Aubert  de  Gaspe,  and  grandson, 
the  author  of  "Anciens  Canadiens",  who  thus  describes  his 
ancestral  home: 

"This  manor,  at  the  foot  of  a  promontory  which  was  about  one 
hundred  feet  high,  looked  very  picturesque.  Elm,  maple,  birch, 
beech,  ash  and  cedar  trees,  with  native  shrubs  of  many  varieties, 
made  a  glorious  covering  for  the  cliff.  A  cascade  falls  in  an  open 
space  between  trees  and  mingles  its  limpid  waters  in  a  fountain 
two  hundred  feet  below.  From  it  a  stream  meanders  through  a 
vast  meadow,  finally  reaching  the  great  St.  Lawrence. 

"The  Manor  House,  situated  between  St.  Lawrence  River  and  the 
promontory,  was  separated  only  by  a  vast  courtyard,  the  King's 
Highway  and  a  grove.  It  was  a  building  with  only  a  floor  100 
feet  long.  A  spectator  on  the  cliff  had  an  ideal  outlook  —  straight 
ahead  he  saw  the  mighty  St.  Lawrence,  and  if  he  looked  below, 
there  was  the  tiny  village  whose  sparkling  whiteness  suddenly 
rose  into  view  amid  green  meadows,  spreading  to  the  banks  of 
St.  Lawrence.  If  he  looked  a  little  upward,  a  grandiose  panorama 
unrolled  before  his  admiring  eyes:  There  stretched  the  King's 
stream,  seven  league  wide  at  this  place,  and  beyond,  the  two  vil- 
lages of  L'Islet  and  St.  Jean  Port-Joli,  crowned  by  their  church 
steeples." 

Alas!  of  this  ancient  Manor,  only  a  small  ruined  pavilion  re- 
mains. Time  has  spent  her  forces  and  'all  earthly  things  pass 
away.'  To-day  of  the  great  house,  so  strongly  fortified,  only  a 
strong  ruined  pavilion  remains.  prancoise  Bernier.  S.J.C.S. 


ANTICIPATION 


I  walked 

The  night  was  cool. 

I  thought  I  saw  a  star  up  there 

Beyond   the   distant  hill   so   fair. 

I  reached. 

But   touched    it   not. 

Found  not  the  star  I'd  viewed  from  yon, 

But  only  earth.   My  dream  was  gone. 

I  cried; 

And  in  my  tears 

I  found  a  joy  that  made  it  seem 

I'd  lost  my  star,  but  kept  its  gleam. 

Marjorie  Karal,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  SONG  MY  PEN-NIB  SIXGS. 

Proud  pencil!      I  have  had   thee  long, 
Come,  little  friend,  and  sing  me  a  song. 
The  book  is  idle,   the  writer  too; 

0  pride  of  my  heart!     I  wait  for  you. 
Squeak,  squeak! 

Form  a  word,  then  scratch,  or  maybe  streak. 
You  hide  your  knowledge,  no  friend  you'll  be. 
You   fail   to  answer  my  fervent   plea. 

1  open    the    box,    and    drop    you    within. 
You    are   no    good:    I'll    write   with    my   pen; 

My  pen-nib   will   lull   you   into   rest.  , 

O!    lazy  pencil   in  colour  drest. 

Rest,  rest. 

While   my    pen    I    test. 

It  surely  will  strive  to  do  its  best 

Sleep,  for  from  pen  sweetest  music  springs, 

For  sweet  is  the  song  my  pen-nib  sings. 

Be  quick,  O  pen-nib!      O  mind!  cling  on, 

You've    made    mistakes   which    now    we   con. 

Write,   write. 

With   my  brain   we'll   fight. 

And  through  my  knowledge  make  all  far  ahead. 

You  are  much  better  than  pencils  with   lead. 

Come,  come. 

We're  really  not  dumb. 

So   with   my   mind,    we'll   make   work    fun. 

Martha  Brautigam,  Grade  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  SONG  MY  PENCIL  SINGS. 

My  pencil  is  always  working. 

At  writing  and  figuring  to  rule; 

I'd   like   it   to   do   the   thinking. 

When   I'm   at  home   or  at   school; 

But  my  pencil  just  won't  think. 

Now,   whatever   can    I   do! 

Mathematics    I    cannot    grasp. 

Social   Studies  and   Grammar   too; 

But  when  Science  comes,   or  Spelling, 

Never  a  mistake  it  makes. 

My  teacher  is  always  telling 

That  our  brains  don't  need  a  break. 

That   pencils   place   of   brains   can't   take. 

Marie  Kavanagh,  Grade  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 
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AN  EMBRYO  COOK 

I  remember,  I  remember. 
The  cake  that  first  was  made, 
By  just  a  very  little  girl 
Without  her  mother's  aid. 

She  knew  that  there  was  flour, 
And  she  knew  that  there  was  such  a  thing, 
And  she  knew  that  there  was  such  a  thing. 
That  called  itself  nutmeg. 

And  so  she  set  about  her  task. 
Of  mixing  up  the  dough. 
And  adding  each  and  every  part, 
To  make  her  cake  just  so. 

She  had  the  mixture  in  the  pan. 
The  oven  nice  and  hot, 
She  put  it  in,  and  turned  the  clock 
For  three,  right  on  the  dot. 

She  looked  up  from   her  dusting 
Bewildered  with  surprise 
As  a  little  curly  wisp  of  smoke 
Swept  by  her  startled   eyes. 

And  then   she   darted   kitchen-wards 
And  to  her  great  dismay 
The  cake  was  burnt  as  black  as  coal — 
This  is  all  I  need  to  say. 

The  moral  of  this  story,  dears. 
Is  when  you  go  to  bake 
Be  sure  to  watch  your  P's  and  Q's 
When  you  attempt  a  cake. 

Betty  Hornell.  S.J.C.S. 


WONDERFUL.  ROME. 

In  all  the  world  there  is  no  other  place  so  wonderful  as  Rome. 
It  is  wonderful  beyond  all  other  cities  because  of  the  relics  of  past 
power  and  grandeur  which  it  preserves.  We  picture  Rome  as  peo- 
pled with  the  great  men  and  women  of  olden  times  who  made  it  the 
most  famous  city  in  the  whole  world,  the  home  of  the  people  who 
ruled  over  all  the  earth  that  was  known  in  their  day. 

Rome  reached  her  greatest  grandeur  under  pagan  rulers.  They 
had  temples,  theatres  and  circuses  such  as  the  world  has  never  seen 
since;  they  had  huge  and  magnificent  temples  to  all  their  gods  and 
goddesses;  they  had  lordly  palaces  and  villas  to  dwell  in;  they 
had  places  of  entertainment  in  which  250,000  people  could  be 
seated  to  witness  the  chariot  races.  Their  noblest  statuary  was 
erected  by  the  sculptors  of  antiquity,  to  glorify  conquerors  or  to 
celebrate  the  gods  whom  the  people  worshipped.     Never  was  there 
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so  wonderful  a  city,  before  or  since  as  Rome  in  the  height  of  her 
power  under  the  pagan  emperors  and  consuls.  Much  of  the  splen- 
dour of  old  Rome  could  not  overthrow  and  carry  away  all  the  vast 
monuments  to  bygone  greatness;  and  it  is  these  relics  of  those 
wonderful  ages  which  make  Rome  to-day  such  a  sad,  yet  fascinat- 
ing spectacle. 

But  for  the  beauty  lavished  upon  her  in  Christian  days  we  must 
go  into  the  churches,  into  the  galleries,  and  into  the  Vatican. 
Here  we  can  see  wondei-s  of  art  and  sculpture  that  are  unmatched 
in  the  whole  world.  The  Vatican  Palace,  one  of  the  chief  glories 
of  Rome,  took  hundreds  of  years  to  build.  To-day  the  Vatican  is 
the  greatest  and  most  splendid  palace  in  the  world,  and  contains 
the  richest  treasures  of  art  and  literature  ever  gathered  together  in 
one  centre.  It  covers  an  area  of  13i^  acres,  of  which  about  six 
are  occupied  by  the  20  courts,  200  staircases,  and  about  1,000 
chapels,  rooms  and  galleries  that  go  to  make  up  this  great  build- 
ing. 

The  greatest  church  of  the  Christian  world,  Rome's  greatest 
sanctuary — St.  Peter's — is  the  church  dearest  to  Roman  Catholics. 
The  building  of  this  church  was  begun  in  1506  by  Julius  11,  and 
counting  the  time  it  took  to  build  the  beautiful  colonnade,  extended 
over  176  years.  The  cost  of  the  main  building  alone  was  fifty 
million  dollars.  To-day  St.  Peter's  is  a  building  unmatched  in 
splendour  for  its  marbles,  statuary  and  paintings,  for  the  rich- 
ness of  its  decorations  in  jewels  and  precious  metals. 

Wonderful  as  she  still  is,  Rome  lives  and  must  live  upon  her 
past — a  past  such  as  no  other  city  possesses. 

Margaret  O'Brien,  IV-A, 

S.J.C.S. 


TELKAWA-ITES 


To  Telka-ites,  Labour  Day  signifies  little  more  than  the  time  to 
witness  the  annual  barbecue.  The  night  before,  quarters  of  beef  are 
put  in  hot  pits  and  kept  there  under  constant  heat  until  cooked.  At 
noon,  the  next  day,  the  roast  beef  is  taken  out  and  everyone  enjoys 
his  roast  beef  sandwich — or  sandwiches — until  there  is  nothing 
left  but  bones. 

After  lunch  the  rodeo  begins;  and  all  hold  their  breath  as  they 
watch  the  local  cowboys  ride  the  bucking  steers  and  horses.  Then, 
there  are  the  gymkanna  races  —  something  very  similar  to  musical 
chairs — except  that  they  are  played  on  horseback.  At  the  sound 
of  the  bell  the  riders  mount  their  horses  and  race  until  they  come 
to  a  wire  stretched  across  the  track.  Here  they  must  dismount  and 
from  the  wire  take  an  opened  bottle  of  ginger  ale,  wring  it,  keep  the 
bottle  and  ride  on  again  until  they  come  to  another  wire.  On  this, 
there  are  oranges  and  the  rider  must  peel  one,  and  eat  it  before  rid- 
ing off  again. 

This  race  is  favoured  by  so  many  for  the  free  refreshments  one 
receives  whether  he  wins  the  race  or  not.  Then  there  are  other 
horse  races;  all  thrilling  and  exciting.  In  the  evening,  there  is  a 
dance.  To  visitors,  it  has  a  strange  appeal  and  to  the  old-timers,  it 
is  the  time  to  gather  and  reminisce  on  the  days  gone  by. 

Patricia  Timmermeister,  Commercial, 

St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Prince  Rupert. 
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IVIY  WBRARY  TO  BE. 

My  library!  The  mere  thought  sends  thrilling  shivers  up  my 
spine  and  a  neglected  text  book  slips  unheeded  to  the  floor.  In 
my  mind's-eye  "The  Bronze  Eagle,"  "Beau  Brocade,"  "Winnowing," 
and  "GreenMantle"  smile  in  appreciation  of  the  happy  hours  they 
have  given  me  while  ever  onwards  into  the  hazy  future  stretch 
row  upon  row  of  shadowy  volumes. 

Winter's  blasts  hurl  a  blanket  of  snow  over  the  landscape  and 
snuggling  more  deeply  among  the  cushions,  I  am  buried  in  Ches- 
terton's bright  and  scintillating  "Adventures  of  Father  Brown." 

Summer's  sunshine  reigns  supreme  and  I  lie,  surrounded  by 
the  poetry  of  nature — her  trees,  her  flowers,  her  brooks — with 
Tennyson's  "Princess"  in  my  eager  hand. 

Autumn's  leaves,  in  a  fantasy  of  colour,  float  gracefully  over 
my  recumbent  form   and   the   inevitable — "By   the   Gods   Beloved." 

Springtime's  thaw  sees  me  still — engrossed  in  Wilkie  Collins' 
"Moonstone." 

My  future  library  offers  to  me  both  the  variety  and  the  spice 
of  life.  "Pickwick  Papers"  shelters  "Jane  Eyre"  and  "Pride  and 
Prejudice,"  while  Shakespeare  finds  himself  beside  "Father  Mal- 
achy's  Miracle,"  and  many  other  works  of  our  modern  playwrights. 
Thackery  is  seen  "hobnobbing"  with  Kipling  and  Chesterton,  and 
Browning  with  Masefield  and  Carman. 

But  under  all  the  enjoyment  of  reading  lies  not  only  a  desire 
for  a  thorough  knowledge  of  all  branches  of  literature  and  of  every 
author's  first  love — his  native  tongue,— but  also  the  wish  to  be 
more  than  a  mere  absorber  of  other  people's  thoughts — a  thinker 
myself. 

"The  gong  is  rung,  my  tale  is  sung,"  a  text  book  is  lifted  from 
the  floor  and  in  the  still  hazy  future  fades  the  vision  of  my  library 

^°  ^^-  Kathleen  Lawrence,  IV-B,  S.J.C.S. 


>IY    FAVOURITE    SAINT. 

My  favourite  saint  is  St.  Stephen,  who  was  the  first  martyr 
and  one  of  the  seven  Deacons. 

Stephen  did  great  wonders  amongst  the  people.  Some  of  the 
most  learned  doctors,  envying  his  fame,  began  to  dispute  with  him, 
and  they  stirred  up  the  people  against  him. 

St.  Stephen  was  brought  before  the  Jewish  council,  where  cruel, 
pitiless,  false  witnesses  testified  against  him.  All  the  members 
of  the  council  looked  angrily  at  him,  but  they  saw  his  face  shining 
like  that  of  an  angel. 

After  telling  one  of  his  visions  to  the  Jews,  they  rushed  upon 
him,  drove  him  out  of  the  city,  and  stoned  him  to  death.  While 
being  stoned  he  fell  upon  his  knees  and  cried  with  a  loud  voice, 
"O  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge." 

Many  people  say  that  through  this  prayer  a  man.  who  was  a 
great  sinner  and  who  held  the  cloaks  of  the  murdered  while  they 
were  stoning  St.  Stephen,  later  received  the  grace  of  conversion. 

Kathleen  Cummings,  Grade  VII, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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EDITORIAL 

THE  POPE  AND  THE  WAR. 

THE  best  apology  for  the  Catholic  Church  at  the  present 
time  are  its  decrees  and  actions  in  the  great  world  crisis 
that  we  are  witnessing  in  the  present  war.  Where  does  the 
Church  stand?  is  the  crucial  question.  And  here  even  non- 
Catholics  of  the  whole  world  are  impressed  and  perhaps  as- 
tounded at  the  bold  declarations  of  the  Pope  against  the  in- 
vasion of  the  four  peaceful  and  liberal  countries — Poland, 
Holland,  Belgium  and  Luxembourg  by  the  hordes  of  Hitler. 

Physical  force  is  in  control  at  present  and  the  only  religious 
and  moral  force  that  is  international  in  its  reach  of  influence 
is  the  Old  Church  with  its  authoritative  spokesman  the  Pope. 
The  Pope  has  spoken  and  the  nations  of  the  earth  listen 
either  to  applaud  or  to  revile. 

We  believe  that  the  consciences  of  the  whole  world 
are  with  the  Pope  even  in  Germany,  Italy  and  Russia.  Ruthless 
national  policies  of  violence  and  imperialism  are  not  the  con- 
science of  the  people.  The  catholics  of  Germany  still  reverence 
the  pope  even  when  they  are  dragged  along  in  the  outbreak 
of  their  nation  against  the  peace  of  Europe  and  of  the  whole 
world.  The  nationalism  coming  from  the  false  propaganda  of 
their  leaders  is  all  on  the  surface  like  the  ocean  in  a  storm ; — 
underneath  are  the  depths  of  conscience. 

The  masses  of  the  people  are  helpless  when  governments 
go  wrong  and  a  temporary  distortion  of  judgment  can  easily 
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creep  into  nations  when  there  is  national  danger  or  national 
emotionalism.  Stephen  Decatur's  slogan  has  not  been  heartily 
rebuffed  even  in  the  United  States.,  "My  country  right  or 
wrong."  That  maxim  is  prevalent  to-day  but  it  does  not 
come  from  the  conscience  of  reasonable  men  and  especially 
of  Catholics. 

The  voice  of  the  Pope  and  the  Catholic  Church  has  been 
heard  over  the  roar  of  cannon  and  the  turmoil  of  battling 
armies  and  like  the  voice  of  God  it  must  wait  for  a  hearing  in 
the  peace  that  will  brood  over  the  battle  field  of  victory  and 
defeat.  But  let  no  one  say  that  the  Pope  is  with  Mussolini 
any  more  than  with  reckless  Hitler  or  godless  Stalin. 

To  ask  why  the  Church,  if  so  international  and  powerful, 
does  not  check  the  present  wild  war  spirit  implies  the  ques- 
tion that  infidels  are  so  glibly  repeating:  why  does  not  God 
prevent  war,  for  surely  he  is  international  and  omnipotent? 

War  is  the  climax  of  the  sins  of  men  in  this  world  of  sin; 
it  is  a  clearing  of  the  air  that  was  charged  with  the  disorders 
of  men's  passions  in  periods  of  peace. 

Prance,  for  instance,  is  now  on  its  knees  praying  to  God 
and  invoking  Our  Lady  of  Notre  Dame  in  the  old  cathedral  of 
Paris  and  the  government  officials,  both  civil  and  military,  of 
France  are  gathered  with  President  Petain  to  hear  Mass  in 
Notre  Dame,  the  centre  of  Catholicity,  professing  allegiance  to 
God  and  religion.    Even  this  seems  to  be  worth  a  war. 

The  evils  of  peace  are  worse  than  war ;  but  we  are  not 
going  into  politics  and  the  transitions  of  government  in 
Prance.  Old  General  Petain  fought  for  Prance  and  Weygand 
too  and  their  armies  fought  even  better  than  their  enemies 
until  they  were  overpowered  by  numbers  even  four  to  one ; — 
and  now  they  are  praying  for  Prance  and  the  God  of  battle 
will  listen  to  their  prayers  and  give  Prance  a  christian  peace 
better  than  their  arms  could  have  won  on  the  battle  field. 
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LIBERTE,  EGALITE,  FRATERNITE. 

THIS  motto  of  liberal  government:  liberty,  equality  and 
fraternity,  was  proclaimed  by  the  first  republican  gov- 
ernment of  France  one  hundred  and  fifty-one  years  ago  and 
it  continued  to  be  the  watchword  of  the  two  following  republics 
that  France  has  had  in  that  time ;  it  was  not  disturbed  in  its 
sway  by  two  kings  and  two  emperors  that  intervened  in  this 
period; — but  now  in  the  fourth  republic  it  is  yielding  to  a 
new  legend,  Travail,  Famille,  Patrie, — labour,  home  and 
fatherland. 

Of  what  is  this  new  revision  of  the  national  motto  a  sym- 
bol! Is  France  discarding  liberal  government  and  turning 
fascist?  We  believe  not.  It  is  not  the  genius  of  France  to 
become  fascist,  for  out  of  France  liberty  spread  to  the  whole 
of  Europe,  and  the  French  Revolution  in  spite  of  its  initial 
excesses  against  religion,  soon  settled  down  to  representative 
government.  It  received  the  approval  of  the  Church,  and  pro- 
tection against  even  emperors,  kings  and  royalists  who  would 
disturb  its  sway. 

The  new  so-called  Corporate  Government  of  the  Fourth 
Republic  will  be  a  representative  government  and  not  dicta- 
torial, such  as  exists  in  Germany  and  Italy.  The  motto  of  la- 
bour, home  and  fatherland  is  intended  to  be  a  corrective  to 
the  parasitic  evils  of  twenty  to  forty  parties  that  paralyzed 
the  country  and  rendered  it  a  prey  to  its  enemies. 

France  was,  as  the  French  people  are  saying  now,  victim  of 
many  licenses,  false  labour  programs  and  parasitic  politicians 
that  did  not  support  the  government  but  fed  on  it  and  dragged 
it  down.  The  new  government  proposes  to  correct  these  evils 
and  still  uphold  liberty. 

The  Church  faithfully  supported  the  late  republic  of  France 
and  reprobated  the  old  so-called  Catholic  royalists  that  would 
disturb  it,  and  this,  notwithstanding  many  persecutions  and 
restrictions  of  religious  liberty,  coming  from  the  government. 
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Liberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite,  though  formulated  by  the  infidels 
of  the  French  revolution  one  hundred  and  fifty-one  years  ago, 
is  also  Christian  in  its  true  import.  In  sense  this  is  obvious 
for  liberty,  equality  and  Christian  charity  towards  all  has 
been  the  expression  of  Catholic  endeavour  from  the  foundation 
of  the  Church.  If  the  French  people  wish  to  substitute  the 
new  motto  for  the  old  the  Church  will  extend  its  approval 
and  its  blessing. 

IRELAND  A  GOOD  EXAMPLE  OF  CATHOLIC  MENTALITY. 

Ireland,  intensely  Catholic,  is  a  fair  example  of  Catholicity, 
for  there  is  a  great  difference  between  Catholicity  and  Catho- 
lics. In  fact  few  Catholic  nations  could  be  identified  with 
the  Catholic  doctrines  of  the  Church.  Liberal  government 
is  in  perfection,  we  think,  in  Ireland,  for  its  people  by  instinct 
and  training  are  against  all  tyranny  of  government  and  at  the 
same  time  there  is  a  strong,  determined  stand  against  excesses 
that  take  the  name  of  liberty,  for  example,  the  license  of  the 
press,  of  the  radio  and  of  the  stage. 

The  chief  danger  apprehended  to-day  in  Ireland  is  Holly- 
wood— so  travellers  tell  us.  Frivolous  treatment  of  morality 
and  religion  is  the  most  diabolical  enemy  and  worse  than  down- 
right persecution  of  the  Church.  Are  the  Irish  backward 
because  they  are  afraid  of  Hollywood? 

Again  the  Irish  are  not  pacifists;  they  are  preparing  for 
war  and  no  one  doubts  that  when  their  time  comes  that  they 
will  fight.  In  this  war,  as  in  the  last,  it  is  said  that  they 
have  marshalled  more  soldiers  in  proportion  to  population 
than  England  itself. 

Even  if  Hitlerism  should  prevail,  we  feel  that  a  perpetual 
struggle  would  continue  among  the  Catholic  Irish  who  have 
always  clung  to  religion  and  liberty  through  the  ages  of  the 
past.  These  remarks  are  not  made  for  the  praise  of  Ireland 
but  for  the  Catholic  Church  that  finds  in  Ireland  such  a  true 
exponent  of  her  whole  spirit. 
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CATHOLICS    ARE    NOT    CATHOLICITY. 

Catholics  are  not  Catholicity  in  most  parts  of  the  world 
and  the  fallacy  against  the  Church  is  to  confound  them. 
The  Catholics  of  Germany  would  not  be  marching  with  their 
destructive  forces  of  evil  if  the  voice  of  the  Pope  Avas  hearkened 
to.  Sooner  or  later  this  call  of  religion  will  be  heard  as  we 
know  from  past  history  and  when  physical  force  driven  on  by 
the  powers  of  evil  has  expended  itself,  a  new  respite  of  peace 
will  supervene. 

After  the  last  war  the  fourteen  points  that  gave  a  new  basis 
of  peace  came  from  the  Pope  and  were  adopted  by  Mr.  "Wilson 
for  the  settlement  of  Europe.  Now  a  new  truce  of  God  is  re- 
quired similar  to  those  of  the  Middle  Ages  when  the  semi- 
barbarous  mail  clad  barons  lowered  their  lances  and  listened 
to  the  appeal  of  religion. 

Perhaps  as  in  France  to-day,  the  appeal  of  religion  will  be 
heard  in  other  nations;  for  as  all  history  of  the  past  shows  it  is 
only  the  call  of  God  voiced  by  the  Church  that  can  check  the 
savagery  of  nationalism.  Nationalism  left  to  itself  has  no  limit 
but  mad  victory  or  exhaustion ;  it  leaves  behind  a  battle-field 
of  the  dead  and  the  rows  of  crosses  are  not  crosses  of  faith 
and  hope  but  mere  flitting  memorials  of  those  that  perished 
in  the  storms  of  human  passions. 
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THE    BURNING    MOUNTAIN 

By  JAMES  B.  BOLLARD,  Litt.D. 

WALKING  together  across  the  campus  of  a  large  North 
American  University,  two  young  men  were  carrying 
on  a  serious  conversation. 

The  older  of  the  two,  a  tall,  bright-faced,  athletic  young 
fellow  named  Michael  ]\IcAllister,  was  remonstrating  with  his 
younger  companion,  a  thick-set,  auburn-haired  youth  named 
Lorcan  McGillivray. 

"You  told  me  you  were  impressed  with  the  discourse  of 
your  professor  of  Seismology  to-day.  He  talked  disparagingly 
of  the  Christian  Faith,  and  hinted  that  the  earth  and  the 
heavenly  bodies  were  not  the  work  of  a  beneficent  Creator, 
but  of  a  demon,  or  at  least  of  some  malefic  and  infernal  power. 
I  can't  understand  wh}-  Professor  Carew  should  concern  him- 
self with  such  irrelevant  topics  in  his  class  of  seismology  un- 
less he  wishes  to  impress  you  all  with  his  learning  and  pro- 
fundity." 

"He  surely  loves  to  hear  himself  talk,"  said  McGillivray, 
"and  he  is  dead  set  against  the  truths  of  Christianity.  He  is 
incessantly  pounding  against  the  rock  of  Peter,  and  he  has  the 
minds  of  several  of  the  boys  unsettled.  I  find  doubts  continu- 
ally assailing  me,  since  I  came  to  his  Class." 

"One  would  think,"  continued  McAllister,  "that  the  very 
science  that  Carew  is  teaching  avouIcI  make  him  reverent  and 
faithful  in  the  presence  of  the  Creator  of  all, — the  Creator 
of  Whom  the  Bible  says :  Qui  tangit  montes,  et  f umigant' — 
'Who  touches  the  mountains  and  they  smoke!'  For  my  part, 
I  blame  the  weak-minded  pupils. as  much  as  the  foolish  teacher 
in  this  present  affair.  I  am  disappointed  with  you,  McGilli- 
vraj'-,  that  j'our  faith  in  the  existence  and  the  powers  of  God, 
is  so  easily  shaken.  If  there  is  anj^thing  that  teaches  the 
power  and  the  fear  of  God,  it  is  a  volcano  in  action.  The 
rumblings  of  the  volcano,  as  well  as  the  sound  of  thunder,  is 
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the  authentic  voice  of  God  Himself.  You  must  come  with  me 
to  Alaska,  McGillivray,  this  summer-vacation,  and  I  will  show 
you  a  volcano  doing  its  regular  daily  duty  of  glorifying  God — 
'The  mountains  skipped  like  rams,  and  the  hills  like  little 
lambs,'  so  do  the  'burning  mountains'  make  play  before  the 
Lord." 

"Does  this  mean,"  asked  McGillivray,  "that  you  are  in- 
viting me  to  be  one  of  the  members  of  your  summer  expedition 
to  the  Alaska  glaciers  in  the  month  of  August?" 

"Yes,"  answered  McAllister,  "as  I  have  been  there  before, 
several  times,  I  have  been  appointed  leader  and  guide  and  I 
can  put  your  name  on  the  roll." 

"Thanks,  friend,"  said  McGillivray,  "that  is  one  of  the 
best  things  that  ever  happened  to  me.  Be  sure  I  rejoice  in  it, 
and  that  I  will  be  on  hand  when  the  expedition  starts." 

They  were,  by  this  time,  back  at  the  door  of  the  main 
building,  and  without  more  words  the  friends  shook  hands 
and  parted. 


The  summer  days  passed  swiftly  and  by  August  the  20th 
the  ship  that  carried  the  Expedition  cast  anchor  in  one  of 
the  Alaskan  fiords.  Among  the  dozen  or  more  persons  com- 
posing the  company  was  the  President  of  the  University,  Mr. 
J.  K.  Cheltenham.  The  President  had  brought  his  two  little 
boys  Avith  him,  one  of  eight,  the  other  of  ten  years  of  age. 
Making  fast  progress  over  the  level  tundra,  the  leader,  our 
friend  McAllister,  brought  his  company  to  the  foot  of  the 
mountains  about  sun-down.  Here  they  camped  for  the  night, 
and  when  all  the  rest  were  slumbering  the  leader  sought  out 
McGillivray  and  said  to  him.  "We  can  climb  to  the  top  of 
this  crater  in  an  hour  and  be  back  easily  at  sleeping  time." 

"All  right,"  agreed  the  younger  man  gaily,  "you're  the 
boss.  Lead  on  McDuffy."  A  stiff  climb  brought  them  to  the 
top  of  the  mountain,  and  as  they  peered  over  the  rim  a  strange 
sight  was  presented  to  their  gaze.     They  were  looking  into  a 
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vast  dark  crater  of  ten  miles  in  radius.  It  seemed,  after 
a  while,  to  McGillivray,  that  they  were  looking  into  a  great 
section  of  the  infernal  regions.  A  thousand  fires  blazed  in 
every  direction.  Around  those  fires,  steam-jets  hissed  up  into 
the  darkness  and  the  heavy  snoring  of  a  hundred  geysers 
contributed  to  the  weird  effect  of  the  strange  pandemonium! 
Most  terrible  of  all  was  a  huge  mountain-cone  in  the  centre 
of  the  crater.  Red  fire  gushed  forth  from  innumerable  vents 
in  its  sides  and  flowed  down  in  vivid  torrents  to  its  base. 
The  most  striking  and  fearful  phenomenon  was  that  the  volcano 
seemed  to  search  the  skies  with  a  vast  search-light,  and  this 
tower  of  light  stood  vip  straight  and  solid  as  though  it  Avere 
a  pillar  sustaining  the  very  heavens!  McGillivray  turned  a 
pale  and  troubled  face  towards  his  companion,  as  the  latter 
said:  "You  have  seen  enough.  We  will  now  go  b.ack  to  the 
camp  and  sleep  the  sleep  of  the  just." 


The  next  morning  McAllister,  having  compassion  on  the 
tired  sleepers,  did  not  sound  the  reveille  until  half -past  nine. 
After  discussing  a  good  breakfast  the  crowd  were  soon  up 
and  over  the  rim  of  the  big  crater.  The  floor  of  the  crater 
being  much  higher  than  the  level  of  the  tundra,  they  had 
only  to  descend  about  a  hundred  feet  to  be  on  the  inside 
plain.  They  wondered  as  they  passed  through  the  plain,  at 
the  loveliness  of  everything.  The  grass  was  emerald  green, 
the  shrubs  seemed  to  be  all  in  blossom,  the  scent  of  flowers 
was  everywhere.  Birds  and  bees  made  the  valley  vocal  with 
the  music  of  nature  itself.  Clear  streams  of  water  were  gurg- 
ling everywhere.  Some  of  the  streams  being  from  geysers, 
were  of  a  hot  and  steamy  nature,  so  that  it  was  necessary 
to  be  careful  when  walking  close.  It  took  the  expedition  near- 
ly three  hours  to  cross  the  plain  of  the  crater.  At  about  four 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  they  arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  cen- 
tral volcano.  Up  the  great  cone  they  could  discern  easily 
passable  paths  or  roads,  and  as  it  Avas  evident  that  ropes 
would   not  be   necessary,   they   discarded   all    their   climbing 
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apparatus  in  a  hastily  improvised  camp  at  the  foot  of  the 

volcanic  dome. 

•     •     «     *     « 

Around  the  cone  of  the  Burning  Mountain,  on  top,  where 
a  wide  level  space  fringed  the  goufre  or  funnel,  the  crowd  of 
tourists  and  scientists  pressed  close  to  obtain  a  view.  It  was 
a  truly  frightful  prospect.  From  the  depths  below  came  a 
heavy,  pulsing  sound,  like  the  roaring  of  a  lion,  but  at  regular 
intervals,  like  the  exhaust  of  a  great  machine. 

The  sound  came  up  from  unthinkable  voids,  and  its  "Woof- 
woof!  woof -woof !  woof-woof!"  had  a  constricting  effect  even 
upon  the  hearts  of  the  strongest  and  bravest  there.  This  same 
pulsing  beat  of  eternity  can  be  heard  at  the  crater  of  Mount 
Vesuvius  near  Naples.  The  throat  of  the  volcano  lay  open 
to  the  skies.  All  along  its  sides  were  ghastly  and  unnatural 
stains,  sulphurous  yellows,  deathly  greens,  and  the  weird 
orange  and  scarlets  of  florated  and  crystallized  cinnabar. 

Below,  where  the  great  funnel  narrowed,  they  saw  the 
swirling  and  twisting  flood  of  boiling  lava,  exuding  gases  and 
steam  and  unimaginable  heat.  It  was  like  a  huge  crucible 
filled  with  the  life-blood  of  all  the  metals  and  elements  known 
and  unknown,  which  God  had  used  in  the  beginning,  at  the 
making  of  the  planets  and  the  stars!  What  power  and  glory 
and  majesty  was  here !  McAllister  was  gazing  on  all  this, 
and  as  he  gazed  there  came  to  his  face  the  radiance  of  adora- 
tion and  of  joy.  It  was  the  God  of  the  Christians  who  had 
made  all  these  marvels  of  earth  and  sky.  No  paltry  little 
university  professors  could  take  away  the  power  and  the 
glory  of  the  Lord.  They  deny  the  God  who  gave  them  life, 
and  they  deny  Him  with  the  voice  that  was  His  own  precious 
gift  to  them.  No  wonder  that  Jesus,  when  He  considered 
the  callous  ingratitude  of  men,  their  lack  of  faith  and  their 
lack  of  love  for  Him,  is  forced  to  cry  out,  "Oh  ye  of  little 
faith !  Oh,  ye  that  pass  by  the  public  way,  attend  and  see  if 
there  is  sorrow  like  unto  mv  sorrow !" 
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A  scream  of  terror  smote  the  air.  The  youngest  boy  of  Mr, 
Cheltenham  had  made  a  misstep,  tripped  and  stumbled  to- 
wards the  volcano  edge.  He  was  almost  over  when  McAllister, 
a  master-athlete,  by  a  superb  baseball  "slide,"  grasped  him 
by  the  ankles.  Even  so,  both  of  them  might  have  fallen  into 
the  abyss  had  not  young  Lorcan  McGillivray  cast  his  weight 
upon  the  legs  of  the  guide,  and  froze  on  to  them  with  the 
tenacity  of  a  bull-dog.  When  this  second  movement  was  com- 
pleted the  boy  in  the  hands  of  McAllister  hanging  over  the 
abyss,  was  as  secure  there  as  if  he  were  in  his  mother's  arms 
at  home.  Very  soon  the  two  rescuers  were  dragged  back 
into  safety  and  it  was  noticed  that  only  then  did  their  death- 
grips  relax.  Mr.  Cheltenham,  the  tears  running  down  his 
cheeks,  grasped  the  hand  of  McAllister,  and  cried,  "Thank 
you,  my  brave  friend.    Never  will  I  forget  your  noble  act." 

A  strange  reaction  of  fear  then  took  possession  of  the 
crowd  and  they  hurried  down  to  the  temporary  camp  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain.  On  the  top  of  the  volcano  remained 
only  McAllister  and  McGillivray. 

McAllister  gazed  upon  the  glowing  crater  with  eyes  that 
seemed  avid  of  its  wonder  and  beauty.  "You  know,  Mc- 
Gillivray," he  said,  "that  I  am  loth  to  leave  this  lovely 
volcano.  I  am  sorry  we  have  to  depart  so  soon,  as  I  should 
like  to  see  it  close  by  at  midnight  when  it  throws  its  search- 
light on  the  Heavens.  How  wonderful  it  would  be  in  a  real 
eruption,  like  that  of  Krakatoa  in  the  Dutch  East  Indies  on 
August  the  sixth,  1883.  Listen  to  this  description:  (He  reads 
from  a  book)  "At  one  p.m.,  on  August  6th,  1883,  Krakatoa 
erupted  after  200  years  of  quiet.  To  startled  sailors  on  the 
British  ship  'Charles  Bal,'  ten  miles  out  at  sea,  the  entire 
nine  square  mile  island  appeared  to  rocket  up  into  the  sky. 
Straight  up  in  a  steady  stream  spewed  huge  stones  enveloped 
in  flame  and  billowing  smoke  seventeen  miles  high !  The  whole 
eastern  sky  then  vanished  behind  a  back-drop  of  ebony 
streaked  with  lightning  flashes! 

"Moments  later  came  the  noise;  a  deafening,  sustained 
cannonading.     Stones  the  size  of  a  man's  head  showered  on 
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the  ship ;  soon  a  five-foot  layer  of  pumice  on  the  sea,  impeded 
navigation ! 

"The  bombardment  grew  steadily  fiercer;  by  five  o'clock 
every  eardrum  in  Java  and  Sumatra  was  being  hammered  to 
the  bursting-point.  People  in  West  Australia,  1,700  miles  dis- 
tant, were  mystified  by  what  they  thought  was  artillery 
fire.  At  Rodriguez  Island  nearly  3,000  miles  distant,  the 
police  chief  reported  cannonading ;  it  took  the  sound  four 
hours  to  reach  there.  The  detonations  ended,  the  following 
morning,  with  four  earth-shaking  blasts, — the  greatest  noise 
ever  to  break  on  earth  during  the  recorded  time  of  Man." 

"What  do  you  think  of  that,  McGillivray,"  continued  the 
guide  triumphantly.  "Which  gives  the  most  glory  to  God,  a 
volcano  or  a  little  professor  in  a  godless  College?  Are  you  still 
shaky  in  your  faith  because  of  the  cowardly  attacks  on  that 
God,  'Who  touches  the  mountains  and  they  smoke?'  " 

The  voice  of  McGillivray  was  deeply  earnest  and  sincere 
as  he  replied:  "This  voyage  and  journey  with  you,  my  dear 
friend,  has  cured  my  mind  of  all  doubts  and  temptations  against 
the  faith  of  Christ.  Your  talks  and  admonitions  have  been  full 
of  wisdom  and  of  truth.  I  have  noticed  that  you  carried  out 
the  dictates  of  that  faith  in  your  daily  life,  in  your  avoidance 
of  sin,  and  in  your  constant  practice  of  daily  prayer.  Your 
love  of  God  and  your  love  of  the  manifestations  of  His  power  in 
Nature  went  hand  in  hand.  All  these  things  were  a  constant 
lesson  to  me  who  had  begun  to  o.uestion  God,  and  to  be  lax  in 
the  practice  of  my  religion.  The  shock  that  brought  to  my  soul 
complete  spiritual  realization  and  proof  came  to  me  here  upon 
this  plateau  when  I  saw  you  make  the  sign  of  the  Cross,  and 
look  up  to  Heaven,  a  moment  before  you  made  that  frightful 
plunge  after  the  stumbling  boy.  In  your  eyes  there  was  no 
slightest  token  of  fear.  If  death  was  to  come,  and  a  horrible 
death  was  imminent,  you  had  accepted  it,  you  had  made  your 
offering  of  body  and  soul  for  the  greater  glory  of  God,  and  the 
God  of  the  Volcanoes  had  rescued  you." 

"And  now,"  continued  McGillivray,  "I  beg  of  you,  be  my 
friend  all  through  life,  as  you  have  been  up  to  the  present, 
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and  if  I  am  going  wrong  in  anything,  if  I  am  offending  God 
in  the  least  way,  I  beseech  you  to  rebuke  me  and  set  me  right." 

There  was  no  reply  from  McAllister  but  the  strong  right 
hands  of  the  two  comrades  closed  in  a  vise-like  grip. 

Silently  they  hurried  down  the  slopes  of  the  volcano.  Reach- 
ing the  post  the  guide  gave  the  word  of  departure. 

That  night  they  camped  on  the  lonely  and  level  tundra,  be- 
side the  sea,  and  heard  afar — 

"The  wolf's  lone  howl  on  Unalaska's  shore." 


CHRIST  AND  THE    SINNER 

HE  knew  that  He  would  see  me  there, 
Unloved,  forsaken,  and  forlorn ; 
Still  He  spoke  no  single  word 
When  jeers  upon  my  lips  unborn 
Took  up  again  their  nothingness. 

He  smiled  and  joy  came  out  to  play 
Upon  those  features  sorrow  knew. 
My  hatred  fought  with  mighty  love; 
I  saw  His  heart  and  in  mine  grew 
A  peace  which  was  not  victory. 

Love  opened  wide  His  arms  anew 
To  draw  me  in  who  but  before 
In  monstrous  vice  had  sought  release. 
Now  rushed  defeated  to  adore 
Incarnate  virtue   evermore. 

Louis  P.  Kirchner,  O.Carm. 
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FRANCE,  1789-1940 

By  REV.  THOMAS  F.   BATTLE. 

SEVENTEEN  hundred  and  eighty-nine  is  a  Master  year  in 
modern  world  history.  An  event  at  that  time  not  only 
overturned  France:  it  shook  the  foundation  of  the  world. 
Any  school  boy  will  answer  that  it  was  the  French  Revolution. 

The  Bastile  was  the  great  Paris  fortress.  It  was  stormed 
by  the  French  populace  on  July  14th,  1789;  and  two  years 
later,  King  Louis  XVI.  decided  to  accept  a  new  Constitution. 
Events  travel  more  slowly  in  reality  than  they  do  in  history 
books.  The  Bastile  was  stormed  in  '89,  Louis  accepted  in  '91, 
Marie  Antoinette  was  beheaded  in  October  of  '92  and  her  nit- 
witted but  honest  husband,  the  King,  met  the  same  fate  in 
January,  '93.  Since  those  days,  to  the  entry  of  Petain  and 
Company  in  1940,  volumes  of  history  could  be  recorded.  How- 
ever, our  brief  paper  shall  try  to  bring  along  the  thread  of 
this  modern  French  period  especially  as  regards  its  political 
history. 

We  purpose  to  regard  the  tragedy  of  a  great  people.  The 
shock  that  resounded  through  the  world  in  1789  was  outdone 
by  the  shock  of  1940.  Every  throne  in  Europe  trembled  in 
that  elder  day.  Every  thoughtful  world  citizen  outside  of 
Germany  nearh^  died  of  fright  when,  in  June  of  1940,  the 
greatest  land-and-liberty-loving  people  in  history  lost  their 
identity.     The  world  can  scarcely  believe  it  yet. 

Man  is  too  prone  to  criticize  nations  as  well  as  individuals. 
It  seems  that  the  philosopher  of  history  sits  in  judgment  with 
less  impunity  than  does  the  individual  critic  of  his  fellow-men. 
We  shall  perhaps  wander  in  the  course  of  our  story  to  criti- 
cize as  well  as  to  sympathize.  It  has  been  a  passion  of  man- 
kind to  so  size  up  the  French  people. 

No  nation  has  played  a  more  important  and  dramatic 
role  in  world  history  than  the  French.  Since  they  took  over 
from  Ancient  Gaul  via  the  Frankish  Kingdom,  down  to  our 
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own  day,  no  people  has  so  enthralled  mankind.  No  people  are 
more  amenable  to  the  virtues  and  vices  of  Adam's  children 
than  the  French.  They  are  a  unique  people  if  ever  there  was 
such. 

The  purpose  of  this  paper  is  to  briefly  trace  the  political 
history  of  France  from  July,  1789,  to  the  present  day.  It  is 
the  story  of  a  people  who  were  not  the  first  to  learn  revolution, 
but  were  the  first  to  put  it  into  action.  The  English  had  prac- 
tised revolution  almost  a  century  and  a  half  previous.  Other 
peoples  had  been  their  school  masters  not  only  in  politics  but 
in  such  other  things  as  skepticism  and  Freemasonry.  Their 
American  brethren  had  staged  a  revolt  twelve  years  prior  to 
the  storming  of  the  Bastile,  and  it  is  a  coincidence  of  history 
that  George  Washington  drew  up  his  Declaration  of  Indepen- 
dence in  the  very  year  of  the  French  Revolution — 1789. 

While  in  the  course  of  our  remarks,  we  shall  refresh  the 
readers'  minds  with  a  brief  account  of  the  principal  events  and 
changes  of  the  period  under  review,  our  concern  is  really 
with  something  else.  It  is,  as  it  were,  to  glimpse  behind  the 
scenes  and  to  point  out  certain  factors  that  were  either  causes 
or  contingents  of  such  momentous  political  events.  Especially 
shall  we  regard  them  from  the  religious  angle. 

POLITICAL  STORY  OF  FRANCE. 

It  seems  to  be  an  axiom  that  when  revolution  starts  it  be- 
comes eternal  revolution.  It  is  hard  to  keep  revolution  from 
revolving.  The  political  story  of  Prance  is  no  exception  to 
this  rule.  "It  is  the  law  of  motion,"  says  Bird  S.  Coler,  ''that 
the  initial  impetus  will  always  hold  in  a  moving  body;  matter 
in  progression  may  be  deflected  from  its  course  by  the  inter- 
vention of  other  forces,  but  the  impulse  imparted  at  the  be- 
ginning will  eternally  decline  towards  the  original  direction." 

In  the  first  place,  we  have  the  aAvful  baptism  of  blood  which 
marked  the  few  years  of  the  First  Revolution.  Then  came 
the  inefficient  regime  of  the  Directory  and  its  displacement 
by  that  remarkable  child  of  the  Revolution  the  armed  soldier 
of  Europe — Napoleon   the   Great.     Then   the   French   people 
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watched  their  famous  son  by  adoption  march  through  a  sea 
of  blood  as  he  overturned  thrones  and  battered  the  armies 
of  Europe.  The  next  major  date  in  French  history  was  when 
their  Emperor  was  beaten  at  Waterloo,  This  brings  us  to  the 
memorable  date  of  June  15,  1815. 

After  Napoleon's  downfall,  the  Congress  of  Vienna  met 
to  reorganize  the  damaged  frontiers  of  Europe.  The  Bourbon 
line  was  restored  to  France  when  they  placed  on  the  throne 
Louis  XVIII,  the  brother  of  Louis  XVI,  who  went  to  the  guillo- 
tine. Charles  X  succeeded  Louis  and  reigned  from  1824  to 
1830.  Then  came  Louis  Philippe  of  Orleans,  and  he  sceptred 
for  eighteen  years.  Bourbonism  held  sway  for  about  thirty- 
four  years  after  the  retirement  of  the  Little  Corporal.  But 
once  more  there  was  clamoring  at  the  gates  and  Europe  once 
more  saw  Revolution.  In  1848  the  Second  Republic  came  to 
France  when  Louis  Blanc  with  his  Organization  of  Labour, 
following  the  Socialist  leaders,  Fournier  and  St.  Simon,  had 
taken  the  lead  in  proposing  many  changes  which  Louis  Philippe 
and  his  minister  Guizot  would  not  accept.  Things  lasted  for 
four  years  under  the  Second  Republic,  when  along  came  a  new 
Bourbon  and  Emperor  who  was  to  reign  for  eighteen  years. 
He  was  Napoleon  III,  nephew  of  The  Great. 

His  position  as  Emperor  became  possible  because  a  new 
political  ideal  was  popular  in  the  world.  It  was  an  ideal  not 
so  much  of  liberty  as  of  unity.  This  Napoleon  III  had  been 
president  of  the  Second  Republic  and  was  quite  familiar  with 
French  affairs.  So,  when  he  carried  out  his  famous  Coup 
d'Etat  he  proclaimed  himself  Emperor  and  appealed  to  the 
people  to  ratify  his  action.  This  they  did  by  a  landslide  vote. 
He  was  now  their  popular  Emperor. 

"Napoleon  III,"  says  Bede  Jarrett,  "was  now  determin- 
ed to  dazzle  his  people  as  his  uncle  had  dazzled  them,  not  in- 
deed by  foreign  conquests  (for  his  book,  "Les  Idees  Napoleon- 
niennes"  had  been  written  to  prove  that  this  was  forced  on 
France  by  the  provocative  action  of  England  and  the  two 
Emperors  and  Prussia)  but  by  foreign  diplomacy  and  by  as- 
suming a  position  as  the  general  arbitrator  of  Europe." 
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The  Franco-Prussian  War  which  Bismarck  had  long  planned 
broke  out  on  July  19,  1870.  Napoleon  III  went  along  to  battle 
with  his  army,  which  was  led  by  the  famous  Marshal  McMahon, 
The  French  were  badly  defeated  six  weeks  after  they  had 
declared  war  and  Napoleon  III  was  without  a  job  and  France 
once  more  without  a  throne.  Napoleon  was  deposed  and  the 
Third  Republic  established  under  Gambetta. 

THIRD   REPUBLIC. 

So,  from  1870  to  our  own  1940,  France  has  been  ruled  by 
several  governments  of  the  Third  Republic.  What  has  hap- 
pened in  the  last  few  months  everyone  knows.  The  land  that 
had  revolved  in  the  name  of  liberty  in  1789  and  had  come  back 
to  monarchy  only  to  stage  another  revolution  which  again 
gave  way  to  monarchy  and  again  to  revolution,  now  capitu- 
lated her  all  to  a  foreign  people.  The  people  who  perhaps 
more  than  any  other  on  earth  love  their  country  and  their 
liberty  are  now  beneath  the  heel  of  Hitler's  Nazis.  Petain  and 
Company  have  been  given  the  government  of  France  by  the 
Germans.  But  what  weal  or  woe  this  set-up  will  bring  the 
French  the  present  is  too  soon  to  estimate.  However,  we  might 
agree  with  a  recent  Catholic  writer  who  states :  ''It  is  some- 
thing pathetic  in  the  sight  of  a  defeated  and  prostrate  France, 
to  organize  a  new  government  and  to  recover  what  little  she 
can  of  her  national  life  and  strength.  The  French  people  are 
making  an  heroic  effort  to  adapt  themselves  to  the  new  and 
necessarily  humiliating  circumstances  in  which  they  find  them- 
selves. But,  sad  to  say,  the  destiny  of  the  French  people  does 
not  depend  on  their  own  government,  however  totalitarian  it 
may  become  to  please  the  conquerors.  Nor  does  it  depend  on 
the  ordinary  rank-and-file  German,  whether  soldier  or  civilian. 
The  future  of  France,  unless  Germany  is  defeated  by  Britain, 
depends  on  one  man — Hitler.  The  peace  terms  that  he  will 
impose  on  France  will  not  be  known  until  the  war  with  Britain 
is  over,  but  there  is  little  reason  to  believe  that  the  prospects 
of  France  are  very  reassuring."     (The  Sign,  August,  1940). 

We  attempt  to  animadvert  a  little  on  the  causes  and  con- 
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sequences  of  such  changes  in  the  modern  French  regime.  Of 
course,  we  have  just  quoted  regarding  France's  most  recent 
change. 

CAUSES  OF  THE  FIRST  REVOLUTION. 

What  caused  the  First  Revolution  of  1789  is  not  hard  to 
discover.  A  sinister  religious  and  political  philosophy  had 
been  growing  on  the  people  for  years.  All  this  could  be  traced 
back  to  the  humanist  and  Protestant  movements  of  former 
days.  Voltaire  with  his  infamous  "Ecrasez  I'lnfame"  com- 
mended ''the  new  materialistic  interpretation  of  history  which 
had  thrown  over  the  Christian  theory  of  authority  and  replaced 
it  by  one  no  longer  entangled  with  the  name  of  God."  The 
Encyclopaedists  continued  these  views  until  they  reached  Jean 
Jacques  Rousseau  whose  political  philosophy  and  sociology 
brought  to  a  climax  this  unholy  propaganda. 

Likewise  there  was  the  general  unrest  of  the  period  and  its 
intense  opposition  to  absolutism. 

RELATIONS  OF  CHURCH  AND  STATE. 

Coming  further  down  the  period  the  relations  of  Church 
and  State  are  constantly  to  the  fore  both  as  a  cause  and  a  con- 
sequence in  the  story  of  French  affairs.  Freemasonry  had  al- 
ways five  fingers  in  the  political  pie  from  the  days  of  Rousseau 
and  the  First  Revolution  even  to  the  present  day  when  Petain 
and  his  fellows  took  over.  Around  1905  we  recall  how  reli- 
gion, education  and  the  religious  teaching  orders  suffered  from 
Masonic  governments.  Mr.  Vance  Thompson,  a  Protestant 
journalist  and  a  lover  and  student  of  France,  sums  up  those 
days  very  well  by  an  article  he  wrote  for  "Everybody's  Maga- 
zine," in  1907.     An  excerpt  is  thus: 

"By  a  vote  of  nearly  three  to  one  the  representatives  of 
the  French  nation  turned  out  the  light  in  heaven.  It  was  a 
prodigious  event.  Two  thousand  years  a  star  stood  over 
Bethlehem.  'We  have  put  out  that  star  forever,'  cried  the 
orator.  He  was  Viviani,  a  desperate  lawyer,  politician,  jour- 
nalist, a  Socialist  who  had  fought  his  way  to  power  with  the 
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ruthless  courage  of  a  mediaeval  bravo.  Having  been  per- 
sonally informed  of  the  non-existence  of  God,  he  announced 
the  fact  simply  and  frankly:  'Aye,  there  was  a  deceptive 
light  in  heaven,  but  we  have  put  it  out  forever!'  By  'we'  he 
meant  the  brawling  cohort  grouped  at  the  left  of  the  chamber 
— the  cohort  of  Socialistic  Creeds.  By  Sve'  Viviani  meant  all 
the  Voices  and  Appetites  round  the  swill-trough  of  the  State. 
.  ,  .  When  the  French  Chamber  passes  a  new  law  it  orders  it 
printed  on  huge  posters  and  posted  up  all  over  France — at 
every  street  corner,  in  every  hamlet,  on  wayside  barns  and 
fences.  I  have  forgotten  which  Juarez  rose  and  demanded  that 
Viviani's  speech  should  be  placarded  over  France;  but  by  a 
vote  of  nearly  three  to  one  the  order  was  made.  And  for 
weeks  after — even  to  this  day — the  walls  and  boardings  pro- 
claimed the  interesting  fact  that  the  French  Assembly  had 
decreed  the  non-existence  of  God  and  turned  out  the  light  that 
shone  once  upon  a  time  overhead  .  .  .  The  only  worship  they 
have  is  that  of  the  trough ;  immediately  after  banishing  God 
from  heaven  (by  a  vote  of  nearly  three  to  one)  they  decided 
(by  a  nearly  unanimous  vote)  to  double  their  own  salaries. 
Thus,  having  disposed  of  the  necessary  preliminaries,  the 
Chamber  of  Deputies  went  on  about  the  business  of  passing 
laws  for  the  confiscation  of  what  property  it  had  not  yet 
taken  from  the  Church." 

OTHER  INFLUENCES. 

Birth  prevention  had  a  fair  share  in  making  modern  France 
unhappy.  Along  with  divorce,  this  modern  scourge  helped 
Hitler  take  over  the  fair  land  of  Clovis. 

Perhaps  there  is  no  country  in  Europe  where  corrupt 
politics  had  such  play.  The  man  on  the  street  in  every  coun- 
try to-day  feels  that  France  was  sold  out.  Communists  and 
columnists  obviously  ran  wild  through  sunny  France  since  the 
last  War  and  with  unscrupulous  and  indifferent  politicians 
were  a  splendid  advance  guard  for  Hitler's  legions. 

All  that  has  happened  since  1789  proves  that  religion,  mor- 
ality and  sound  politics  are  necessary  for  the  health  and  pros- 
perity of  any  people.  No  nation  can  be  one  unless  it  professes 
the  practices  of  a  nation  under  God.  Of  course,  this  is  no 
general  indictment  against  the  entire  French  nation.  France 
may  justly  glory  in  the  vast  number  of  Saints  she  has  written 
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into  the  Church's  calendar  and  for  the  vast  efforts  she  has 
made  to  propagate  the  Faith.  Her  culture  has  been  admired 
through  the  ages.  But  evil  members  among  her  governors 
and  governed  have  brought  her  to  ruin.  France  and  all  de- 
mocracies should  know,  as  perhaps  they  already  do,  that  no 
nation  flourishes  unless  most  citizens  are  virtuous. 


"If  the  French  faithfully  and  officially  return  to  Grod 
through  the  fulfillment  of  His  Law ;  if  family  and  patriotic 
meaning  is  generously  revived  in  souls;  if  France  is  served 
with  a  conscientious  professional  labor,  in  a  loyal,  just,  charit- 
able and  pacific  collaboration  in  all  activities ;  then  the  Lord 
might  lean  more  willingly  toward  us  and,  with  a  merciful, 
perhaps  even  miraculous  attention,  grant  us  a  rapid  recovery, 
a  consoling  future. 

"We  are  on  Calvary  and  attempt  to  cry  out:  'My  God, 
my  God,  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  us?'  when  God  is  only  trying 
to  test  our  faith,  our  confidence  and  our  love.  May  a  faithful 
and  fervent  prayer  be  the  expression  of  our  faith.  May  the 
abandoning  of  futile  recriminations  be  the  mark  of  our  un- 
wavering confidence.  May  a  generous  fidelity  to  the  whole  of 
Christian  law  be  the  proof  of  our  ardent  love." 

— Archbishop  Maurice  Feltin. 


"In  the  face  of  the  present  tragedy,  let  us  preach  hope; 
to  an  anguished  people,  let  us  give  confidence,  and  to  friends 
who  suffer,  consolation  —  all  those  things  which  messengers 
of  the  Gospel  must  possess  in  superabundance." — Marshal 
Petain. 
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LOVE'S  LABOR 

By  REV.  LOUIS  P.  KIRCHNER,  O.CARM. 

DUSK  threw  her  cloak  over  St.  John's  monastery.  Protest- 
ing lights,  glaring  from  a  window  here  and  there,  made 
goblin  shapes  of  trees  and  gave  mj^stery  to  every  rock  and 
shrub.  A  far  off  bell  tolled  curfew.  Its  echoes  rolled  over 
old  St.  John's  as  if  loath  to  leave. 

Brother  Cyprian  stood  up.  He  brushed  the  ashes  from  his 
shapeless  brown  tunic,  and  enjoyed  the  luxury  of  a  long  yawn. 
The  evening  air  of  autumn  was  not  the  best  thing  for  an  old 
monk's  constitution.  He  pushed  back  his  chair  and  strolled 
heavily  along  the  parch. 

"Time  to  lock  up,"  he  muttered  to  himself. 

With  the  world  shut  out,  Cyprian  smiled.  It  was  his  bed- 
time. He  loitered  to  his  room,  planning  the  program  for  the 
next  day.  Suddenly  he  stopped.  The  room  across  from  his 
was  lighted. 

Brother  Gabriel  had  received  strict  orders  from  the  Prior. 
Bed  every  night  at  seven  had  been  prescribed.  Here  it  was 
past  eight  and  there  was  still  light  in  the  room.  Cyprian 
shuffled  noisily  up  to  the  door.    "Gabe,  0  Gabe,"  he  called. 

There  was  a  moment  of  ruffling  inside  the  door.  Then  the 
door  squeaked  back  and  Gabriel  stuck  out  his  head  of  silvery 
hair,  beneath  which  shone  two  sparkling  blue  eyes,  "S'mat- 
ter?"  he  queried. 

"Thought  you'd  be  in  bed,"  muttered  Cyprian. 

"My  head's  whirling  around.  Couldn't  rest.  I  keep  think- 
ing about  the  eyes." 

Gabriel  was  the  artist  of  St.  John's  community.  Naturally 
fitted  for  the  profession  by  his  extreme  patience  and  painstak- 
ing effort,  he  had  by  incessant  labor  worn  himself  out.  He  had 
been  ordered  a  rest  cure.    But,  he  could  not  rest. 

"Any  man  who  can't  rest  is  either  stubborn  or  crazy," 
Cyprian  said  impatiently.    He  found  it  a  pleasure  to  relax. 
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"Now,  what's  this  nonsense  about  eyes?"  he  demanded 
curtly. 

"My  painting  .  .  .  it  is  .  .  ." 

"You're  still  on  that,  are  you?  Poor  man!  Paint  a  pair 
of  eyes  and  let  it  go.  The  Lord  knows  you  are  doing  your 
best." 

"But,  Cyprian,  this  must  be  a  true  picture.  The  head  of 
Christ  Himself  must  have  perfect  eyes.  Twenty  pairs  I  have 
painted  to-day,  but  the  expression  .  .  .,  the  feeling  of  love  and 
sacrifice  in  those  eyes  escapes  my  brush." 

Cyprian  smiled  indulgently.  His  confrere,  thought  he, 
was  rather  queer  on  this  art  business.  He  recalled  that  Ga- 
briel had  complained  about  his  failure  with  the  eyes  some  weeks 
back.  "How  long  have  you  been  working  on  the  eyes?"  he 
asked,  kindly. 

"Three  months  to-morrow.  Thought  I  had  captured  them 
to-day.  They  had  love  and  sacrifice,  but  something  else  was 
missing." 

Cyprian  saw  two  crystal  tears  start  from  Brother  Gabriel's 
eyes.  The  old  fellow  was  always  crying  these  days.  Funny, 
so  much  talk  about  eyes.  Brother  Gabriel  had  the  queerest 
eyes  in  the  community.  The  right  one  was  deep  blue ;  the  left 
pupil  was  light  hazel.    Hard  to  notice  it  at  times. 

"Better  luck  to-morrow,"  cheered  Cyprian  and  quietly  re- 
tired to  his  room.  Gabriel  slowly  closed  his  door.  Father 
Prior  had  given  him  special  permission  to  work  on  his  picture 
to-night.    He  walked  towards  the  canvas. 

The  artist  made  the  Sign  of  the  Cross.  He  took  up  his 
brush  and  surveyed  the  canvas.  "Master,  Master,"  he 
pleaded,  "Your  eyes." 

«     #     * 

A  rude  bell  clanged  the  beginning  of  a  new  day.  Cyprian 
was  ringing  it  with  an  early  morning  vengeance.  No  monk 
ever  said  he  did  not  hear  the  bell,  when  the  duty  was  Cy- 
prian's. A  short  fifteen  minutes  passed.  Again  the  tongued- 
voice  of  obedience  pulled  the  weary  monks  to  Chapel. 

No  one,  not  even  the  oldest  member,  was  excused  from  at- 
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tendance  at  Prime,  the  morning  Office.  Brother  Gabriel  was 
not  present.  At  a  sign  from  the  Prior,  Cyprian  officially  left 
the  choir  to  rout  out  the  innocent  sleeper. 

*  *     * 

Special  calls  did  not  enjoy  the  courtesy  of  a  knock.  Cyprian 
walked  uninvited  into  Gabriel's  room.  Pie  looked  and  .  .  .  ''My 
Lord,"  he  cried,  and  fell  to  his  knees.  There  was  a  moment 
of  silence.    Then  a  voice  : 

"Who  is  there?" 

Cyprian  looked  up  fearfully.  Before  him  was  the  strangest 
portrait  he  had  ever  seen.  It  leaped  from  the  canvas  as  if  to 
embrace  the  beholder.  It  lived.  The  eyes  read  one's  soul. 
Yet  it  was  only  a  picture.    Yes,,  only  a  masterpiece. 

A  frightened  voice  recalled  Cyprian  to  his  senses.  Gabriel, 
sitting  up  on  his  hard  bed,  Avas  asking,  '  'Who's  there  f 

"Oh,  it  is  wonderful,  Gabe.  Your  picture.  It's  ...  a 
miracle.     How  did  you  get  those  eyes  so  ...  so  alive?" 

"Yes,  last  night  I  finished  it.  I  caught  the  eyes.  The 
eyes  at  last,"  he  stammered  feebly. 

"Your  greatest  work.  The  masterpiece  of  all  time,"  Cy- 
prian exuberantly  added. 

*  *     # 

The  September  sun  was  peeking  through  the  monastery 
window.  A  gentle  ray  fell  upon  the  Head  of  Christ.  Cyprian 
gasped  at  the  splendor. 

"Tell  me  it  is  beautiful,"  pleaded  Gabriel,  simple  as  a  child. 

"It's  the  most  ..."  began  Cyprian,  and  stopped.  The 
right  eye  of  the  picture  was  deep  blue ;  the  left  light  hazel. 

He  glared  accusingly  at  Gabriel.  The  eyes  were  identical 
with  the  eyes  of  Christ.  But,  no  .  .  .  the  eyes  of  Christ  had 
life  while  Gabriel  seemed  .  .  . 

Cyprian  passed  his  hand  before  the  artist's  face.  The 
eyes  were  expressionless.  Love,  sacrifice,  clothed  in  a  look 
of  frustration,  flowed  from  the  eyes  of  Christ. 

Brother  Gabriel  had  willingly  sacrificed  his  all.  Gabriel 
the  artist,  was  blind. 
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THE    POPES,   CHAMPIONS    OF   LIBERTY 

By   THOMAS   F.    COAKLEY,    D.D. 

THE  newspapers  of  the  world  and  the  radio  afford  us  to- 
day repeated  instances  of  the  appeals  of  Our  Holy  Father 
Pope  Pius  XII  at  Rome  on  behalf  of  oppressed  and  enslaved 
peoples  in  many  nations.  He  raises  his  voice  without  ceasing  on 
behalf  of  the  Jews,  who  are  suflfering  cruelly  in  many  countries 
in  Europe.  He  has  a  profound  sympathy  for  the  Protestant  peo- 
ple and  their  ministers  who  have  been  deprived  of  much  if 
not  all  of  their  religious  liberty  in  Germany  and  Austria. 
For  years  the  Pope  has  proclaimed  in  clarion  and  unforgettable 
tones  his  pity  and  his  protest  against  the  enslavement,  civil 
and  religious,  of  the  peoples  in  Russia  and  Mexico.  In  every 
corner  of  the  earth  wherever  injustice  raises  its  head,  where 
personal  freedom  is  imperilled,  and  civil  and  religious  liberty 
is  threatened,  the  Pope  can  be  counted  upon  to  issue  a  ringing 
denunciation  against  the  sinfulness,  iniquity  and  disgrace  of 
this  sordid  privation  of  God-given  liberty.  The  Popes  have 
been  the  traditional  Champions  of  Freedom  throughout  the 
Avorld  for  the  past  1,900  years.  Many  of  them  have  been 
martyred  in  liberty's  cause,  their  blood  witnessing  to  their 
defense  of  freedom  for  all  in  every  department  of  human 
life — religious,  civil,  intellectual,  social,  and  political. 

Man  has  been  created  by  Almighty  God  and  endowed  with 
free  will.  That  freedom  is  a  heritage  so  precious  that  it  must 
not  be  curtailed  or  infringed,  and  as  long  as  the  Pope  occupies 
the  See  of  Peter  at  Rome,  just  so  long  Avill  his  voice  be  raised 
in  protest  against  any  attempt  by  anyone  anywhere  at  any- 
time against  this  inalienable  God-given  right  of  liberty.  With 
one  unanimous  voice,  the  263  Popes  who  have  occupied  the 
Chair  of  St.  Peter,  have  cried  out,  as  did  our  greatest  Ameri- 
can orator,  Patrick  Henry,  "Give  me  liberty,  or  give  me 
death." 

Nor  have  there  been  lacking  specific  instances,  well-known 
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to  American  historians,  of  this  centuries  old  attitude  ol!  the 
Popes.  Even  when  their  antagonists  were  the  overlords  of  the 
world — with  the  Royal  Psalmist  they  could  cry  out,  "I  have 
given  thy  testimony  before  Kings  and  have  not  been  afraid." 

One  of  the  first  important  international  marriages  in  the 
United  States  occurred  137  years  ago  on  Christmas  Eve,  1803, 
wh'cn  Archbishop  Carroll  of  Baltimore  officiated  at  the  wed- 
ding of  Jerome  Bonaparte,  then  18  years  of  age.  He  was 
the  youngest  brother  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.  His  bride  was 
Betsey  Patterson,  then  aged  17,  daughter  of  the  wealthy  Pat- 
terson family  of  Baltimore.  At  that  time  Napoleon,  at  war 
with  all  the  world,  desired  his  brothers,  all  of  them  far  weaker 
and  less  capable  than  he,  to  occupy  thrones  in  Europe,  so  that 
he  might  enlarge  and  consolidate  his  overwhelming  military 
triumphs.  The  youthful  Jerome  Bonaparte  was  a  lavish  spen- 
der and  a  waster,  and  at  the  age  of  16,  to  curb  his  extrava- 
gances. Napoleon  sent  him  to  sea  on  a  French  man  of  war.  Bet- 
sey Patterson  and  Jerome  Bonaparte  met  for  the  first  time  at  the 
Pimilico  Race  Track,  when  the  Patterson  horse  won  the  race. 
They  fell  in  love  at  first  sight.  Betsey's  father  protested  and 
sent  her  to  Virginia,  as  most  fathers  would  do  under  similar 
circumstances.  But  the  elder  Patterson  finally  relented  and  a 
marriage  was  arranged  with  proper  ecclesiastical  dispensation 
and  the  wedding — a  valid,  legal,  legitimate  union,  binding 
until  death — took  place  amid  great  splendor  in  the  presence 
of  the  Archbishop  of  Baltimore.  The  young  couple  left  on 
their  honeymoon  on  a  French  warship,  and  they  had  the 
unusual  thrill  of  being  chased  back  to  America  by  a  squadron 
of  English  battleships.  They  were  at  sea  for  many  months, 
often  storm-driven,  and  constantly  pursued  by  hostile  ships. 
They  finally  reached  Lisbon,  in  Portugal,  on  a  Yankee  ship 
called  the  Erin,  flying  the  United  States  flag.  The  French 
Government,  however,  was  on  hand  and  Jerome  Bonaparte 
was  seized,  kidnapped,  and  his  young  bride  Betsey  was  not  per- 
mitted to  land  at  Lisbon.  Instead  she  was  sent  to  Rotterdam 
in  Holland.  The  parted  young  couple  never  saw  one  another 
again. 
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Jerome  wrote  Betsey  countless  passionate  love  letters. 
Later  on  she  went  to  England  and  was  received  with  the  honors 
befitting  her  rank  by  Sir  William  Pitt  at  Dover,  Her  child, 
born  at  Camberwell,  England,  was  called  Bo,  after  Bonaparte, 
then  ruler  of  most  of  the  world. 

As  soon  as  the  news  of  the  wedding  reached  Napoleon  he 
was  infuriated  and  compelled  the  French  Government  to  issue 
an  Imperial  Decree  on  March  21,  1805,  nullifying  the  perfectly 
legitimate  marriage  between  Jerome  and  Betsey  Patterson. 
Napoleon  followed  up  this  civil  action  by  a  letter  to  Pope  Pius 
VII,  asking  him  to  declare  this  legitimate  marriage  null  and 
void.  During  the  interval  between  the  letter  of  Napoleon  to 
the  Pope  and  the  Holy  Father's  reply.  Napoleon  shamelessly 
sent  a  diamond  tiara  to  the  Pope  as  a  bribe  to  extort  a  decree 
of  nullity  from  him.  The  Pope  replied  on  June  27,  1805,  that 
he  could  not  and  would  not  do  it. 

After  the  fall  of  the  Empire  and  the  eclipse  of  Napoleon, 
Betsey  Patterson  Bonaparte  and  her  child  were  received  into 
the  Bonaparte  family.  Later  she  came  to  Baltimore  to  live 
and  she  died  there  in  the  year  1881,  at  the  advanced  age  of 
95.  The  child.  Bo,  who  died  in  1870,  was  the  father  of  Charles 
J.  Bonaparte,  who  became  a  famous  American  lawyer  and 
was  appointed  a  member  of  the  Cabinet  and  Attorney  General 
of  the  United  States  under  President  Theodore  Roosevelt. 

Jerome  Bonaparte  was  made  King  of  Westphalia  by  Napoleon 
and  in  1807  he  contracted  an  invalid,  illegal,  illegitimate,  biga- 
mous and  sinful  marriage  with  a  German  Princess,  Catherine  of 
Wurtemberg, 

One  of  the  curious  sidelights  on  this  famous  case  is  that 
it  reveals  a  second  international  marriage  of  sensational  im- 
port, Betsey  Patterson's  Avidowed  sister-in-law,  the  wife  of  her 
brother  Robert,  married  the  Marquis  of  Wellesley,  who  was 
the  elder  brother  of  the  famous  Duke  of  Wellington,  who  de- 
feated Napoleon  at  Waterloo,  Thus  we  have  in  one  family, 
one  girl  who  married  the  brother  of  the  victor  at  Waterloo, 
and  one  who  married  the  brother  of  the  vanquished.  Verily, 
truth  is  stranger  than  fiction. 
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This  Patterson  Bonaparte  case  affords  a  striking  instance 
of  the  Popes'  consistently  and  unflinchingly  standing  immov- 
able for  right  and  for  justice,  no  matter  whether  those  in- 
volved are  Catholics  or  not,  whether  they  are  rich  or  poor, 
great  or  small,  white,  black  or  yellow.  They  present  the 
Popes  as  the  only  power  in  the  world  undismayed  in  the 
presence  of  tj^rants,  kings  or  dictators. 

On  another  occasion  the  successor  of  Pope  Pius  VI.  came 
into  open  conflict  with  the  great  Napoleon,  Emperor  of  the 
French.  With  Europe  at  his  feet,  with  governments  shivering 
in  fear  and  trepidation  at  what  might  happen  to  them,  the  one 
power  in  Europe  to  resist  his  unholy  tactics  was  another  aged 
Pope  at  Rome,  Pius  VII.  Intoxicated  with  success.  Napoleon, 
living  in  a  sinful  and  invalid  matrimonial  union  with  Josephine, 
demanded  that  the  Pope  come  to  Paris  to  crown  him.  But  the 
Holy  Father  refused  until  his  irregular  and  unlawful  marriage 
with  Josephine  was  regularized  by  the  blessing  of  the  Church. 

And  then,  as  so  often  happens  when  men  make  shipwreck 
of  their  faith  and  their  morality,  Napoleon  grew  tired  of  his 
wife  Josephine,  to  whom  he  was  properly  married.  Napoleon 
wanted  an  heir,  and  looked  with  sinful  attraction  upon  Maria 
Teresa  of  Austria.  But  he  could  not  marry  her  unless  his 
previous  valid  marriage  to  Josephine  was  dissolved,  so  he 
brazenly  demanded  that  the  Pope  grant  him  an  annulment. 
With  the  Church,  divorce,  of  course,  was  impossible.  To  all  the 
appeals  of  Napoleon  for  an  annulment,  the  Pope  was  adamant ; 
"What  God  hath  joined  together,  let  no  man  put  asunder.'' 

And  then  Napoleon  unleashed  all  the  vials  of  his  tremen- 
dous wrath  against  the  feeble,  ageing  Pope  Pius  VII,  just  as 
he  had  done  to  his  predecessor.  At  war  with  England,  Napo- 
leon ordered  the  Pope  to  close  the  ports  of  the  Papal  States 
to  all  commerce  with  England.  Once  again  the  Pope  refused 
to  obey  the  unjust  orders  of  the  master  of  Europe.  At  this, 
the  maddened  Napoleon  sent  his  troops  to  Rome,  saized  the 
Papal  States,  and  reduced  the  Pope  to  what  he  termed  a  mere 
Chaplain  of  the  French  Emperor.  He  made  the  sick  and 
feeble  Pope  a  prisoner,  dragged  him  off  in  a  rough  cart  to 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES m 

Savona,  and  later  to  Fontainbleau,  subjected  him  to  unbeliev- 
able privations,  and  he  remained  a  prisoner  until  1814.  But 
Napoleon  forgot  one  of  the  most  forceful  and  expressive 
of  French  phrases:  ''Qui  mange  Le  Pape,  en  meurt."  "Who- 
ever eats  the  Pope,  dies  of  his  meal."  Within  a  few  months 
of  the  Pope's  release  from  prison,  Napoleon's  abdication  of  his 
Empire  was  signed  in  the  very  self  same  room  where  he  had 
so  shamefully  treated  the  Vicar  of  Christ.  How  are  the  mighty 
fallen.  The  Pope  returned  in  triumph  to  Rome  and  it  was 
Napoleon,  defeated  and  humiliated,  who  went  to  prison. 

In  these  two  dramatic  incidents  we  have  an  undying  proof 
that  the  Popes  are  the  Champions  of  Liberty,  liberty  of 
thought,  liberty  of  speech,  liberty  of  action,  liberty  of  religion, 
liberty  of  choice,  liberty  of  assemblage.  And  these  cases 
furnish  two  of  the  most  momentous  incidents  in  this  history 
of  the  world,  showing  the  Pope  of  Rome  resisting  successfully 
the  greatest  warlord  the  world  has  ever  seen  in  the  very 
might  of  his  power. 

To-day  as  in  all  past  history,  the  present  Pope,  the  262nd 
successor  of  St.  Peter,  is  still  confronting  tyrants  and  dictators 
with  the  same  intrepid  courage,  as  did  Pius  VI  and  Pius  VII 
confront  Napoleon,  and  so  it  will  he  until  the  end  of  time. 


THE  Catholic  Faith  is  such  a  thing  that  I'd  rather  write 
moderately  well  about  it  than  magnificently  well  about 
anything  else.  It  is  more  important,  more  beautiful,  more 
necessary  than  anything  else  in  life. — Joyce  Kilmer. 
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THE  LOUGH   DERG  PILGRIMAGE,  IRELAND 

By  VERY   REV.   FATHER  ANGELUS,   O.M.Cap. 

CATHOLIC  IRELAND,  as  well  becomes  a  land  of  faith  and 
piety,  is  remarkable  for  its  many  holy  places,   sacred 
shrines  of  our  by-gone  saints.     We  have  our  many  old  Ab- 


LOUGH   DERG,   CO.   DONEGAL,   IRELAND. 

The  view  shows   Station  Island,   on  which  are  two  churches, 
hospices  for  pilgrims. 
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beys,  magnificent  even  in  their  ruins,  our  holy  wells,  asso- 
ciated with  some  great  servant  of  God.  These  holy  places 
are  loved  and  venerated  by  the  Irish  people  of  to-day.  They 
are  not  regarded  merely  as  relics  of  a  distant  past;  they  are 
even  still  instinct  with  life  and  meaning  to  our  people. 

We  Irish  are  credited  with  having  long  memories,  a  love 
for  looking  past.  True  it  certainly  is,  that  we  do  not  forget 
our  saints.  They  are  as  vivid  to  the  Irish  mind  as  if  they 
lived  but  yesterday  in  our  midst,  we  speak  of  them  as  al- 
most of  personal  acquaintances. 
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A  simple,  but  yet  an  interesting  example  of  this  char- 
acteristic of  our  race  might  be  mentioned  here. 

Donegal  was  once  the  home  of  the  Franciscans,  but  perse- 
cution for  the  faith  came,  and  the  monasteries  were  suppressed, 
and  the  Friars  dispersed.  The  Franciscan  was  only  a  mem- 
ory in  the  land.  The  old  Abbe.y  by  the  sea,  the  names  of  the 
Four  Masters,  "saviours  of  our  country's  annals,"  kept  that 
memory  fresh  and  green  in  the  minds  of  the  people,  many  of 
whom  had  never  seen  a  Friar.  For  centuries  the  sons  of 
Francis  were  absent  from  Co.  Donegal. 

A  few  years  ago  the  Capuchins  established  a  Friary  in 
the  county  on  the  shore  of  Sheephaven  Bay.  When  the 
Capuchin  pri.ests  or  students  walked  along  the  roads,  their 
brown  habit,  white  cord,  and  sandalled  feet  awoke  memories 
of  the  past,  and  the  greeting  addressed  to  them  was, — ' '  Ye  are 
welcome  back  to  Donegal," — just  as  if  it  were  only  in  the 
recent  time  of  the  ''Black  and  Tans,"  that  they  had  left. 
The  Donegal  peasant  in  that  pleasant  greeting  had  bridged 
over  more  than  three  centuries. 

Amongst  these  holy  shrines  scattered  all  over  our  land, 
some  are  recognized  as  places  of  pilgrimage,  some  of  only 
local  or  parochial  interest,  others  of  national  significance,  and 
of  these  Lough  Derg  stands  out  in  special  prominence.  Many 
years  ago  a  Protestant  Bishop  referred  to  Lough  Derg  as 
"a  famous  place  of  pilgrimage,"  and  a  modern  writer  states: 
"Its  interest  is  neither  local  nor  ephemeral.  One  corner  of 
Donegal  welcomes  the  Christian  world  with  a  grip  that  has 
not  relaxed  since  the  early  days  of  Christianity  in  Ireland. 
That  spot  is  the  far-famed  Lough  Derg.  Lough  Derg  sur- 
vives as  a  message  from  the  past  to  remind  the  pampered 
modern  age,  of  the  days  when  Christians  were  not  afraid 
to  do  penance  for  their  sins." 

We  read  that  Pope  Benedict  XIII,  when  a  Cardinal, 
preached  a  sermon  in  Rome,  in  which  he  praised  and  ap- 
proved of  the  penitential  austerities  of  Lough  Derg,  and  our 
late  Holy  Father  Pope  Pius  XI,  considered  Lough  Derg  to 
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be  the  only  place  in  the  world  that  had  kept  alive  the  old- 
time  pilgrim  spirit. 

This  short  article  on  Lough  Derg  must  necessarily  be  very 
incomplete.  I  do  not  mean  to  give  its  history,  or  to  refer  to 
the  many  references  to  it,  to  be  found  not  only  in  Irish  litera- 
ture, but  also  in  continental  publications,  showing  that  this 
Irish  Pilgrimage  had  obtained  a  world-wide  notoriety.  My 
purpose  is  far  more  modest.  I  mean  to  simply  tell  what  is 
witnessed  to-day  in  this  island  shrine,  and  to  describe  the 
penitential  exercises  practised  by  the  many  thousands  of 
pilgrims  who  visit  Lough  Derg  every  year. 

Lough  Derg  is  in  the  diocese  of  Clogher  and  is  situated 
near  where  the  three  counties  of  Donegal,  Fermanagh,  and 
Tyrone  meet.  On  the  lake  there  are  a  number  of  islands, 
but  our  interest  is  centered  on  one  known  as  "Station  Is- 
land." The  nearest  town  is  Pettigo,  to  which  the  pilgrims 
go  by  rail,  and  from  which  a  service  of  buses  brings  them  to 
the  edge  of  the  lake.  Many  of  the  pilgrims  from  the  sur- 
rounding counties  still  make  the  journey  on  foot,  and  it  is 
interesting  to  recall  that  the  late  Dr.  Healy,  Archbishop  of 
Tuam,  the  biographer  of  St.  Patrick,  when  making  the  pil- 
grimage walked  the  journey  from  Pettigo  to  the  lake. 

Large  boats,  capable  of  accommodating  sixty  persons,  con- 
vey the  pilgrims  to  the  island.  On  the  island  there  are  two 
churches,  two  hospices,  and  a  residence  for  the  priests  who 
attend  to  the  spiritual  needs  of  the  pilgrims.  The  pilgrimage 
season  opens  on  June  1st  and  continues  until  August  15th, 
During  these  months  the  island  is  croAvded  with  pilgrims  from 
all  parts  of  the  country. 

The  pilgrimage  lasts  for  three  days,  and  its  austerity  con- 
sists of  a  rigorous  fast,  an  all-night  vigil,  and  the  performance 
in  bare  feet  of  the  traditional  "stations."  During  the  three 
days  of  the  pilgrimage  there  is  only  one  daily  meal  allowed, 
and  this  consists  of  dry  bread  and  black  tea;  the  all-night 
vigil  is  made  on  the  night  of  the  first  day  of  the  pilgrimage, 
and  the  performance  of  the  ''stations"  consists  in  visits  to  the 
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church,  and  to  the  four  penitential  "beds,"  reciting  the  pre- 
scribed prayers. 

A  writer  on  Lough  Derg  summarizes  these  devotional  exer- 
cises in  the  following  sentence: 

"Our  readers  will  be  able  to  form  some  idea  of  the  piety 
and  devotion  practised  at  this  holy  retreat,  when  we  tell  them 
that  a  Station  at  present  consists,  besides  a  visit  to  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  of  ninety-seven  Paters,  one  hundred  and  sixty 
Aves,  and  twenty-nine  Creeds;  that  three  of  these  Stations 
are  performed  each  day;  and  that  at  the  end  of  each  day's 
Station  five  decades  of  the  Rosary  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  are 
said." 

The  "beds"  of  the  Station  are  dedicated  to  different  saints; 
they  were  originally  penitential  cells,  and  are  now  merely 
circular  spaces  surrounded  by  a  low  wall  about  a  foot  and  a 
half  high.  It  should  be  remembered  that  the  severity  of 
the  stations  is  increased  from  the  fact  that  they  are  made 
bare-footed,  and  that  the  ground  is  rugged  and  covered  with 
rough  sharp  stones. 

The  following  copy  of  a  leaflet  of  instructions  issued  for 
the  pilgrims  will  give  a  clearer  idea  of  the  various  exercises 
of  the  pilgrims: 

DEVOTIONAL  EXERCISES   OF  THE   PILGRIMAGE. 

"Unless  you  shall   do   Penance,  you   shall   all  likewise   perish." 

Luke,  XIII,  3. 

"The  station  commences  with  a  visit  to  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment in  St.  Patrick's  Church. 

"The  pilgrim  then  proceeds  to  "St.  Patrick's  Cross,  near  the 
same  church,  and  kneeling,  repeats  there  one  Pater,  one  Ave, 
and  Creed. 

"Next  he  goes  to  'St.  Brigid's  Cross,'  where  kneeling,  he 
recites  three  Paters,  three  Aves,  and  one  Creed. 

"Then  standing  with  his  back  to  the  Cross,  and  with 
outstretched  arms,  he  thrice  renounces  the  devil,  the  world 
and  the  flesh. 

"He  then  makes  seven  circuits  of  St.  Patrick's  Church,  re- 
peating in  each  circuit  one  decade  of  the  Rosary,  and  adding 
a  Creed  to  the  last  decade. 


282 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

"He  next  proceeds  to  the  penitential  cell,  or  'bed/  nearest 
to  St.  Mary's  Church,  called  St.  Brigid's  Bed,  and  says  three 
Paters,  three  Aves,  and  one  Creed,  whilst  thrice  making  the 
circuit  of  this  Bed  on  the  outside.  The  same  prayers  are  re- 
peated while  kneeling  outside  the  entrance  of  the  Bed,  the 
same  repeated  while  making  three  circuits  of  it  on  the  inside; 
and  the  same  prayers  are  repeated  while  kneeling  at  the 
Cross  inside  the  Bed, 

"The  same  penitential  exercises  are  performed  successively 
at  St.  Brendan's  Bed,  St.  Catherine's  and  St.  Columba's. 

"Around  the  large  penitential  Bed  six  circuits  are  then 
made  on  the  outside,  while  repeating  nine  Paters,  nine  Aves, 
and  one  Creed. 

"The  Pilgrim  then  kneels  at  the  first  entrance  of  this  Bed, 
and  recites  three  Paters,  three  Aves,  and  one  Creed.  He  next 
repeats  three  Paters,  three  Aves,  and  one  Creed,  while  mak- 
ing the  inside  circuit  of  it;  and  again  three  Paters,  three 
Aves,  and  one  Creed,  kneeling  in  the  centre.  He  now  pro- 
ceeds to  the  second  entrance  of  this  Bed  (which  entrance  is 
the  one  nearer  to  St.  Patrick's  Church),  and  kneeling  recites 
three  Paters,  three  Aves,  and  one  Creed.  The  same  prayers 
are  recited  whilst  making  the  inner  circuit  of  it;  and  the 
same  kneeling  in  the  centre. 

"The  pilgrim  now  goes  to  the  water's  edge,  where  five 
Paters,  five  Aves,  and  one  Creed  are  repeated  standing,  and 
the  same  prayer  kneeling. 

"After  this  he  returns  to  St.  Patrick's  Cross  from  which 
he  had  first  set  out,  and  here  says  on  his  knees  one  Pater, 
one  Ave,  and  one  Creed. 

"He  then  enters  St.  Patrick's  Church,  where  the  Station 
is  concluded  by  saying  five  Paters,  five  Aves,  and  a  Creed  for 
the  Pope's  intention. 

"Three  stations  with  the  foregoing  prayers  are  performed 
each  day,  each  station  being  usually  followed  by  five  decades 
of  the  Rosary  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

"The  Pilgrim  enters  'Prison'  on  the  evening  of  the  first 
day,  and  there  makes  the  stations  for  the  second  day  by 
reciting  the  prayers  of  each  station  as  already  given. 

"On  the  second  day  of  the  pilgrimage  each  one  goes  to 
Confession. 

"In  addition  to  the  foregoing  exercises  the  Pilgrim  assists 
each  day  at  Morning  Prayer,  Mass,  Meditation,  Visit  to  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  Evening  Prayer,  Sermon,  and  Benediction 
with  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
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"Any  information  regarding  the  fast,  etc.,  may  be  easily 
obtained  on  the  Island. 

"The  station  opens  on  the  1st  of  June,  and  closes  on  the 
Festival  of  the  Assumption  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  15th 
of  August." 

Possibly,  more  likely  probably,  these  exercises  will  appear 
to  many  readers  as  too  difficult  and  austere,  quite  out  of  date 
in  our  world  of  to-day.  But  remember  they  are  a  glorious 
inheritance  from  an  age  of  piety,  praj'er,  and  penance.  As 
Dr.  Healy  wrote : 

"They  have  done  much  during  the  most  disastrous  cen- 
turies of  our  history  to  keep  alive  in  the  hearts  of  the  people 
the  spirit  of  our  holy  faith  and  its  characteristic  practices. 
Our  enemies  themselves  attest  'how  much  the  superstitions  of 
popery  are  greatly  upheld  by  the  pretended  sanctity  of  that 
place  called  St.  Patrick's  Purgatory  in  the  Co.  Donegal.' " 

More  than  that.  Lough  Derg  is  an  inheritance  of  which  the 
Irish  people  are  proud,  and  which  they  will  preserve  unto  the 
end.  Perhaps  there  is  nothing  grander  in  the  Catholic  world 
of  to-day,  than  this  pilgrimage  of  ours  in  our  Island  home. 
It  is  a  hard  ordeal,  but  we,  thank  God.  are  strong  in  our 
faith,  and  when  so  many  things  of  the  past  are  changing 
around  us,  we  cling  to  the  old  faith,  and  its  practice  of  prayer 
and  penance.  Our  people  of  every  rank  and  condition  will 
continue  to  flock  each  year  in  their  thousands  to  our  holy 
shrine  at  Lough  Derg,  and  the  poet's  prayer  will  come  from 
our  heart: 

"God  of  this  Irish  isle, 

Blessed  and  old, 
Bright  in  the  morning  smile 

Is  the  lake's  fold; 
Here  where  thy  saints  have  trod, 

Here  where  they  prayed, 
Hear  me !    O  saving  God ! 

May  I  be  saved !" 


^ir 
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"LIFE  IS  WHAT  ITS  VISIONS  ARE"  — Rostand 

By  REV.  RICHARD  F.  McGRATH, 

TO-DAY  there  is  widespread  interest  in  what  is  called  a 
philosophy  of  life.  In  too  many  instances  it  has  supplanted 
a  theology  of  life,  in  as  much  as  men  have  become  so  fascinated 
about  their  own  opinions  on  human  affairs  that  they  are  not 
bothering  to  ask  themselves  if  God  has  had  anything  to  say. 
Even  Catholics  are  being  infected  by  the  poisonous  atmosphere 
they  breathe,  the  atmosphere  of  paganism,  materialism,  and 
the  disease  is  commonly  taking  the  form  of  religious  'toler- 
ance,' which  is  in  effect  merely  religious  indifference.  We  do 
not  advocate  a  return  to  the  bitter  bigotry  which  flourished 
when  men  thought  so  much  about  their  own  particular  set  of 
religious  beliefs  that  they  defended  them  even  to  the  extent 
of  persecuting  those  who  disagreed.  But  we  do  think  people 
need  to  be  reminded  that  "tolerance  comes  easy  only  to  those 
who  do  not  believe  anything  very  much."  Many  a  Catholic 
is  totally  lacking  a  genuinely  Catholic  attitude  towards  life's 
most  basic  problems.  There  are  many  reasons  for  this  sad 
state  of  affairs.  The  press,  the  radio,  the  movies,  and  all  the 
powerful  organs  of  propaganda  are  inspired  Avith  a  spirit  that 
is  not  of  God,  They  are  interested  in  religion  and  religioiis 
groups  only  in  so  far  as  that  interest  shows  good  dividends,  and 
we  should  be  wise  enough  to  recognize  the  fact.  The  Legion 
of  Decency  cleaned  up  the  movies  only  because  producers  real- 
ized that  it  is  poor  business  to  play  to  empty  seats,  and  the 
patronage  of  millions  of  Catholics  was  a  good  box-office  argu- 
ment. We  are  one  religious  body  that  can  present  a  united 
front  M'^hen  such  issues  arise.  All  the  more  pity,  then,  that  so 
many  of  our  people  have  gradually  come  to  accept  as  the  norm 
of  their  daily  conduct  "everybody's  doing  it." 

It  is  comforting  to  lay  all  the  blame  on  these  outside 
agencies  and  call  them  the  tools  of  Satan.  It  makes  us  feel 
good  inside  when  we  can  denounce  something  in  the  enemy 
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camp  as  the  root  of  all  evil.  Some  of  the  eloquent  speeches 
against  Communism  are  prompted  by  a  consciousness  of  the 
fact  that  our  own  house  in  not  in  order.  In  this  matter  of 
religious  indifference  amongst  Catholics  we  can,  with  profit, 
come  nearer  home  and  humbly  confess  that  we  are  partly  at 
fault,  because  we  have  failed  to  give  our  children  the  proper 
attitudes  and  ideals  in  the  classroom.  Generalizations  are  al- 
ways dangerous  in  a  matter  such  as  this,  but  the  truth  is  that 
we  have  tended  in  many  cases  to  make  religion  a  disagreeable 
thing  by  stressing  its  negative  aspect.  Our  list  of  don't  is  much 
longer  than  our  list  of  do's  and  the  result  is  confusion  and  un- 
certainty and  fear  in  the  minds  of  the  little  ones  whose  spiritual 
training  is  our  sacred  trust.  They  need  something  positive 
to  cling  to,  and  we  give  them  a  series  of  prohibitions.  Even 
psychologically  such  a  system  is  unsound;  morally  it  can  be 
definitely  harmful,  because  it  arouses  the  'sporting  instinct'  in 
the  children.  Are  we  not  at  times  a  little  like  the  mother  who 
said  to  her  kiddies  wheli  she  was  leaving  the  house  for  a  few 
hours:  "Now,  don't  put  any  beans  up  your  nose  while  I  am 
gone."  Children  like  nothing  better  than  to  have  a  challenge 
hurled  at  them. 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  there  is  not  the  same  lack  of 
clarity  and  the  same  indefiniteness  in  the  field  of  secular  edu- 
caion.  Anybody  who  has  read  the  series  of  popular  articles 
which  appeared  in  the  Saturday  Evening  Post  during  the  past 
few  months,  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Hutchins  of  Chicago  Univer- 
sity can  testify  that  there  is  no  agreement  on  the  fundamental 
question  :  "To  what  shall  we  educate?"  Leaders  in  the  scholas- 
tic field  must  stop  shouting:  ''Knowledge  is  power,"  and 
take  time  to  ask  themselves:  "What  kind  of  knowledge  is 
power?  for  what?"  Like  a  ship  without  a  rudder  they  have 
been  drifting  over  the  sea  of  miscellaneous  information,  won- 
dering all  the  while  why  they  do  not  reach  the  harbour  of 
truth.  Our  late  Holy  Father  comments  as  follows  on  this 
tragic  situation : 

"So  to-day  we  see,  strange  sight  indeed,  educators  and 
philosophers  who  spend  their  lives  in  searching  for  a  univer- 
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sal  moral  code  of  education  as  if  there  existed  no  Decalogue, 
no  Gospel  law,  no  law  of  Nature  stamped  by  God  upon  the 
hearts  of  men,  promulgated  by  right  reason  and  codified  in 
positive  Revelation  in  the  Ten  Commandments." 

— Encyclical  on  the  Christian  Education  of  Youth, 

This  rich  treasure-house  of  Christian  truth,  so  magnificently 
outlined  by  Pope  Pius,  is  drawn  on  too  little  even  by  Catholic 
educators.  Too  often  they  seem  to  overlook  the  masterful  syn- 
thesis presented  by  the  system  they  profess  to  follow.  Aping 
the  techniques  of  secular  education  and  forgetting  the  rich  con- 
tent of  the  Catholic  approach,  they  confuse  shadow  with  sub- 
stance and  do  credit  to  neither  one  system  nor  the  other. 

Small  wonder,  then,  that  our  boys  and  girls  go  out  into  the 
battle  of  life  without  the  armour  of  truth  and  the  breastplate 
of  justice.  They  get  a  distaste  for  the  most  important  things  in 
their  lives  because  of  our  failure  to  give  them  an  insight  into 
the  joys  of  Catholic  living.  Neo-paganism  has  taken  much  of 
the  sacredness  and  loveliness  out  of  human  relationships  and 
institutions.  Ours  is  the  high  task  of  restoring  life  to  its  God- 
given  beauty  by  feeding  their  youthful  minds  and  hearts  on 
all  that  is  thrilling  and  ennobling  in  our  Catholic  faith.  Why 
waste  time  denouncing  the  moral  laxity  and  indifference  of  the 
present  generation?  Even  if  it  be  a  fact,  our  duty  does  not 
end  with  diagnosis  of  modern  evils;  we  must  also  prescribe  a 
remedy.  For  us  the  cure  is  Catholic  idealism.  Give  a  young 
person  a  sense  of  the  dignity  that  is  his  as  a  member  of  Christ's 
Mystical  Body  and  you  have  offered  him  the  best  argument 
in  the  world  for  keeping  himself  pure.  Stress  the  ideal  and 
you  need  not  worry  too  much  about  sin.  Make  them  conscioi.is 
of  the  fact  that  the  Church  puts  a  sacred  trust  in  them  as  lay 
apostles  and  they  will  answer  the  challenge. 

But  such  an  approach  will  demand  a  revision  of  our  old 
tactics  an  abandoning  of  the  hammer-and-tongs  method.  There 
is  no  lack  of  greybeards  who  can  tell  us  in  a  few  words  what 
is  wrong  with  the  world,  'laudatores  temporis  acti.'  Modern 
youth  needs  our  sympathy  more  than  our  criticism,  our  enthusi- 
asm more  than  our  cynicism,  our  guidance  more  than    our 
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wrath.  We  must  first  be  sure  that  none  in  our  keeping  can 
say:  ''What  you  are  shrieks  so  loudly  that  I  cannot  hear 
what  you  say."  And  then  we  can  go  forward  to  bring  out  all 
that  is  generous  and  fine  in  this  co-called  godless  generation. 
I  would  venture  to  prophesy  that  the  results  will  be  gratifying. 


THE  NATIVITY  OF  MARY. 

ANGELS  of  light,  sing  loud  your  joyous  lay; 
This  is  the  morn  scarce  heralded  of  yore 
Nor  sung,  while  now  the  worlds  and  spirits  pour 
Into  one  chant  their  hymn,  one  golden  ray. 
Heaven's  not  far,  nor  earth  so  dark  to-day. 
Forged  is  the  chain  whose  links  will  evermore 
Bind  our  new  hearts  to  her  and  Him  she  bore. 
Guardian  Angels,  leading  on  the  way, 
Make  of  us  infants,  playing  in  the  light 
That  dawned  this  day.    0  day  of  Second  Eve. 
Not  mine  to  doubt :  thou  earnest ;  I  believe. 
Thy  sun  has  risen,  thy  dews  have  filled  the  sod, 
Thou  art  prepared  for  thy  maternal  right — 
The  dawn  of  the  to-morrow,  which  is  God. 

B.  F.  Musser. 
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CREDIT   UNIONS    IN   THE    MARITIMES 

By  A.  B.   MACDONALD, 
Managing  Director,  Nova  Scotia  Credit  Union  League. 

AGrROUP  of  miners  had  sat  and  listened  for  an  hour  to  a 
talk  on  the  value  of  education  and  co-operative  credit. 
"How,"  they  asked,  "can  a  man  with  a  family  possibly  save 
money  on  two  or  three  days'  work  a  week?  What  we  want 
to  know  first  of  all  is  how  to  earn  a  dollar.  That's  our  prob- 
lem.    What's  the  answer  to  it?" 

But  the  speaker  insisted  they  should  study  and  save,  even 
if  only  five  cents  a  week.  That,  he  indicated,  was  the  one 
thing  they  could  do  immediately,  the  one  way  whereby  they 
could  solve  their  credit  problem,  one  place  to  begin.  He  pro- 
mised them,  moreover,  that  if  they  would  now  do  as  he  ad- 
vised they  could  likewise,  in  due  time,  solve  all  their  other 
problems  and  solve  them  by  themselves. 

So  it  was  the  first  of  140  credit  unions  came  to  Nova  Scotia 
in  1932.  The  idea  had  been  introduced  to  the  Province  a  little 
earlier  by  Mr.  Roy  P.  Bergengren,  prime  credit  union  or- 
ganizer in  the  United  States,  who  had  been  brought  to  Nova 
Scotia  by  the  Extension  Department  of  St.  Francis  Xavier 
University,  and  invited  to  relate  to  one  of  its  Annual  Rural 
and  Industrial  Conferences  the  story  of  credit  unionism  in  his 
own  country. 

He  told  how  it  had  been  introduced  from  Germany  into 
Quebec  by  Alphonse  Dejardins,  from  Quebec  to  New  Hamp- 
shire by  the  same  man,  and  later  fostered  and  promoted 
throughout  the  United  States  by  the  philanthropist  Edward  A. 
Filene,  until  thousands  of  unions  had  been  organized  and  Avere 
ready  to  serve  their  1,000,000  members. 

Thus  the  credit  union  was  adopted  as  part  of  the  adult 
education  program  organized  by  St.  Francis  Xavier  College 
to  promote  the  material,  spiritual,  and  cultural  welfare  of  the 
200,000  farmers,  fishermen,  and  industrial  workers  in  its  con- 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


289 


stituency.  The  Department  heads  recognized  in  these  peo- 
ple's banks  a  simple  form  of  co-operative  enterprise  that 
would  not  only  teach  the  rudiments  of  economic  and  social 
co-operation  but  also  provide  necessary  capital  for  additional 
mutual  and  self-help  projects. 

How  well  this  plan  has  worked  may  be  seen  in  the  efforts 
of  the  miners  mentioned  above.  They,  despite  the  ever- 
present  threat  of  a  closing  mine,  studied  and  worked  until 
now  they  have  a  credit  union  with  assets  of  $35,000,  a  co- 
operative store,  co-operative  community  in  Canada  which 
will  serve  as  a  model  for  other  workers  here  and  elsewhere. 
Thus  the  wider  significance  of  the  credit  union  and  its  place 
in  a  broad  educational  and  economic  program  are  known. 
By  doing  the  evident,  feasible  thing,  as  they  were  advised, 
these  miners  have  acquired  the  courage,  strength,  and  vision 
necessary  for  the  solution  of  their  more  difficult  problems. 

The  need  for  study  as  a  basis  of  any  and  all  economic 
co-operation  enterprises  was  stressed  by  the  Extension  work- 
ers. No  credit  union  was  organizezd  until  at  least  some 
study  had  been  made  by  the  prospective  members.  They 
gathered  together  in  small  groups  of  from  five  to  ten,  read 
and  discussed  the  literature  provided  by  the  Department, 
and  then  met  as  an  Associated  Study  Club  once  a  month  to 
report  whatever  progress  had  been  made  in  acquiring  know- 
ledge and  accumulating  their  small  savings. 

Of  the  first  six  credit  unions  organized,  two  were  among 
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miners,  two  in  farming  communities,  one  among  electric 
employees,  and  one  among  fishermen.  They  were  to  be  regard- 
ed as  models  for  other  groups  and  other  districts.  Of  the 
140  unions  now  operating  with  a  membership  of  18,000  and 
total  assets  of  more  than  $500,000,  approximately  55  are  farm- 
ers, 25  fishermen's  workers,  railway  men,  postal  clerks,  tele- 
graphers, newspapermen,  and  dock  workers.  There  are  only 
three  parish  credit  unions,  and  these  in  the  city  of  Halifax, 
since  organization  along  parish  lines  is  not  generally  encourag- 
ed. The  desire  is  for  greater  community  cohesion,  especially 
in  the  smaller  communities  where  parish  unions  might  tend 
to  emphasize  religious  differences.  Consequently,  the  ma- 
jority of  the  rural  unions  at  least  are  open  to  practically  all 
members  of  the  community  regardless  of  where  they  work  or 
worship. 

Following  the  organization  of  individual  unions,  chapters 
of  these  were  formed  in  order  to  inform  union  officers  more 
fully,  to  promote  uniformity  of  practices  and  to  create  a 
greater  solidarity  among  the  various  district  bodies. 

Prior  to  the  advent  of  the  chapters,  however,  and  within 
two  years  of  the  first  union's  establishment  the  Nova  Scotia 
Credit  Union  League  came  into  being  when  representatives 
of  fourteen  credit  unions  thought  it  was  time  to  consolidate 
their  efforts,  to  prepare  the  way  for  further  organization  and 
to  secure  when  necessary  such  legislation  as  they  would  con- 
sider essential  to  continued  progress. 

Through  the  League  it  has  been  possible  to  obtain  a  pro- 
vincial inspector,  to  gather  representatives  from  all  the  unions 
at  annual  conventions,  publish  literature,  including  a  quarter- 
ly devoted  to  education,  secure  a  considerably  lower  bonding 
rate  for  treasurers,  and  to  provide  the  unions  with  all  book- 
keeping forms  and  supplies  at  a  reasonable  cost. 

With  this  last  item  the  Credit  Union  National  Association 
of  the  United  States  very  kindly  assisted  the  League,  as  it 
has  in  so  many  other  instances,  by  granting  it  the  sole  use 
in  Canada  of  its  copyright  on  all  credit  union  forms.  The 
League  has  in  turn  authorized  the  Garden  City  Press,  Garden- 
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ville,  P.Q.,  to  print  these  forms  when  and  as  they  may  be  re- 
quired by  other  Canadian  unions. 

Meanwhile  credit  unions  have  spread  beyond  Nova  Scotia 
to  New  Brunswick,  Prince  Edward  Island  and  Newfoundland 
where  there  are  respectively  40,  30  and  10.  It  is  hoped  that 
provincial  leagues  will  have  been  formed  in  the  first  two 
within  a  month.  These  in  turn  will  probably  be  affiliated 
with  the  Nova  Scotia  League  as  a  Maritime  unit  and  from 
there  it  is  most  likely  we  shall  advance  to  a  national  one, 
affiliated  in  turn  with  the  Credit  Union  National  Association 
of  the  United  States,  of  which  the  Nova  Scotia  League  is  al- 
ready an  honorary  affiliate. 

Among  the  projects  now  being  considered  by  the  League 
as  part  of  a  plan  for  future  development  is  the  founding  of 
a  central  credit  union  which  would  take  care  of  any  demands 
for  ready  cash  that  may  arise  through  emergencies  such  as 
strikes,  droughts,  etc.,  and  would  facilitate  the  transfer  of 
unwanted  surplus  credit  from  industrial  to  rural  areas  or 
vice  versa,  according  as  the  peculiar  needs  of  the  different 
districts  would  make  it  advisable.  Some  consideration  is 
also  being  given  to  the  use  of  Canadian  National  money  or- 
ders as  a  medium  of  transfer  of  money  to  creditors  outside 
the  immediate  area  served  by  the  credit  union. 
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All  in  all,  the  development  of  credit  unions  in  Nova  Scotia 
has  been  satisfactory  to  date.  Not  all  the  unions  are  moving 
forward  as  consistently  or  as  rapidly  as  they  might.  Some 
have  even  shown  a  definite  decline.  But  where  these  few 
instances  have  been  noted,  evidence  is  also  found  of  faulty 
or  insufficient  study  prior  to  organization.  Real  progress  is 
the  earned  reward  of  study. 
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ANCIENT  IRISH  TREASURES 

By  REV.  MYLES  V.  RONAN,  M.R.I. A.,  F.  R.  HIST.  S. 

ED.  NOTE:  This  is  tlie  sixtli  of  a  series  of  articles  by  the 
distinguished  historian  and  scholar,  written  for  "St.  Joseph  Lilies." 
Our  readers  will  remember  "The  Reformation  in  Dublin,"  "The 
Reformation  in  Ireland,"  by  the  same  author. 

VI. 

PASTORAL  STAVES. 

THOUGH  we  do  not  possess  St.  Patrick's  Staff  (with  which 
we  dealt  in  our  first  article),  we  possess  the  pastoral 
staves  of  many  Irish  saints,  and  their  highly  ornamental  metal 
casings. 

The  pastoral  staffs  is  a  symbol  of  authority  and  jurisdic- 
tion; it  is  said  by  liturgists  that  what  the  sceptre  is  to  the 
king  the  pastoral  staff  is  to  the  bishop.  Symbolism  can,  how- 
ever, be  pushed  too  far.  The  pastoral  staff  is  one  of  the 
earliest  Christian  symbols  and  is  found  in  representations  of  the 
Good  Shepherd  in  the  Roman  Catacombs  before  the  4th  cen- 
tury. On  a  Roman  sarcophagus  (same  century)  is  sculptured 
Christ  holding  a  shepherd's  crooked  staff,  with  His  apostles 
on  either  side  and  as  many  sheep  at  their  feet.  The  Good 
Shepherd  is  unmistakable;  so  also  is  the  authority  of  the 
apostles  with  their  flocks  at  their  feet.  The  representation 
expresses  in  solid  stone  the  Divine  Command:  "Feed  My 
lambs,  feed  My  sheep." 

We  find  somewhat  similar  treatment  of  episcopal  authority 
on  some  of  our  Irish  High  Crosses  (Athenny,  Co.  Tipperary, 
and  Tuam)  in  the  rude  crooked  staff  in  the  hands  of  bishops. 

The  pastoral  staff  was  recognized  as  early  as  A.D.  432  as 
one  of  the  principal  insignia  of  the  episcopal  office.  That  was 
only  natural,  as  the  staff  was  always  with  the  bishop  during 


1  The  pastoral  staff  is  usually  and  wrongly  called  the  crozier; 
the  former  is  borne  by  the  bishop,  the  latter  (the  archbishop's  cross), 
is  carried  before  him. 
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his  journeys  among  his  people  and  it  supported  him  on  his 
way.  In  fact,  St.  Patrick's  staff  was  shod  with  iron,  the  effect 
of  which  was  felt  by  King  Aengus  of  Cashel  on  one  occasion 
as  we  have  seen. 

As  to  our  Irish  pastoral 
staves  we  have  to  distinguish 
between  the  wooden  staves  of 
the  saints  carried  about  by 
them   and   the   metal   casings 

made  later  to  enshrine  them.         M^^        Bishops 
The   staff   was   naturally   the 
object  of  great  veneration  in 

the  district  of  the  saints,  and  indeed  the  symbol  of 
authority  over  the  district  of  him  into  whose  hands 
it  came.  In  many  cases  both  staff  and  casing  still 
exist,  due  to  the  fact  that  the  custodianship  of  the 
staff  was  hereditary  in  the  family  of  the  saint  or 
in  an  appointed  keeper  connected  with  the  church 
or  monastery  of  the  saint,  and  the  custodianship 
brought  with  it  certain  privileges  in  the  nature  of 
lands  and  tithes. 

So  well  did  the  custodians  of  the  staves  guard 
them  after  the  suppression  of  the  monasteries 
(c.  1539)  that  we  hear  of  the  destruction  of  only 
one  of  them,  that  of  the  Staff*  of  St.  Patrick.  Dur- 
ing the  penal  period  of  250  years  they  thus  re- 
mained practically  as  they  were  in  pre-Reformation 
days.  Through  inter-marriage,  purchase,  etc.,  some 
of  them  fell  into  the  hands  of  Protestants  in  the  19th  centurj^ 
and  by  further  purchase  or  grant  became  the  property  of  the 
Royal  Irish  Academy. 

The  metal  casings  or  shrines  belong  in  general  to  the  11th 
century,  a  period  of  ,great  revival  of  Irish  Art,  but  there  is  evi- 
dence that  two  centuries  previousl.y  casings  had  been  fashioned. 

The  most  complete  casing  in  the  R.I.A.  collection  is  that 
of  the  monastery  of  Clonmacnoise.  It  is  3  feet  2  inches  long 
and  is  of  bronze.     Its  bosses  are  decorated  in  the  bold  free 
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manner  of  the  late  (Hiberno-Danish)  style,  with  inlays  of 
silver,  niello^  and  bead-settings  of  blue  glass.  The  small  hu- 
man figure  shows  the  design  on  the  drop  of  the  crook.  It  re- 
presents a  mitred  figure  holding  a  staff  of  the  scroll  type 
(i.e.  head  forming  a  complete  loop)  which  shows  that  that 
form  of  pastoral  staff  came  into  use  about  the  12th  century. 
(The  illustration  onh'  shoAvs  a  side  view  of  the  figure).  The 
zoomorphic  cresting  of  this  casing  is  remarkable.  In  other 
casings  of  this  kind  when  animal  forms  disappear  the  spaces 
of  the  cresting  are  filled  with  panels  of  interlaced  work  and 
settings  of  enamel. 

The  staff-casing  of  Lismore  is  one  of  the  finest  examples 
of  the  goldsmith's  art  which  has  been  found  in  Ireland.  Its 
inscription  says  that  it  was  made  by  Nectan  for  Niall  mic 
Aeducain,  Bishop  of  Lismore  (d.  1113).  It  measures  3  feet  4 
inches  and  is  of  pale  coloured  bronze,  and  enshrines  an  old  oak 
stick,  probably  the  original  staff  of  St.  Cartach  (Mochuda) 
the  founder  of  the  monastery  of  Lismore.  It  is  divided  into 
compartments  filled  in  with  interlaced  filigree  work.  The  or- 
namentation is  richly  gilt,  interspersed  with  silver  and  niello 
work,  and  bosses  of  coloured  enamels.  The  crook  is  bordered 
with  a  row  of  grotesque  animals,  lizards  or  dragons,  one  of 
which  has  eyes  of  lapis-lazuli. 

There  are  many  other  examples  in  the  R.I.A.  collection 
of  the  staff-casing  showing  a  wonderful  variety  of  treatment 
not  only  in  design  but  in  the  use  of  precious  metals  and  stones. 
Sufficient  has,  however,  been  said  to  give  the  reader  an  idea 
of  the  glory  of  Irish  Art  in  this  almost  unexpected  branch  of 
it.  Of  course,  it  is  impossible  to  do  justice  to  it  by  ordinary 
photography  or  printing;  it  requires  coloured  treatment  to 
bring  out  the  richness  of  metal  laying  and  of  the  arrangement 
of  the  coloured  stones. 


2  Niello;   the  art  of  decorating  metal  plates  by  incising  designs 
upon  them  and  then  filling  in  the  incised  lines  with  a  black  alloy. 
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BEAUTIES    OF   THE    MASS 

BY  RUSSELL  FOX. 

NO  greater  truth  was  ever  uttered  by  the  tongue  of  man  than 
this:  It  is  the  Mass  that  matters.  And  while  the  awful 
significance  of  the  Sacrifice  of  Calvary  and  the  boundless  Di- 
vine love  it  represents  is  perhaps  impossible  of  human  ap- 
preciation save  to  a  saint,  we  can  all  glory  in  it  to  the  extent 
of  our  capabilities  just  as  we  can  merit  by  it  to  the  extent  of 
our  dispositions.  It  has  been  the  most  compelling  force  in  the 
history  of  the  world.  Deep  down  in  the  catacombs  of  Rome  it 
was  celebrated  secretly  on  the  tombs  of  martyrs,  and  it 
quickened  the  love  that  made  men  and  women,  boys  and 
maidens  welcome  martyrdom.  On  the  mountain  sides  of  Ire- 
land it  was  the  sole  sustaining  power  of  many  of  our  fore- 
fathers in  the  days  of  persecution,  giving  them  the  strength 
to  keep  alight  in  their  homes  the  fires  of  faith.  And  in  the 
histories  of  other  Christian  nations  where  the  light  has  burned 
in  the  darkness  are  to  be  found  pages  and  chapters  similar 
to  that  of  Ireland.  Throughout  the  centuries  the  proud  heads 
of  kings  have  been  bowed  at  the  heavenly  climax  of  the  Mass, 
and  from  their  lips  have  come  words  of  allegiance  and  fealty 
to  a  Eucharistic  King  of  Kings.  At  that  moment  of  climax, 
too,  countless  millions  of  the  humblest  of  God's  subjects  have 
sighed  the  sigh  of  perfect  satisfaction  and  happiness,  streng- 
thened to  raise  again  their  cross  of  hunger,  pain,  suffering 
and  humiliation  and  once  again  march  on.  The  continuing 
Sacrifice  of  Calvary  explains  everything — it  solves  the  riddle 
of  the  universe. 

The  intellect  of  man  unhesitatingly  accepts  the  gift  of  the 
Creator  as  the  perfect  expiation  of  sin.  And  that  which  is  per- 
fect in  the  matter  of  man's  greatest  concern  must  of  neces- 
sity be  a  standard  of  perfection  in  all  that  it  involves.  The 
Mass  is  the  perfect  Oblation  and  that  sets  it  on  the  mountain 
top  of  human  ideals.  It  is  also  the  perfect  drama  and  in  that 
sense  it  affords  us  opportunity  for  profitable  reflection. 
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The  Church  has  exercised  the  right  she  was  given  by  her 
Divine  Charter  to  lead  man  to  God  whenever  she  has  made 
appendages  to  the  Mass.  She  has  taken  man's  feeble  efforts 
to  acknowledge  his  dependence  up»n  God  and  his  desire  to 
reciprocate  even  imperfectly  something  of  the  love  that  has 
been  shown  him,  and  she  has  united  them  with  the  Divine  gift 
of  the  Eucharist.  It  was  never  the  inte-ntion  of  the  holy  rit- 
ualists of  the  church  to  inject  a  human  grandeur  into  the  act 
of  transubstantiation.  The  student  of  church  history  recog- 
nizes that  if  o«e  thing  stands  out  more  prominently  than  an- 
other in  these  contributions  that  have  been  made  to  man's 
greatest  prayer  it  is  this  singleness  of  purpose  that  charac- 
terized the  work  of  these  architects  of  God.  The  rhetorician 
as  such  had  no  part  in  their  planning.  The  glory  of  God  was 
their  desideratum. 

And  the  climax  of  the  Mass,  the  donation  of  the  great 
legacy,  they  did  not  attempt  to  adorn.  They  recognized  the 
perfect  Gift  and  the  perfect  words  of  the  Gift  Giver,  and  they 
handed  them  down  to  us  as  they  received  them — incompre- 
hensible save  in  the  light  of  faith,  fraught  with  a  significance, 
that  is  not  of  this  world. 

But  it  is  with  the  appendages  to  our  great  heritages  that 
we  are  now  concerned,  the  laudations,  petitions,  thanksgivings 
and  acts  of  adoration  that  have  been  added  as  expressions  of 
man's  humility  and  love,  God's  great  gift  is  offered  to  Him 
as  the  perfect  Sacrifice  and  with  it  is  offered  the  obeisance 
of  the  creature  to  the  creator.  So  was  moulded  the  form  of 
the  Mass  as  we  have  it  to-day.  But  something  more  than  that 
came  out  of  the  mould  of  the  church's  ritualists,  something  of 
such  excellence  of  literary  beauty  as  to  reveal  in  striking 
manner  the  craftsmanship  of  God, 

The  greatest  literary  gems  of  the  ages — the  Scriptures  in 
their  excellence — untainted  and  glowing  with  divine  inspira- 
tion were  at  the  disposition  of  the  fathers,  and  so,  too,  were 
divine-given  supplications,  prayers  worthy  of  saints  and 
angels.  And  it  is  satisfying  and  wholesome  to  think  of  this 
material  being  pieced  together  under  God's  guidance  in  such 
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magnificent  sequence  that  its  exalted  sentiment,  persuasive 
power  and  revelation  of  emotion  stand  out  and  constitute  a 
unity  surpassing  any  of  our  artistic  achievements.  We  recog- 
nize that  the  appeal  of  literature  varies  with  temperament  and 
mood,  and  we  have  subjected  our  Virgil  and  Xenophon, 
Dante,  Goethe  and  Shakespeare  to  tests  and  definitions  cal- 
culated to  sharpen  our  appreciation  of  such  classics.  But  as 
by  intuition  we  know  that  in  the  Mass  a  literary  mastery  has 
been  attained,  not  by  the  putting  together  of  words,  but  by  a 
power  that  suggests,  and  indeed,  is  the  force  which  placed 
the  stars  in  the  heavens. 

An  elegance  of  thought,  not  always  appreciated,  occurs 
at  the  very  beginning  of  the  Divine  Sacrifice,  an  element  that 
at  once  lifts  the  forty  second  psalm  to  a  place  above  even  the 
most  majestic  letters. 

"Judge  me,  O  God,  and  distinguish  my  cause  from  the  na- 
tion that  is  not  holy;  deliver  me  from  the  unjust  and  deceit- 
ful man,"  prays  the  psalmist. 

Here  at  once,  of  course,  is  an  acknowledgment  of  man's 
dependence  on  God.  That  is  the  first  thought  that  comes  to 
one.  But  there  is  this  also :  a  picture  of  the  condition  of  most 
of  us,  or,  in  any  case,  many  of  us,  when  we  commence  to  hear 
Mass.  We  are  suffering  from  spiritual  aridity.  We  are  kneel- 
ing before  the  altar  as  a  matter  of  duty,  or  a  matter  of  course. 
We  are  almost  overcome  by  distractions  and  we  find  recollec- 
tion most  difficult.  And  then  we  evidence  all  our  confusion  in 
the  psalmist's  words,  and  seek  to  have  our  cause,  that  which  is 
really  in  our  hearts  even  if  it  is  hidden,  made  presentable. 

With  the  psalmist  we  then  ask  ourselves:  ''Why  art  thou 
sad,  0  my  soul,  and  why  dost  thou  disquiet  me?"  What  a 
soliloquy?  About  to  take  part  in  the  greatest  act  possible  in 
the  universe  we  are  sad  and  our  thoughts  are  perhaps  on 
mutndane  things.  Timely  is  it  that  we  should  ask  ourselves 
such  a  question.  And  so  we  struggle  with  our  vanities  and 
perplexities,  every  word  of  the  Sacrifice  helping  us  to  attune 
ourselves  to  it,  if  we  read  and  follow  intelligently.  Soon 
comes  the  gospel,  and  if  our  dispositions  have  been  right,  ir- 
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respective  of  our  weakness,  we  can  surely  find  in  it  something 
of  what  St.  Therese  of  Liseux  found. 

"It  is  from  the  Gospels,"  she  writes  in  her  autobiof^raphy, 
"that  I  derive  most  help  in  the  time  of  prayer;  I  find  in  their 
pages  all  that  my  poor  soul  needs,  and  I  am  always  discover- 
ing there  new  lights  and  hidden  mysterious  meanings.  I  know 
and  I  have  experienced  that  'The  kingdom  of  God  is  within 
us,'  that  Our  Master  has  no  need  of  book  or  teacher  to  in- 
struct a  soul." 

And  this  is  no  doubt  our  privilege  at  Mass  to  discover 
these  new  lights  that  will  elevate  us  into  the  supernatural  if 
only  for  a  brief  half  hour  and  that  will  leave  with  us  after- 
wards something  of  more  abiding  good  than  we  could  derive 
from  any  other  source. 

The  Offertory  and  Canon  of  the  Mass  contain  thoughts  so 
sublime  that  they  compel  undivided  attention.    As  examples : 

"Accept,  O  Holy  Father,  Almighty  and  Eternal  God,  this 
unspotted  Host,  which  I,  thine  unworthy  servant,  offer  unto 
thee,  my  living  and  true  God,  for  my  innumerable  sins,  of- 
fences and  negligences,  and  for  all  here  present;  as  also  for 
all  faithful  Christians,  both  living  and  dead;  that  it  may  avail 
both  me  and  them  for  salvation  unto  life  everlasting." 

"0  God,  who  in  creating  human  nature,  didst  wonderfully 
dignify  it,  and  still  more  wonderfully  restore  it,  grant  that 
by  the  Mystery  of  this  water  and  wine,  we  may  be  made  par- 
takers of  His  Divine  nature,  who  vouchsafest  to  become  par- 
taker of  our  human  nature,  Jesus  Christ  thy  son." 

Could  there  be  anything  more  arresting  or  more  stupen- 
dous, anything  so  beautiful  as  the  thought:  "That  we  may  be 
made  partakers  of  His  Divine  nature."  It  is  one  of  the  gems 
of  the  masterpiece,  leading  on  to  even  more  priceless  jewels — 
the  greatest  of  all,  the  words  of  transubstantiation.  And  then 
majestically  moving  to  the  denouement,  and  that  rapturously 
beautiful  exclamation:     "Behold,  the  Lamb  of  God!" 

These  few  suggestions  are  all  that  is  possible  in  a  brief 
outline  of  so  enthralling  a  subject  as  that  of  the  beauties  of 
the  Mass,  and  such  a  study  is,  of  course,  always  subordinated 
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to  the  consideration  of  the  great  essentials  of  the  Sacrifice. 
To  appreciate,  however,  that  the  greatest  drama  in  the  world 
which  is  being  enacted  and  offered  to  Almighty  God,  for  us 
and  on  our  behalf,  is  in  its  very  form  of  such  excellence  that 
it  has  no  human  counterpart,  must  of  itself  have  an  ennobling 
influence  on  us  and  must  bring  home  to  us  the  truth  of  those 
passages  in  the  Gospel  of  St.  John  read  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  Mass: — 

"All  things  were  made  by  Him  and  without  Him  was  made 
nothing  that  was  made;  in  Him  was  life,  and  the  life  was  the 
light  of  men ;  and  the  light  shineth  in  darkness  and  the  dark- 
ness did  not  comprehend  it  ....  '' 

"He  was  in  the  world  and  the  world  was  made  by  Him, 
and  the  world  knew  Him  not.  He  came  unto  His  own  and  His 
own  received  Him  not." 


THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   CROSS 

THE  sky  turned  grey — gone  was  the  blue, 
When  I  knelt  in  anguished  prayer — 
I  sensed  the  bitter  loneliness 
Of  a  soul  that  was  near  despair. 

With  yearning  arms  I  reached  to  touch 
A  form  that  was  no  longer  there — 
A  broken  heart  breathed  out  a  name. 
The  quiet  only  mocked  my  prayer. 

Then  silver  ray  shone  through  the  gray, 
God  spake  to  me,  in  grief  and  loss — 
"Shoulder  your  burden,  follow  Me, 
Behold — the  shadow  of  the  Cross." 

— Roberta  Francis. 
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SODAS,  SUNDAES    AND    A    SURGEON 

By  JANE   MANNING. 

GREAT  SCOTT !  It  was  the  pest  again !  Every  Saturday 
without  fail  she  arrived  with  her  insipid  chattering  gang. 
It  wasn't  that  she  was  unattractive.  Far  from  it !  In  any  other 
girl  her  lovely  eyes  and  hair  would  have  won  his  keen  ad- 
miration. She  dressed  well,  too,  and  she  was  clever — there 
was  no  denying  that !  He  hadn't  listened  to  her  sallies  all  these 
months  without  learning  that.  But  there  was  just  something 
about  her,  he  didn't  know  what.  From  the  day  she  had  ordered 
her  first  chocolate  malted  milk  there  had  been  that  antagonism, 
and  she  had  felt  it,  too.  The  puzzled  look  in  her  blue  eyes 
had  shown  that.  Good  for  her!  Probably  the  first  time  the 
world  hadn't  fallen  at  those  exquisitely  shod  feet.  And  their 
conversation !  Catty !  Enough  to  make  any  man  hate  his 
fellows !  Not  that  she  was  catty,  herself,  but  they  were  her 
gang,  she  must  be  that  way,  too.  He  viciously  slapped  to- 
gether their  orders — banana  split,  hot  fudge  sundae — down  to 
the  end.  They  scarcely  noticed  him  as  he  slid  their  dishes 
across  the  fountain,  so  intent  were  they  on  their  conversation. 
Graduation,  eh?  they'd  be  surprised  if  they  knew  that  "Johnny 
in  the  white  cap"  would  be  Doctor  Donald  MacNeill  in  two 
short  months.  They  were  discussing  their  dance  now — and,  their 
escorts,  of  course.     Glad  he  wasn't  one  of  the  satellites! 

He  vigorously  polished  an  already  gleaming  glass  until  his 
ears  caught  a  familiar  name.  Janie  MacNeill— his  sister — 
This  was  interesting. 

The  tall  one  with  the  squirrel  jackette  was  speaking  now. 
"  She's  such  a  mouse,  you  know,  and  really  she'd  be  not  bad 
looking  if  she  had  some  decent  clothes.  Have  you  ever  seen 
her  in  anything  but  black?  Even  at  the  Christmas  party  she 
was  shabby !" 

Yes? — wouldn't  she  be  surprised  to  have  him  turn  on  her 
and  tell  her  that  she'd  be  shabby  too,  if  her  father  had  been 
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a  doctor  with  a  heart  too  large  for  his  pocket-book.  That  she'd 
be  dazed  and  mousy  if  a  heart-attack  had  carried  her  father  off 
overnight  and  left  their  mother  to  struggle  along  on  a  shoe- 
string, forced  to  turn  their  lovely  old  home  into  a  boarding 
house,  to  allow  her  children  to  finish  their  education.  It  wasn't 
so  bad  for  him,  he  conceded.  This  was  good  experience,  and  if 
his  luck  and  brains  and  prayers  counted  for  anything  there 
would  be  a  scholarship  for  graduate  study  that  w^ould  ensure 
his  future.  But  Janie  was  different.  To  be  torn  away  from  a 
boarding  school  almost  as  dear  as  home  itself  was  hard  enough. 
But  to  face  this  ostracism.  Good  old  Jane  !  She  hadn't  breathed 
a  word  of  it  at  home.  The  Convent  was  a  lovely  place — that 
was  true,  their  mother  had  been  sure  of  that  before  choosing  it 
—the  nuns  were  all  so  kind  and  good.  Donald  had  a  high 
opinion  of  nuns.  Right,  there,  in  any  case.  But  these  girls! 
He  swore  softly. 

The  pest  was  speaking!  All  right— her  contribution  would 
be  worth  hearing ! 

"I  think  that's  uncalled  for,  Eileen.  Of  course  she's  quiet 
— anyone  would  be  in  a  senior  class  in  a  new  school — and  as 
for  being  shabby— it  might  interest  you  to  know  that  she  is  to 
be  my  guest  at  the  Graduation  Dance— that  is,  if  she  is  kind 
enough  to  accept." 

"Oh,  Barbara,  you  can't  mean  it.  You're  not  really  seri- 
ous—who'd ever  take  her"— it  was  a  chorus  this  time  and  when 
the  answer  came  her  clear  voice  was  icy— "I  do  mean  it  and  I 
was  never  more  serious.  Since  she  is  new  in  the  city  she  might 
not  know  any  boys  here,  in  that  case  Bud  will  take  her." 

"Not  Bud— you'd  never  ask  him"— 

"Of  course,  I  would!  And  let  me  tell  you,  too,  that  Bud 
would  be  proud  to  have  as  friend  anyone  who  was  a  friend  of 
his  little  sister  Barbara!  If  you  don't  mind  I'll  run  along 
now — I'm  to  be  at  Dad's  office  at  six!  With  a  wave  and  a  flash 
of  silken  hose  she  was  gone ! 

Donald  scarcely  heard  the  excited  babble  of  the  others! 
He  was  torn  with  conflicting  emotions.  Either  Barbara  ("the 
pest"  had  vanished  somehow)  was  genuinely  fond  of  the  quiet 
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little  newcomer  or  she  was  out  to  cause  some  excitement  by 
doing  "something  different."  In  the  first  case  Janie  had  some 
chance  of  a  little  happiness  at  the  end  of  the  year  at  least ;  if 
it  were  the  second— ideas  failed  him  here  and  he  went  back 
to  his  original  thoughts. 

April  melted  into  May— a  glorious  flowery  May.  Examina- 
tions loomed  and  disappeared  and  his  graduation  shone  very 
near.  One  evening  Janie  arrived  home — radiant!  "Mother, 
Barbara  Cranton  has  asked  me  to  be  her  guest  at  the  Gradua- 
tion dance.  I  didn't  expect  it  and  oh,  I'd  love  to  go!  I  told 
her  that  I'd  ask  you  and  that  I  was  sure  that  Don  would  be 
my  partner.  She  said  that  in  that  case  if  Don  were  satistied 
we'd  trade  brothers  and  go  as  a  foursome." 

"Barbara  Cranton!  Not  the  John  Cranton 's  daughter?" 
Don  whistled  his  surprise.  No  wonder  she  acted  like  a  god- 
dess! 

"Why,  of  course  Don— didn't  you  know?  She  graduates 
this  year.  Her  brother  Jack  ("Bud,"  she  calls  him)  simply 
idolizes  her,  too.  Jane  turned  to  her  mother,  pleading  in  her 
dark  eyes. 

"I  may  go,  Mother,  please?  I  could  wear  the  dress  you 
bought  me  for  Don's  graduation  dance  and  your  old  evening 
wrap  is  still  lovely." 

There  was  almost  a  savage  irony  in  Donald  MacNeill's  heart 

that  Graduation  Day  as  he  followed  Jane  through  the  mazes 

of  congratulatory  guests  to  the  Cranton  group  in  the  Convent 

'garden.     Barbara  detached  herself  from  her  friends  and  came 

forward  to  greet  them, 

"So  you  are  Janie 's  brother?"  Recognition  and  amaze- 
ment came  into  her  eyes,  but  she  said  nothing.  She  was  still 
smiling  and  friendly  as  she  presented  him  to  her  family,  and 
all  through  the  evening  that  followed  she  was  graciousness  itself. 
The  gay  "coffee-party"  preceding  the  dance,  the  dance  itself 
was  a  plunge  back  into  his  old  world  for  Don— a  return  to  life 
again  for  Janie.  Only  once  was  their  original  meeting  men- 
tioned and  it  was  Don  who  brought  it  up.  Near  the  close  of 
the  supper  dance  he  spoke  to  a  point  two  inches  above  her 
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head.  "Could  you— would  you— consider  attending  the  Medical 
Graduation  dance  with — well,  with  a  drug  store  cowboy! 
There 'd  be  tickets  for  Bud  and  Janie,  too.  Her  answer  was  a 
ripple  of  laughter.  "I'd  love  to,  if  that  cowboy  really  wished 
it!" 

The  next  two  weeks  were  a  blissful  dream  to  Don.  Full 
time  work  meant  more  money— he  could  use  it,  too.  He  had 
seen  Barbara  often — there  were  many  excuses — a  book  for 
Janie— and  its  return,  a  theatre  party — that  meant  no  cigar- 
ettes for  that  week — anything  to  see  her  quick  smile  and  listen 
to  her  open  friendly  chatter.  To  her  he  carefully  remained 
the  poor  medical  student  with  an  overworked  mother  and  a 
shabby  sister.  Not  even  by  a  hint  did  he  let  her  know  the 
family  traditions  and  heritage  that  were  his,  and  she  responded 
by  an  open,  unconcealed  good-fellowship  and  acceptance  of  his 
friendship  that  cleared  away  forever  the  shadows  of  his  early 
doubts. 

It  had  been  a  perfect  day !  Donald  stood  now  in  a  corner 
of  the  quadrangle  gazing  at  the  stars.  Early  in  the  morning 
there  had  been  Mass  with  Mother  and  Jane,  and  he  knew  that 
Dad  was  nearby.  Then  came  Graduation  itself,  when,  as  in  a 
dream  he  had  walked  to  receive  his  parchment  and  Doctor's 
hood — there  had  been  the  Garden  Party  with  Mother  and  Jane 
—and  suddenly  out  of  a  haze  of  misty  blue  had  appeared  Bar- 
bara and  Bud,  and  to-night  he  had  been  summoned  from  the 
dance  to  an  informal  interview  with  the  Dean  of  the  Medical 
School — singularly  human  and  approachable  now— a  very  brief, 
but  momentous  interview  with  the  Dean  when  he  had  been 
told  that  the  coveted  scholarship  was  his.  "Thank  you,  God," 
he  whispered  to  the  skies. 

The  orchestra  was  playing  again,  he  could  see  the  couples 
passing  and  repassing  the  windows  of  the  Great  Hall— how 
many  dances  he  had  missed  he  couldn't  tell— he  scarcely  cared. 
He  started  at  a  voice  by  his  elbow.  ' '  Professors  may  be  absent- 
minded— Doctors  never!"  Barbara  slipped  a  hand  through 
his  arm  and  continued.  "It's  been  a  happy  day,  hasn't  it,  Don? 
Happier,  too,  perhaps  for  Janie  and  your  Mother  than  for  you." 
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He  turned  to  face  her  smiling.  "I  need  one  thing  more  for  per- 
fect happiness— one  word  from  you—."  Her  glowing  eyes 
smiled  back  her  answer. 

"It  won't  be  easy  going  at  first,  Babs,  it  will  mean  waiting, 
but  there  is  the  scholarship,  yes,  it  is  mine,  and  that  means 
success— if  j'ou  are  still  here." 

This  time  her  lips  spoke  too. 

"1  will  be  waiting.  Doctor  MacNeill." 


News.  Early  newspapers  modestly  claimed  that  they  pub- 
lished information  of  important  happenings  in  all  parts  of  the 
earth.  To  indicate  this  they  printed  on  the  first  page  a  cross 
with  the  letters  N  S  E  W  at  its  points  to  indicate  the  four  direc- 
tions, "north,  south,  east  and  west."  One  day  the  busy  printer 
left  out  the  diagram,  and  printed  in  a  straight  line  across  the 
top  the  letters  NEWS. 

Lavender.  The  Latin  word  for  "to  w^ash"  is  lavare,  from 
which  comes  our  word  "lave."  And  lavender  received  its  name 
because  the  Romans  used  the  flower  in  their  baths  to  perfume 
their  bodies. 

Macaroni.  Tasting  for  the  first  time  some  slender  tubes  of 
cooked  wheaten  paste,  an  Italian  nobleman  exclaimed  Cari, 
meaning  "good";  at  the  second  mouthful  Ma  cari,  meaning  "ex- 
cellent"; and  at  the  third,  Ma  Caroni!  meaning  "most  excellent 
and  wonderful."     Thus  was  macaroni  named. 


1^.^ 
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MY  ROAD  TO  THE   CITY  BEAUTIFUL 

By   ANNIE   M.   P.   SMITHSON. 
Author  of  "Traveller's  Joy,"  "Wicklow  Heather." 

"T TT'FLA.T  made  you  first  think  of  becoming  a  Catholic?' 
»  »  How  often  I  am  asked  that  question,  and  how  hard 
a  one  it  is  to  answer.  Frankly  I  do  not  know ;  or  rather  I 
believe  that  it  was  just  a  great — and  quite  undeserved — grace 
from  God,  in  answer  perhaps  to  the  prayers  of  Catholic  friends 
and  relatives,  both  here  and  in  the  next  world.  For  of  Ca- 
tholic relatives  I  have  many,  my  great-grandfather  on  the  ma- 
ternal side  having  married  a  Catholic,  and,  as  was  the  custom 
in  those  days,  the  sons  were  brought  up  as  Protestants,  the 
girls  as  Catholics. 

I  well  remember  two  grand-aunts,  strict  Catholics,  very 
devout,  but  so  fond  of  me — then  a  horrid  "bold"  child — whom 
I  regarded  with  a  sort  of  curious  wonder  because  they  were 
"papists."  That  the  servants  should  be  so,  I  took  as  a  matter 
of  course,  but  Avhen  it  came  to  members  of  the  family,  it 
puzzled  me.  This  attitude  of  mind  will  clearly  show  the  en- 
vironment of  my  childhood — narrow-minded,  rather  bigoted, 
strictly  Protestant,  I  being  taught,  from  my  earliest  years, 
to  look  upon  all  things  Catholic  as  anathema. 

But  of  one  fact  I  am  glad — there  was  never  any  attempt 
at  proselytism.  On  the  contrary,  I  remember,  when  living  in 
England,  how  my  mother  would  always  see  to  it  that  the 
maids — she  preferred  Irish  servants — attended  the  Sacraments, 
and  went  to  Mass.  Curiously,  I  asked  her  one  day  why  she 
troubled  about  this,  and  I  have  never  forgotten  her  reply. 
"I  always  know,"  she  said,  "that  when  a  Roman  Catholic 
keeps  away  from  Confession,  she  is  not  leading  a  good  life." 

We  were  living  at  that  time  in  Lancashire,  in  a  country 
house,  some  miles  outside  the  large  town  where  my  step-father 
had  his  business.  One  very  hot  afternoon  I  was  surprised  to 
see  two  nuns  walking  up  the  garden  path.  I  had  never  seen 
nuns  in  that  part  before,  and  indeed  had  seldom  come  in  con- 
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tact  with  them  at  home  in  Ireland.  I  ran  forward  and  asked 
them  what  they  wanted.  In  rather  broken  English — they 
were  French  women — they  enquired  if  any  Catholics  lived 
there  ?" 

*'Yes,"  I  replied:     ''Brigid  and  Ellen.     Please  come  in." 

Feeling  quite  important,  I  ushered  them  into  the  cool  draw- 
ing-room, where  my  mother  was  reading  by  the  open  window. 

I  like  to  remember  how  kind  she  was  to  those  poor  Sisters, 
so  tired  and  weary  after  much  walking  of  dusty  roads,  col- 
lecting— for  what  object  I  know  not — and  meeting  with  many 
a  rebuff,  many  an  insult.  Tears  started  to  their  eyes  when 
my  mother  had  tea  brought  to  them,  insisting  that  they  should 
rest  awhile  before  going  on  their  way,  and  sending  in  the  maids 
to  talk  to  them, — it  was  so  seldom  they  met  with  fellow-Catho- 
lics except  on  Sundays. 

I  had  but  small  regard  for  spiritual  matters  when  young, 
and  indeed,  I  fear  I  am  still  very  earth-bound.  Looking  back 
now,  I  try  to  remember  my  first  thoughts  about  Catholicity, 
and  when  and  how  it  first  appealed  to  me.  The  very  first 
time  on  which  I  can  remember  being  interested  in  anything 
Catholic  was  one  Christmas,  when  I  was  taken  by  an  aunt  to 
one  of  the  Catholic  shops  on  the  Quays,  where  she  went  to 
buy  a  set  of  Butler's  "Lives  of  the  Saints,"  for  a  Catholic 
friend.  I  was  about  seven  at  the  time,  and  have  only  a  dim 
recollection  of  the  shop,  and  often  have  I  wondered  which 
one  it  was?  But  I  know  that  I  was  delighted  with  the  statues 
and  pictures.  I  had  never  seen  such  things  before,  and  Avhile 
ray  aunt  was  selecting  what  she  wanted,  I  roamed  about  the 
place,  looking  at  everything. 

"Isn't  it  lovely?  It's  like  Fairyland!"  said  I  to  the  boy 
cousin,  twice  my  age,  who  was  with  me. 

"Fairyland!"  he  gibed.  "Don't  be  a  silly!  Why,  it's  just 
a  holy  Biddy  shop!" 

I  had  not  the  least  comprehension  of  what  he  meant,  but 
for  long  afterwards  I  would  beg  to  be  taken  to  the  "holy 
Biddy  shop."    But  I  never  was. 

Later  on,  as  I  grew  older,  I  began  to  have  a  wistful  desire 
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to  know  Our  Blessed  Lady  better,  and  once  remarked  to  my 
mother  that  I  wished  we  were  allowed  to  ask  her  to  help  us. 

"You  are  speaking  like  an  ignorant  Papist!"  was  her  reply. 

But  I  knew  so  little  about  "Papists"  then,  or  how  they 
spoke,  that  I  had  been  unconscious  of  my  crime. 

I  went  through  a  "High"  church  period  when  I  was  finish- 
ing my  '  teens' ;  getting  up  for  Early  Celebration  at  St.  Bartho- 
lomew's; turning  towards  the  East  at  the  Creed,  even  bowing 
at  the  Holy  Name — which  was  considered  most  "extreme!" 

Then,  with  a  cousin  who  was  also  "High,"  I  went  even 
further.  We  actually  arranged  to  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross 
at  the  words,  "The  Life  Everlasting,"  in  the  Creed.  "If  you 
will  do  it — I  will !"  So  we  settled  it  between  us,  and  literally 
trembling  in  our  shoes,  we  did  it!  To  this  hour,  I  can  feel 
again  the  eyes  of  the  family — magnified  into  hundreds  they 
seemed — all  focussed  upon  us.  And  when  we  returned  home, 
the  dread  family  conference  at  which  we  had  to  appear  for 
judgment.  We  never  did  it  again.  Courage  for  such  an 
ordeal  could  not  be  found  a  second  time. 

"A  disgrace  to  your  name!  Enough  to  make  your  dead 
grandfather  turn  in  his  grave !  If  it  ever  occurs  again — "  and 
so  on. 

And  all  because  we  dared,  in  a  Christian  church,  to  make 
the  Sign  of  Christianity.  The  extraordinary  inconsistency  of 
Protestantism.  For  my  part,  when  next  I  made  the  Sign  of 
the  Cross,  I  was  standing  on  the  threshold  of  the  Church, 
under-going  instruction  in  preparation  for  my  reception. 

Later  still,  I  went  through  the  Freethinking  period,  and 
for  several  years  went  to  no  place  of  worship,  read  Darwin 
and  Huxley,  Hume  and  Kant,  and  other  similar  writers,  finally 
coming  to  the  conclusion  that  I  did  not  know  what  I  believed 
— or  if  I  believed  anything. 

Morally,  I  led  a  careless  life  and  did  pretty  much  as  I  liked, 
trying  to  ease  my  conscience — for  I  never  managed  to  stifle 
it  entirely — with  the  plausible  belief  that  as  long  as  I  did  no 
harm  to  others,  it  did  not  matter  what  harm  I  did  to  myself 
— for  that  was  my  own  affair. 
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But  all  this  time,  down  deep  in  ray  heart,  was  a  longing 
for  something  better — a  wish  to  lead  a  different  life  with  high- 
er ideals.  The  regard  which  I  had  always  had  for  the  Blessed 
Mother  remained  too ;  with  ray  mind  I  tried  to  believe  that  she 
was  but  as  other  women — except  that  she  was  very  good,  I  al- 
ways believed  that — but  in  my  heart  was  something  which  I 
know  now  was  just  the  love  of  a  wandering  child,  and  which 
absolutely  refused  to  allow  the  Mother  of  Christ  to  descend 
from  the  pedestal  where,  long  ago,  as  a  little  girl,  I  had  placed 
her. 

Protestants  vary  in  the  regard  in  which  they  hold  her.  I 
was  taught  that  "Saint  Mary"  was  just  a  very  good,  pious 
woman  whom  God  had  used  as  His  instrument  at  the  Birth  of 
Christ.  The  "High"  Church  party  pay  her  more  honour;  the 
Nonconformists  less.  I  hardly  knew  how  much  I  had  thought 
about  Our  Lady,  until  one  evening  when  I  heard  one  of  the 
nurses  in  a  London  hospital,  where  I  was  training,  make  a 
blasphemous  remark  regarding  her.  It  was  the  first  time  I 
had  heard  any  words  of  blasphemous  meaning  and  the  effect 
upon  myself  was  rather  extraordinary.  I  became  violently 
sick  immediately. 

Under  God,  my  conversion  came  through  a  Mission  given 
by  the  Redemptorist  Fathers.  It  was  in  Glasgow,  and  on  the 
invitation  of  some  Catholic  friends,  I  went  with  them  to  the 
church.  It  is  quite  common  in  England  and  Scotland  for  non- 
Catholics  to  attend  the  missions,  and  after  Benediction  they  are 
asked  to  remain  behind  for  a  little  talk  to  themselves,  and 
they  can  ask  any  questions  they  wish.  Would  to  God  we  had 
a  similai-  custom  in  Ireland ! 

I  have  tried  to  describe  my  feelings  during  that  mission  in 
my  book,  *'By  Strange  Paths."  Suffice  it  now  to  say  that  ray 
feet  at  last  had  found  the  path  leading  to  the  City  Beautiful. 
But  oh  !  my  dear,  complacent  Catholic  friends,  you  who  look 
down  from  the  height  of  your  superiority  on  us  who  are  "only 
converts" — that  path  is  a  hard  one,  where  stones  and  sharp 
thorns  lacerate  the  flesh,  so  that  the  footprints  are  often  traced 
in  blood.     At  times,  too,  while  we  are  treading  that  road,  a 
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great  darkness  descends  upon  our  soul,  and  with  it  a  great  fear 
thai  we  are  on  the  wrong  road.  The  belief  of  a  lifetime;  the 
prayers  we  learnt  at  our  mother's  knee;  the  dear  old  hymns 
we  sang  on  Sunday  evenings — were  these  all  wrong?  Can  we 
thrust  all  these  behind  us?  And  those  hymns  of  one's  child- 
hood are  twined  closely  round  the  heart.  Even  to-day,  when 
I  have  clear  vision,  and  firm  faith,  even  to-day  I  cannot  hear 
''Hark!  The  Herald  Angels  Sing,"  "At  Even  When  the  Sun 
Was  Set,"  or  any  other  bygone  favourite,  without  feeling  the 
tears  very  near  my  eyes. 

But  the  hour  comes  for  every  convert,  when  all  spiritual 
struggle  is  over;  doubts  and  difficulties  vanish  like  the  mist 
before  the  Torch  of  Faith,  and  the  tired  soul  passes  from  the 
stress  and  anguish  of  spiritual  conflict  into  the  rest  and  peace 
of  the  City  Beautiful,  which  is  the  Catholic  Church. 

Years  have  passed  since,  in  awe  and  wonder,  I  entered  its 
gates.  I  look  upon  myself  as  an  old  Catholic  now ;  I  have  lost 
many  friends,  estranged  many  relations — some  very  dear ;  lost, 
too,  money  and  material  comfort.  But  I  have  also  had  the 
great  joy  of  seeing  some  of  those  I  loved  best  following  in  my 
foot-steps.  And  every  day,  at  morn  and  at  night,  there  comes 
from  my  lips  and  from  my  heart,  the  cry  of  the  convert: 
'Thanks  be  to  God  for  His  unspeakable  gift." 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  CROCUS  BEDS. 

ALL  the  pretty  peeping  things 
Make  one  think  that  angel  wings 
Have  fluttered  o'er  this  place. 
And  flying,  scattered  seeds  of  kindness 
To  penetrate  our  human  blindness, 
And  thus  reveal  God's  Grace. 


Sterling  Le  R.  Spicer. 
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A   SHRINE    OF   PERPETUAL  ADORATION 

By  REV.  JAMES  REARDON. 

THERE  are  shrines  of  perpetual  adoration  in  many  parts 
of  the  United  States  which  are  in  charge  of  communities 
of  priests  or  sisters  whose  particular  work  is  Adoration  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  exposed  on  the  altar. 

The  knowledge  of  what  had  been  done  in  other  circum- 
stances inspired  or  rather  challenged  the  pastor  of  the  Basilica 
of  St.  Mary  in  Minneapolis  on  May  1st  to  institute  with  the 
approval  and  paternal  blessing  of  the  Most  Reverend  Arch- 
bishop of  St.  Paul  perpetual  daily  exposition  in  his  parish. 
From  6  a.m.  to  8.30  p.m.  continuous  vigil  is  kept  by  members 
of  the  congregation  who,  of  their  own  volition,  have  pledged 
a  quarter  of  an  hour's  adoration  each  week  and  many  of 
whom  make  daily  visits  often  for  a  longer  period.  So  gener- 
ous and  spontaneous  has  been  their  response  to  the  appeal  for 
uninterrupted  worship  of  the  Sacramental  Lord  that  more  than 
seven  hundred  hours  a  week  have  been  pledged,  and  it  is  most 
edifying  to  note  the  fidelity  with  which  the  watchers  keep 
their  self-imposed  appointments  and  the  devotion  they  mani- 
fest in  the  Divine  Presence. 

Prom  earliest  Mass  till  evening  prayers  the  faithful  may  be 
seen  kneeling  in  worshipful  adoration  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  exposed  on  the  high  altar. 

The  Basilica  of  St.  Mary  serves  a  territory  of  nine  square 
miles  and  has  a  Catholic  population  of  six  thousand  souls.  It 
is  the  only  down-town  Catholic  Church  in  Minneapolis  and  is 
ideally  located  for  such  a  devotion  on  the  edge  of  the  business 
district. 

From  an  architectural  and  artistic  standpoint  there  is  no 
more  worthy  setting  for  such  a  devotion  than  the  sanctuary 
of  the  Basilica  of  St.  Mary.  The  main  altar  of  white  statuary 
marble  on  which  the  monstrance  is  enthroned  is  beautiful  in 
its  severe  simplicity  and  chaste  adornment.     It  rests  on  an 
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elevated  predella  under  a  magnificent  baldachin  upheld  by  four 
monoliths  of  Breche  Opal  marble,  its  apex  rising  to  a  height 
of  forty-five  feet  above  the  sanctuary  floor  and  forming  a 
majestic  pedestal  for  the  nine-foot  statue  of  Our  Lady  of 
Grace  that  crowns  it.  The  concavity  of  the  dome  is  decorated 
with  sky-blue  Venetian  mosaic  lightened  by  golden  radiations 
from  the  central  emblem,  a  dove  with  outstretched  wings,  sym- 
bolizing the  Holy  Ghost.  The  sanctuary  is  separated  from 
the  ambulatories  by  twelve  monoliths  of  Swiss  Cipolin  marble 
supporting  an  entablature  on  which  are  anchored  artistically- 
carved  marble  statues  of  the  Apostles.  The  space  between 
the  columns  is  filled  with  hand-forged  iron  grilles.  Beyond 
the  sanctuary  rail  are  sittings  for  1,800  persons  in  pews  and 
chairs,  and  standing  room  for  as  many  more  when  necessary. 

Within  the  Basilica  with  its  towering  grandeur,  its  massive 
dome,  its  vaulted  nave — the  widest  in  the  world — there  is  an 
atmosphere  of  the  supernatural,  quiet  and  restful.  The  hurry 
and  bustle  of  the  encircling  city  with  its  myriad  interests  and 
throbbing  life  cease  at  the  threshold.  Inside  peace  and 
serenity  reign.  An  unseen  Presence  broods  over  all  and  prayer 
is  the  voice  of  the  soul. 

Who  can  estimate  the  spiritual  value  to  parish  and  parti- 
cipants? Who  can  reckon  the  number  of  Masses,  Communions, 
rosaries,  litanies  and  other  prayers  offered  up  for  the  three- 
fold purpose  of  the  exposition,  namely,  to  honor  the  God-man 
in  His  sacramental  life  on  the  altar,  to  pray  for  the  restoration 
and  perpetuation  of  the  Peace  of  Christ  among  individuals  at 
odds  with  one  another  and  groups  and  nations  engaged  in 
brutal  warfare,  as  well  as  for  the  success  of  the  National 
Eucharistic  Congress  to  be  held  in  St.  Paul  in  June  of  next 
year. 

Many  priests  in  Minnesota,  North  Dakota  and  Nebraska 
have  heard  the  "good  news"  and  are  devising  ways  and  means 
of  introducing  this  basic  devotion  into  their  parishes. 

Behind  the  movement  for  inauguration  of  Perpetual  Adora- 
tion is  a  layman,  Michael  Crowe,  who  is  firmly  convinced  that 
God  has  called  him  to  "preach  perpetual  adoration  of    the 
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Blessed  Sacrament  for  the  sanctification  of  the  Church  and 
the  regeneration  of  the  world."  For  fifteen  years  he  has 
tramped  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  United  States  trying 
to  interest  priests  and  others  in  his  mission.  When  he  comes 
to  a  city  he  visits  every  church  in  it.  He  takes  no  account 
of  the  morrow.  He  fasts  on  Wednesdays,  Fridays  and  Satur- 
days until  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  He  is  often  hungry. 
He  eats  whenever  a  friendly  hand  offers  him  food  or  when- 
ever God  provides  it,  as  He  does  at  times,  in  a  mysterious 
way.  He  has  composed  and  published  a  booklet  of  prayers 
for  his  favorite  devotion. 

Mr.  Crowe  was  born  in  Syracuse,  N.Y.,  sixty  years  ago. 
At  one  time  he  was  a  prosperous  business  man.  Long  before 
the  depression  struck  the  country  his  business  melted  away  in 
some  inexplicable  manner  and  his  wife  died,  leaving  him  alone 
and  penniless.  Then  he  awoke  to  a  realization  that  God  was 
trying  to  teach  him  a  lesson  by  opening  his  eyes  to  the  vanity 
of  the  world,  the  emptiness  of  riches,  the  value  of  poverty.  He 
makes  St.  Louis  his  headquarters  but  he  is  a  knight  of  the 
road,  without  scrip  or  purse. 

Michael  Crowe  is  directly  responsible  for  the  inauguration 
of  perpetual  adoration  in  St.  Bernard's  Church  of  Belfield, 
North  Dakota,  and  indirectly  for  the  institution  of  daily  ex- 
position in  the  Basilica  of  St,  Mary  in  Minneapolis. 

As  we  write  there  comes  to  our  desk  an  official  letter  of  the 
Most  Reverend  John  C.  Murray,  Archbishop  of  St.  Paul,  ad- 
dressed to  the  clergy  of  the  diocese. 

In  this  communication  His  Excellency  refers  to  his  letter 
of  July  5,  1938,  concerning  the  custody  and  worship  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  in  parishes  and  religious  communities,  in 
which  he  prescribed  the  erection  of  the  Confraternity  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  in  every  parish  and  a  daily  visit  of  the 
faithful  to  the  veiled  Presence  in  the  tabernacle. 

"The  program  of  adoration  found  so  feasible  and  fruitful  in 
these  instances,"  writes  the  Most  Reverend  Archbishop,  "justi- 
fies the  conclusion,  to  which  I  have  looked  forward  for  several 
years,  that  I  may  now  ask  the  co-operation  of  our  clergy  and 


314 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

people  in  making  perpetual  adoration  the  distinctive  objective 
of  my  administration  in  the  Archdiocese  of  St.  Paul." 

This  is  a  decision  of  vital  importance  and  far-reaching 
consequence  in  these  perilous  times.  It  commits  the  Arch- 
bishop to  the  promotion  and  fostering  of  perpetual  adoration 
within  the  territory  under  his  jurisdiction  as  the  primary 
object  of  his  episcopate  in  days  to  come. 

In  furtherance  of  this  program  he  suggests  a  fifteen  minute 
visit,  at  least  once  a  vi^eek,  for  the  faithful  in  the  smaller 
parishes;  a  daily  and,  wherever  possible,  nightly  exposition 
in  the  more  populous  ones ;  a  rotation  of  the  devotion  in  com- 
munities where  there  are  several  churches,  unless  each  one 
is  able  to  undertake  it  Avithout  outside  assistance ;  and  a  com- 
bining of  the  parishes  in  a  deanery  to  establish  a  convenient 
centre  of  exposition  for  all. 

The  clergy  everywhere  will  Avatch  with  interest  the 
development  of  this  newest  phase  of  the  age-old  cult  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  in  a  diocese  presided  over  by  a  prelate 
beloved  by  priests  and  people.  It  is  an  experiment,  it  is  true, 
but  one  that  merits  success,  because  it  has  no  other  object 
than  the  glorification  of  the  Eucharistic  Christ  and  the  sancti- 
fication  of  souls  redeemed  by  His  Precious  Blood. 


BEFORE  THE  TABERNACLE. 

Silent  and  dark,  My  Lord  is  there. 

But  for  one  spark, —  And  every  care, 

One  point  of  light.  Corroding,  gray, 

Serene  and  bright,  Passeth  away 

Piercing  the  night  The  while  I  pray 
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THE    TRIUMPH    OF    PRINCE    LUGH 

PART  IT. 
By   MONSIGNOR   J.    B.    DOLLARD,    Litt.D. 

'T^  HE   sun   had  risen  in  the  morning  skies 
-■-      When  the  De  Danaan  woke  within  the  Dun; 
Joyous  and  glad  they  were,  and  what  had  passed, 
They  deemed  to  be  a  strange  and  wondrous  dream. 
But  Nuadha  the  King  spoke  cheerfully : 
"The  Fomor  have  not  quenched  God's  blessed  sun, 
"Let  us  go  out,  and  make,  on  Usna's  height, 
"A  valiant  stand." 

They  took  their  weapons  all 
And  marched  to  Usna's  Hill,  nor  were  they  long 
Upon  its  summit  ere  the  Fomor  came 
And  jeered  at  them,  and  bade  them  all  descend 
And  bow  before  their  masters.     But  the  King 
Cried  out — "We  shall  not  bow  before  you  hence. 
For  ye  are  vile  and  ugly,  nor  are  ye 
Our  lords,  or  lords  of  Erin,  from  this  day." 

Then  with  hoarse  shouts  the  fierce  Fomorians 
Attacked  the  Hill,  and  Nuadha  withstood 
With  dauntless  front  that  first  terrific  charge; 
But,  as  the  weapons  clashed,  a  blinding  light 
Appeared  on  the  horizon,  and  the  sound 
Of  screaming  battle-trumpets  cleft  the  air! 
No  man  could  gaze  upon  that  radiance 
As  crimson  streamers  shot  into  the  skies! 
Then  mourned  the  Fomor,  "  'Tis  a  second  sun 
"Rising  to  blind  us."     But  the  Danaan  said — 
"Young  Lugh  is  coming — our  Deliverer." 
And  out  of  that  great  light  the  Fairy  Troop 
From  Tir-na-n-og  came  riding.     At  their  head 
Rode  Lugh  in  blazing  helmet  and  cuirass. 
And,  gift  of  the  great  sea-god  Mananan, 
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A  foam-white,  noble  charger  he  bestrode ; 
Bare  in  his  hand  the  awful  Sword  of  Light 

Burned  as  he  swooped  upon  the  Fomor  lines! 

***** 

As  falls  the  swift  sea-eagle  on  his  prey, 
Or  as  the  jagged  lightning  strikes  a  tree 
And  rends  and  blasts  it;  as  the  stubble  dry 
In  droughty  autumns  is  consumed  by  fire, — 
Thus  did  the  warriors  from  Tir-na-n-og 
Destroy  the  Fomor,  until  only  nine 

Were  left  alive! 

***** 

Then  Lugh  said  to  those  nine: 
"Bow  down  and  show  obedience  to  our  King 
"And  to  the  Danaan  Race,  for  they  are  lords 
"Of  ye  and  of  all  Erin.     Then  go  hence 
"To  Tir-Fo-Tonn,  the  Land  of  Under  Wav«, 
"And  say  to  Balor  of  the  Evil  Eye— 
"Your  Fomor  monarch, — that  the  Danaan  race 
"Have  taken  back  their  own,  and  will  wage  war 
"Against  the  Fomor,  till  not  one  is  left 
"Of  his  misshapen   brood   to   darken   earth 
"With  their  foul  shadows!" 

Then  Lugh  lifted  up 
The  Sword  of  Light,  and  chanted  a  wild  rann, 
While  lightnings  crackled  on  his  weapon's  edge, 
And  all  the  air  was  filled  with  singing  birds, 
Red  blossoms  glorified  the  naked  trees, 
And  flowers  strewed  the  fields! 

The  Danaan  folk 
Shouted,  rejoicing  till  the  forests  shook; 
And  the  Three  Waves  of  Erin  roared  with  joy — 
The  Wave  of  Rury  and  the  Wave  of  Tuagh 
And  the  high,  foaming  crest  of  Cliodna's  Wave! 
And  all  the  skies  of  Erin  heard  that  shout. 
And  all  the  stars  flung  hack  the  name  of  Lugh! 
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POWER    OF    PRAYER 

THE  forces  of  men  and  of  nations 
That  may  wreak  all  the  havoc  they  will^ 
The  variant  beauty  of  nature 
As  she  chooses  to  cherish  or  kill, 
With  all  their  greatness,  beauty  or  might 
Are  strengthless  as  babes  when  giants  fight, 
Compared  to  the  power  of  one  little  child. 
In  one  little  prayer. 

The  glory  we  see  in  the  heavens, 
When  night  sprinkles  them  with  her  stars. 
The  splendor  of  rich,  sun-dipped  moonglow, 
That  smiles  on  the  earth  which  she  bars. 
From  the  tempting  advances  of  blackness. 
Which  fawningly  beckons. 

The  brilliance  the  sun  bathes  the  earth  in, 
To  raise  up   grimed  nature  perfumed, 
The  fearless  bomb-deafening  thunder, 
Which  threatens  the   darkness  enwombed 
In  the  bowels  of  cloud-laden  heaven. 
With  dread  lethal  bolts. 

The  perfect,  as  seen  in  the  image 
Of  God  which  begets  in  all  men, 
A  tinge  of  the  beauty  celestial 
Imbued  with  the  pigment  of  sin. 
Which  has  stained  us  but  never 
In  desperate  strokes. 

Still  these  magnificent  wonders. 
That  nature  has  garnered  or  weaned. 
Are  nought  but  pale,  fading  shadows, 
Which  shimmer,  then  wane  and  are  screened, 
When  the  least  of  His  brethren  kneels  humbly 
In  one  simple  prayer. 

Louis  P.  Kirchner,  O.Carm. 


ffiommunitg 


The  Master  Who  grants  the  privilege  to  few,  gave  to  Sister 
M.  Patricia  of  the  House  of  Providence  the  notable  blessing  of 
celebrating  on  the  feast  of  the  Assumption  the  sixtieth  anni- 
versary of  her  entrance  into  the  religious  life. 

As  a  Diamond  Jubilarian  she  can  look  back  to  a  diversity 
of  duties  in  her  community  life.  A  gifted  musician  who  spe- 
cialized in  organ  work  from  her  youth,  Sister  Patricia  has 
generously  contributed  to  the  praise  of  God  over  an  unusually 
long  period.  In  her  earlier  ^years  she  was  music  teacher  in 
several  of  the  community's  mission  houses.  Even  now  she  acts 
as  organist  and  directs  the  Sisters'  choir  at  the  House  of  Pro- 
vidence. A  noteworthy  evidence  of  her  readiness  to  employ 
her  musical  talents  in  the  interests  of  God  is  seen  in  her 
eiforts  in  the  Catechetical  Vacation  School  at  St.  Paul's  dur- 
ing the  past  two  years,  when  her  health  has  been  far  from 
robust. 

Her  loving  care  of  the  smaller  boarders  of  St.  Joseph's 
Academy  back  in  the  '90's  is  a  cherished  recollection  of  those 
who  were  then  under  her  supervision.  Many  a  night  her  rest 
was  broken  that  she  might  attend  a  sick  child,  and  always 
the  sacrifice  was  gladly  made  for  the  little  sufferer  she  re- 
lieved. 

As  Assistant  to  the  Superior  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Orphan- 
age, Sunnyside,  Sister  Patricia  aided  in  the  arduous  reorgan- 
ization of  the  Orphanage  into  St.  Joseph's  Hospital.  She  next 
took  complete  charge  there  as  technician  in  the  X-ray  depart- 
ment, a  task  fulfilled  with  unswerving  devotion  and  exacti- 
tude. 

Years  of  labour  in  the  service  of  God  will  surely  bring 
her  a  great  eternal  reward.  May  God's  love  continue  long  to 
encircle  and  enrich  Sister  Patricia  and  lighten  the  remainder 
of  her  earthly  way. 


With  our  Golden  Jubilarians  of  August  the  fifteenth,  1940, 
Sister  M.  Francis  and  Sister  M.  St.  Joseph,  both  of  the  Mother 
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House  in  Toronto,  we  rejoice,  and  we  offer  sineerest  congratu- 
lations! 

Outwardly  the  lives  of  these  two  religious  bear  striking 
resemblance  to  each  other.  Both  have  served  their  Community 
in  the  capacity  of  local  superior.  Stretching  out  behind  each 
one  is  a  vista  of  years  of  zealous  labours  in  the  class  room 
in  the  various  separate  schools  of  the  diocese,  years  of  cheer- 
ful, loving,  spending  of  self  in  training  God's  little  ones.  Each 
Sister  is  blessed  with  a  bright  and  joyous  disposition  which 
has  endeared  her  to  her  Sisters  in  religion,  to  friends,  and  to 
pupils.  That  many  happy,  fruitful  years  may  be  theirs  is  the 
wish  and  prayer  of  all. 

At  St.  Patrick's  Convent,  Vancouver,  B.C.,  Sister  M.  Mar- 
guerite celebrated  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  her  profession,  on  the 
feast  of  the  Assumption  of  Our  Blessed  Mother.  Congratu- 
lations, and  an  overflowing  measure  of  jubilee  graces  be  hers ! 


On  August  15,  at  the  close  of  the  Annual  Retreats,  the 
Ceremonies  of  Profession  and  Reception  took  place  at  the 
Mother  House. 

Before  the  Community  Mass,  Rev.  L.  J.  Bondy,  C.S.B.,  who 
had  conducted  the  Retreats,  presided  at  the  Ceremony  of 
Profession  and  in  the  name  of  His  Excellency,  Archbishop  J. 
C.  McGuigan,  received  the  Temporary  Vows  of  the  novices 
•who  had  completed  their  Novitiate,  and  the  Final  Vows  of 
the  Sisters  whose  term  for  Annual  Vows  had  expired. 

At  nine  a.m.  the  Ceremony  of  Reception  took  place  in  the 
presence  of  many  relatives  and  friends  of  the  fortunate  j^oung 
ladies  who  were  given  the  Habit  of  the  congregation.  Rt. 
Rev.  Mgr.  W.  A.  McCann,  V.G.,  presided,  assisted  by  Rev. 
J.  J.  Crothers.  Rev.  Father  Bondy  gave  a  short  but  impressive 
sermon.  Holy  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Rev.  L.  McCann,  C.S.B. ; 
the  choir  sang  the  Te  Deum. 

The  young  ladies  who  were  received  are :  Miss  Irene  Mc- 
Donald, Vancouver,  Sister  Mary  Donald ;  Miss  Marie 
Tremblay,  Vancouver,  Sister  Mary  Clara;  Miss  Catherine 
Whelan,  Toronto,  Sister  Mary  Patrice;  Miss  Margaret  Hare, 
Toronto,  Sister  Mary  Alacoque;  Miss  Catherine  Lannan,  To- 
ronto, Sister  Mary  Perpetua. 

The  Sisters  who  made  their  First  Vows  are:  Sister  M. 
Valeria  Dutli,  Ermine,  Saskatchewan ;  Sister  M.  Corinne 
Meraw,  Sovereign,  Saskatchewan;  Sister  Mary  Daniel  O'Con- 
nell,  "Winnipeg;  Sister  M.  Demetria  Morrissey,  Downeyville, 
Ont. ;  Sister  Mary  Andre  Orsini,  Toronto. 
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Those  who  made  Final  Profession  are :  Sister  Mary  Eliza- 
beth Lyons,  Calgary,  Alberta;  Sister  Mary  Evelyn  Kuffner, 
Regina,  Saskatchewan;  Sister  M.  St.  Stephen  O'Connor,  Sault 
Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 


Vacation  School  Time  July  8-19  in  the  Archdiocese  was 
blessed  with  excellent  weather  conditions.  The  usual  number 
of  Sisters  carried  on  the  work  and  in  very  much  the  same 
places  as  in  previous  years. 

The  most  encouraging  results  are  obtained  in  these  cen- 
tres where  there  are  no  Catholic  Schools  as  in  New  Toronto, 
Long  Branch,  Mount  St.  Louis,  etc.  In  the  city  the  attendance 
is  more  irregular. 

Grimsby  parish  with  its  missions  will  hold  Vacation  Classes 
Aug.  5-16,  when  the  berry-picking  is  over. 

Four  Sisters  from  Prince  Rupert  conducted  classes  in  Ter- 
race, B.C.  Four  Sisters  from  St.  Patrick's  Convent,  Vancou- 
ver, moved  from  place  to  place  on  Vancouver  Island.  A  letter 
from  one  of  the  Evangelizers  says,  "I  wish  you  could  see 
Mine  8,  where  we  are  located  this  week.  It  is  right  in  the 
bush.  The  whole  settlement  consists  of  two  streets  in  the 
shape  of  a  Capital  L.  There  are,  I  suppose,  about  20  miners' 
cottages,  all  identical,  unpainted  and  altogether  unattractive. 
There  is  no  church,  no  store,  no  telephone,  not  even  a  dance 
hall.  I  mention  the  latter  because  here  on  the  Island  every 
place,  no  matter  how  small,  has  a  dance  hall." 

The  Sisters  from  Rosetown,  Sask.,  are  doing  their  quota  of 
work  in  spreading  the  knowledge  of  our  Faith  in  the  diocese 
of  Saskatoon  as  are  also  those  at  St.  Alphonsus  School  in  East 
Kildonan,  Manitoba. 


TORONTO. 

ST.  MICHAEL'S  HOSPITAL. 

Roses  and  spring  flowers  banked  the  stage  of  St.  Joseph's 
College  School  Auditorium  at  the  36th  Annual  Graduation 
exercises  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital  School  of  Nursing,  The 
Most  Reverend  James  C.  McGuigan,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  To- 
ronto, was  the  honorary  chairman,  and  the  fifty-nine  members 
of  the  Class  of  1940  received  their  Diplomas  and  Prizes  from 
Dr.  Harris  McPhedran,  the  chairman.  Dr.  Harris  McPhedran, 
in  his  opening  address,  stressed  the  high  standard  set  by  the 
Training  School,  and  urged  the  graduates  to  live  up  to  it. 
Musical  selections  were  given  by  Miss  Helene  Morton,  and 
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Miss  Sheila  Munro,  accompanied  by  Miss  Winifred  Dowell  at 
the  piano. 

The  Very  Rev.  E.  J.  McCorkell,  C.S.B.,  addressed  the  gradu- 
ates. The  exercises  came  to  a  close  with  "God  Save  the 
King,"  which  Dr.  McPhedran  asked  the  audience  to  sing  as  a 
prayer  for  the  British  Empire.  A  reception  was  held  for  the 
friends  and  relatives  of  the  graduates.  The  prize-winners  are 
as  follows : 

1.  Scholarship  for  One  Year's  Post  Graduate  Work  in 
Public  Health,  given  by  the  Ladies'  Auxiliary — Miss  L. 
Bonin,  Toronto. 

2.  Scholarship  for  Post  Graduate  Work,  given  by  the  Alum- 
nae Association  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital — Miss  M.  M. 
Egan,  Cobden,  Ont. 

3.  Highest   Standing  in   Obstetrical   Nursing,   given  by  Dr. 

D'Arcy  Frawley — Miss  A.  E.  Hickey,  Mt.  Irwin,  Ont. 

4.  The  Doctor  Gideon  Silverthorne  Memorial  Prize,  for 
Proficiency  in  Operating  Room  Technique — Miss  M.  B. 
Avery,  Larder  Lake,  Ont. 

5.  The  Doctor  R.  J.  Dwyer  Memorial  Prize,  given  by  Dr.  J. 
Loudon  for  General  Proficiency — Miss  M.  J.  Kelly,  To- 
ronto. 

6.  Highest  Standing  in  Practical  Nursing,  given  by  Dr.  Geo. 
Wilson.  Second  Year — Miss  H.  M.  Keon,  Chapeau,  Que. 
Intermediate  Year — Miss  M.  R.  Lortie,  Eganville,  Ont. 
Junior  Year — Miss  P.  L.  Zeller,  Melville,  Sask. 

7.  Proficiency  in  Bedside  Nursing,  given  by  Mr.  F.  J.  Hughes, 
K.C.,  LL.D. — Miss  Ella  Beardmore,  Toronto. 

8.  Proficiency  in  Emergency  and  Surgical  Nursing,  given  by 
Dr.  J.  W.  Ross  and  Dr.  J.  Daly— Miss  D.  M.  Tegler,  Ham- 
ilton, Ont. 

9.  Efficiency  in  Urological  Nursing,  given  by  Dr.  G.  S.  Foulds 

— Miss  M.  C.  MacDonald,  Inverness,  N.S. 
10.    Proficiencv  in  Out-Patient  Department,  given  by  Dr.  J. 
H.  Elliott— Miss  0.  J.  Wrubleski,  Kuroki,  Sask.* 


ST.  MARY'S  CONVENT. 

The  following  are  the  successful  pupils  who  tried  piano  at 
the  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music,  June,  1940 : 

Paul  LaChapelle,  Grade  1,  First  Class  Honours. 

Helen  Bochler,  Grade  II,  First  Class  Honours. 
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Margarite  McMillan,  Grade  III,  Honours 

Kathleen  Bochler,  Helen's  sister,  was  ready  to  try  her 
Grade  I,  but  broke  her  arm  a  few  weeks  before  the  examina- 
tion. 


Our  Recital  was  very  well  attended  and  as  usual  the  Babies 
got  a  great  reception.  Father  James  gave  the  Diplomas  to 
the  pupils  who  tried  Examinations  in  February.  He  praised 
the  pupils  and  congratulated  the  parents. 

The  Kindergarten  pupils  gave  a  demonstration  of  Class 
Piano.     Sister  Superior  distributed  prizes  to  successful  pupils. 


We  closed  our  musical  activities  with  a  Garden  Partj'' 
which  all  enjoyed.  Reverend  Father  James,  P.P..  Father 
Johnston  and  Father  Walsh  paid  us  a  visit  during  the  after- 
noon. Prizes  were  distributed  to  several  of  the  pupils  for 
progress  and  success  during  the  year. 


PllIXCE  RUPERT 


Rev.  Father  Kennedy,  O.M.I. ,  of  Ottawa,  who  is  giving 
the  Oblate  retreats  in  the  west,  conducted  the  retreat  for  our 
Sisters  early  in  July.  Two  Sisters  of  St.  Anne  from  the  hos- 
pital in  Smithers  made  the  retreat  with  us. 

KINDERGARTEN  CLOSING  AT  ST.  JOSEPH'S  ACADEMY. 

From  the  small  stage  decorated  with  ferns  and  flowers,  the 
Kindergarten  Class  of  St.  Joseph's  Academy  presented  their 
Musical  Closing  for  their  assembled  parents  and  friends. 

The  opening  choruses  by  the  Kindergarten  were  followed 
by  recitations  and  songs  by  the  members — the  Rhythm  Band, 
in  costume,  supplying  musical  numbers,  new  and  old.  The 
Butterfly  Dance,  by  the  little  girls  in  fluffy  costumes  and  rib- 
bons, made  a  pretty  picture.  In  closing,  the  Graduates,  in 
cap  and  gown,  filed  solemnly  into  place  and  made  their  fare- 
wells ere  departing  to  the  "Big  School." 

The  Rhythm  Band  gave  closing  numbers,  ending  with  ''O 
Canada." 

During  the  interludes.  Miss  Frances  Moore  rendered  several 
selections  on  the  piano. 
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PROGRAMME. 
GOD  SAVE  THE  KING. 

Welcome  Sweet  Summer Class 

We  Are  Babies Class 

Choo-Choo-Choo    Class 

Recitation,  "My  Grandma"   Sheila  Bennett 

Yama  Yama  Man Ruth  MjTwang 

The  Fable   Dorothy  Houston,  Eddie  Gillis 

Rhythm  Band    Class 

Recitation — Mamma  and  Babsie   Joan  Mason 

Two  Little  Maids Ruth  Myrwang,  Joan  Moller 

The  Sandman    Class 

Won't  Go Roald  Feness 

Butterflies— "Action  Song"   The  Girls 

Recitation — "A  Game  of  Tag"    Larry  Valentine 

Bald  Headed  Billy   Class 

Shoemaker  John   Class 

Two  Little  Gossips Sheila  Jensen,  Joan  Moller 

Recitation — "From  One  to  Six" Barbara  James 

The  Toymaker's  Dream  Class 

Recitation The  Graduates 

Rhythm  Band    Class 

Assisted  by  Miss  Frances  Moore. 


VANCOUVER. 

ST.  PATRICK'S  CONVENT. 

The  following  are  the  Music  results  from  the  Toronto  Con- 
servatory of  Music : 

Piano. 

Grade  VI — Theresa  Okawa  (Honours),  Martin  Gray  (Pass). 

Grade  V — Shirley  Kibler  (Honours),  Frances  Hirota 
(Honours). 

Grade  IV — Rosemary  Lautsch;  Betty  Vaughan  (Honours) ; 
Kathleen  Okawa   (Pass). 

Grade  III — Eleanor  Hirota  (Honours). 

Grade  II — Joan  Sameda  (Honours). 

Grade  I — Nancy  Cooley;  Faryl  Hopwood  (Honours). 

Violin. 

Grade  III — Sidney  Burgess,  Jenda  Hillier,  Margaret  A. 
Forley,  Selina  Dunbar  (First  Class  Honours),  June  Lynch 
(Honours). 
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Grade  II — George  Robertson,  Jack  McKendrick,  Sheila 
Dempster  (First  Class  Honours),  Efstratia  Babalos,  Daws 
Howell,  Betty  McArthur  (Honours). 

Theory. 

Grade  V. — Harmony  and  Counterpoint :  Theresa  Pavitt 
(Honours) ;  Theresa  Kurisu  (Pass)  ;  Counterpoint — Shirley 
Handa  (Pass). 

Grade  IV — Counterpoint — Jessie  Gibson  (Honours). 

Grade  II — Theory:  Theresa  O'Kawa,  Marie  A.  Bernhart 
(Honours). 


We  were  delighted  to  have  the  pleasure  of  a  visit  from 
Reverend  Doctor  Davis  during  his  recent  trip  to  the  coast. 
And  not  only  did  Doctor  Davis  say  Mass  at  our  Convent,  but 
with  his  customary  kind  thoughtfulness,  offered  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  for  each  Sister's  intention. 


Recently  we  received  a  letter  from  Father  William  Yick, 
who  was  ordained  in  Rome  at  Easter  time.  Many  will  remem- 
ber Father  Vick  as  the  Danish  boy,  a  fervent  Lutheran,  who 
became  a  convert  and  Avas  received  into  the  Church  at  St. 
Patrick's  about  nine  years  ago. 

Shortl}^  after  his  conversion  he  heard  the  call  of  the  Master 
to  labour  in  His  vineyard,  and  through  the  kind  offices  of 
Monsignor  Forget,  he  was  enabled  to  enter  the  Junior  Semin- 
ary. On  the  completion  of  a  brilliant  course  there,  he  was 
accepted  by  the  Bishop  of  Denmark  and  sent  to  the  College 
of  Propaganda. 

The  zealous  young  priest  is  now  anxiously  awaiting  the 
opportunity  to  begin  his  apostolic  labours  in  his  native  Den- 
mark. 


The  Sisters  of  St.  Patrick's  Convent  undertook  this  summer 
the  work  of  conducting  Religious  Vacation  Schools  at  four  cen- 
tres neighbouring  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Comox,  V.I.,  which 
they  made  their  headquarters.  They  report  a  good  attendance 
and  gratifying  results. 

The  annual  Retreat  was  held  at  St.  Patrick's  Convent, 
Vancouver,  from  July  28th  to  Aug.  5th.  It  was  conducted 
by  Reverend  Father  6'Hare,  C.SS.R. 
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The  Matriculation  results  at  St.  Patrick's  High  School  were 
most  gratifying.  One  hundred  and  fourteen  papers  were 
written  and  one  hundred  and  thirteen  were  passed. 

The  following  students  completed  Senior  Matriculation: 
James  Doyle,  Kathleen  Erickson,  William  Kearns,  Edga  Lo- 
vick,  Donald  Mcintosh,  Dermot  Mclnerney,  Hilda  Walker, 
Allan  Williams. 

Bernice  Marshall  passed  in  all  but  one  subject. 

Those  who  completed  Junior  Matriculation  were :  Anne 
Bernier,  Monica  Dodsworth,  Irving  Dodsworth,  Bruna  Fac- 
chin,  Francis  Kearney,  Mary  Layton,  Evelyn  Murphy. 

Students  of  Grade  XI.  passed  in  two  subjects. 


OBITUARY. 
Sister  M.  Columba  Hayes. 

Death  claimed  Sister  M.  Columba  of  the  Sisters  of  St. 
Joseph,  Toronto,  on  May  15th.  Although  in  failing  health  for 
the  past  few  years.  Sister  Columba  managed  the  Dispensary 
at  the  Mother  House  so  efficiently  that  few  realised  she  was 
in  her  eighty-third  year.  Some  weeks  ago  she  became  acutely 
ill,  and  as  her  sufferings  increased  her  cheerful  courage  was 
a  source  of  edification  to  all. 

The  deceased  Sister,  formerly  Bridget  Teresa  Hayes,  was 
born  in  Barrie,  Ont.  In  1877  she  entered  St.  Joseph's  Con- 
vent. For  twelve  years  she  taught  music  in  mission  houses 
of  the  Order.  Later  she  was  chosen  as  one  of  the  three  Sis- 
ters who  were  trained  as  nurses  when  the  Community  took 
over  the  Diphtheria  Hospital  in  1891.  Then,  when  St.  Mich- 
ael's, Toronto,  Avas  opened,  she  was  appointed  to  its  staff  and 
was  given  charge  of  the  Dispensary. 

Later,  she  held  the  position  of  Superior  of  St.  Joseph's 
Hospital,  Comox,  B.C. ;  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Toronto ;  St. 
Joseph's  Convent,  Barrie,  and  for  a  short  time  at  the  Sacred 
Heart  Orphanage.  For  six  years  she  was  assistant  to  the- 
Superior  General  of  the  Community. 

The  Requiem  Mass,  celebrated  Friday,  May  17th,  in  St. 
Joseph's  Convent  Chapel,  was  sung  by  Rev.  S.  McGrath,  as- 
sisted by  Rev.  M.  Oliver,  C.S.B.,  as  deacon,  and  Rev.  W.  H. 
Murray,  C.S.B.,  as  sub-deacon. 
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Sister  M.  Edana  Ryan. 

On  July  27th,  Sister  Edana,  formerly  Catherine  Ryan,  the 
daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Ryan,  died  in  St. 
Michael's  Hospital.  She  received  her  nurse's  training  at  St. 
Michael's  Hospital  and  in  1910  entered  St.  Joseph's  Convent. 
Sister  Edana  was  engaged  at  different  times  as  floor  super- 
visor, as  Superintendent  of  the  Training  School,  as  head  of  the 
Emergency  Department  and  as  Superior  of  the  Operating 
Room.  In  the  last  capacity  she  also  spent  a  few  years  at  St. 
Joseph's  Hospital,  Winnipeg.  For  the  past  two  years  she  de- 
voted herself  to  administrative  work  in  connection  with  the 
graduate  nurses. 

Sister  Edana  was  loved  by  all  who  knew  her.  While  she 
was  described  as  a  perfect  bed-side  nunse,  she  proved  herself 
equally  efficient  at  every  task  assigned  her.  For  in  the  oper- 
ating room,  her  supervision  gave  evidence  of  study  and  pre- 
paration for  the  work,  and  in  the  emergency  department  her 
decision  and  courage  were  invaluable.  Her  unfailing  kindli- 
ness, her  cheerfulness  and  patience  in  the  midst  of  arduous 
duties  bespoke  an  inner  spiritual  strength.  Her  spirit  of  peace- 
ful acceptance  of  God's  Will  made  the  last  long  weeks  of  suf- 
fering a  closer  following  of  the  Divine  Master  than  that  which 
had  been  hers  during  the  thirty  years  of  her  consecrated  life. 

The  funeral  took  place  from  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  the 
Solemn  Mass  of  Requiem  being  sung  with  Rev.  S.  Perdue, 
C.S.B.,  as  celebrant ;  Rev.  J.  Noon,  C.S.P.,  deacon,  and  Rev.  L. 
Smyth  sub-deacon. 

Members  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital  staff  and  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation were  present.  Students  and  graduate  nurses  formed 
a  guard  of  honor  as  the  remains  were  carried  from  the  chapel. 

Of  the  deceased  Sister's  immediate  family  there  survive 
a  brother,  Dr.  Joseph  Ryan,  and  a  sister,  Miss  Matilda  Ryan. 
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SENIOR  ALUMNAE  MEETING. 

At  the  last  meeting  of  the  St.  Joseph's  College  Alumnae 
held  on  June  2nd,  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  the  new  Executive 
for  1940-1941  was  elected. 

Mrs.  Reid,  President,  gave  the  chair  to  Mrs.  Hayes  who 
Avas  in  charge  of  nominations.  The  nominations  Avere  accepted 
and  ratified.  Mrs.  Hayes  urged  all  the  members  to  co-operate 
with  the  new  Executive,  particularly  at  this  time. 

The  College  School  Graduates  of  1940  then  joined  the 
meeting.  Words  of  welcome  were  spoken  to  Reverend  Mother, 
the  Sisters,  the  graduates,  guest  artists  and  members  of  the 
Alumnae.  Congratulations  were  extended  to  Miss  Margaret 
Kelman  on  the  60th  anniversary  of  her  graduation.    The  gradu- 
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ates  were  heartily  congratulated  with  sincere  good  wishes  for 
happiness  in  the  future.  In  the  name  of  the  graduates,  Miss 
Eileen  McDonough  responded,  thanking  all  for  their  kind 
greetings. 

A  violin  solo  was  rendered  by  Miss  Jacqueline  Albani, 
accompanied  bv  her  mother.  A  piano  solo  bv  Miss  Hermine 
Keller. 

Thanks  were  expressed  to  the  guest  artists  and  congratula- 
tions were  extended  to  Mrs.  Ellard  and  her  Executive. 

Mrs.  Wallis  echoed  the  thoughts  of  all  in  presenting  Mrs. 
Reid,  the  retiring  President,  with  a  gift  as  a  token  of  affection 
and  loyalty  for  her  untiring  efforts  on  behalf  of  the  Alumnae. 

In  accepting  this  gift,  Mrs.  Reid  emphasized  the  privilege 
of  working  with  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  and  the  value  of 
education  under  their  guidance,  thanking  all  for  their  co- 
operation in  the  past  and  the  joy  of  association  with  the  mem- 
bers. 

Tea  was  then  served  to  the  graduates  and  members,  fol- 
lowed by  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

Mary  L.  Coghlan. 


Dear  Sister  Leonarda: 

It  is  hard  to  realize  that  another  summer  is  almost  at  its 
closing — August  15th — and  school  about  to  recommence  for 
another  ten  months.  If  it  be  hard  for  me,  long,  long  years 
away  from  schooldays,  what  of  those  carefree  young  ladies 
and  little  ladies  who  are  already  being  outfittted  in  school 
togs!  But  I  have  seldom,  if  indeed  ever,  heard  a  former 
S.J.C.  girl  say  she  was  not  happy  to  think  of  returning  to  the 
familiar  places  and  teachers  and  I  suppose  it  is  so  with  every 
school  child  if  they  should  be  asked  it  seriously. 

And  now  for  the  news  of  the  "old  goils,"  which  bit  b.y  bit 
trickles  into  our  mail.  Joan  is  going  in  on  the  next  bus 
to  be  on  hand  for  the  practice  for  the  Mammoth  Choir  Concert 
at  the  Exhibition  this  year,  and  in  which  she  will  take  part 
with  the  members  of  Father  Ronan's  C.Y.O.  Glee  Club,  and 
I  shall  try  to  have  this  ready  to  send  in  to  you  by  her. 

I  think  you  should  reprint  that  whole  item  about  Monica 
Reynolds,  including  the  picture  of  her,  and  I  append  it  below : 
Many  of  our  girls  must  be  doing  their  bit  in  winning  the  war, 
and  we  hope  we  will  get  news  of  it  from  time  to  time.  It  is 
a  joy  to  know  "our  girls"  are  in  it  as  well  as  "our  boys." 
Good  luck  to  Monica! 

"When  Monica  Teggy'  Reynolds  goes  overseas  as  dietitian 
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to  join  a  Canadian  General  Hospital  Unit  now  in  England, 
she  won't  be  taking  along  any  knitting  needles.  Instead 
she'll  take  her  school  books. 

"No,  she  said  emphatically  yesterday  as  she  smoothed  the 
tunic  of  her  smart  blue  uniform,  "I  tried  knitting  socks,  but 
they  turned  out  bumpy.  I  want  to  be  of  as  much  service  as 
I  can  so  I'm  taking  along  all  my  books  that  have  to  do  with 
dietetics." 

Known  books,  she  pointed  out,  are  always  better  friends 
for  reference  than  new,  and  'Peggy'  has  been  collecting  know- 
ledge of  her  profession  ever  since  she  headed  into  the  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto  for  household  economics  in  1934. 

She  is  young,  pretty  and  enthusiastic,  graduated  from  the 
university  in  1938,  spent  a  year  at  O.C.E.  preparing  to 
teach,  and  then  last  year  served  on  the  dietetic  staff  of  St. 
Michael's  Hospital.  It  is  just  "chance,"  she  said,  that  the  ap- 
pointment came  her  way.  She  had  planned  this  fall  to  teach 
school. 

"I  would  have  liked  that  too,"  she  said.  "When  one 
spends  four  years  in  university,  and  then  keeps  on  studying 
trying  to  be  of  service,  it  is  satisfying  to  be  doing  anything 
that  puts  that  training  to  work." 

She  is  a  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Arthur  J.  Reynolds, 
Wanless  Ave.  Iler  father  is  of  Irish  stock,  her  mother  of 
U.E.L.,  and  both  claim  their  ancestry  will  stand  Peggy  in  any 
emergency.  Said  her  father  proudly  ^^esterday:  ''They  need 
our  boys,  and  if  our  girls  have  special  attributes  that  can  be 
of  service,  why  not  let  them  go?" 

She  is  a  graduate  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent  and  of  St. 
Joseph's  College,  and  a  member  of  the  Newman  Club.  A 
sister,  Mrs.  Donald  Tudhope,  a  graduate  nurse,  has  been  lec- 
turing for  the  Red  Cross  since  the  outbreak  of  war.  Peggy 
was  on  the  dietetic  staff  of  Bolton  Camp  when  word  of  her 
appointment  came." 

Margaret  Hunt,  R.N.,  was  among  the  earliest  volunteer 
nurses,  and  is  on  duty  at  the  Toronto  Military  Hospital. 

From  Port  Dalhousie,  May  10. 
An  interesting  talk  on  poetry  was  given  before  the  pupils 
of  St.  Ann's  School,  Port  Dalhousie,  yesterday  afternoon,  by 
Mrs.  Elsie  M.  Fry.  Several  poems  which  Mrs.  Fry  (Roberta 
Francis)  has  written  were  read  by  the  well-known  St.  Cath- 
arines writer.  Mrs.  Fry  also  acted  as  judge  of  a  poetry 
contest  conducted  among  the  pupils.  Mrs.  Fry  writes  that 
her  son  Jerry  is  in  the  Air  Force. 
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Mrs.  Hosteller  tells  us,  *'My  daughter  Joan  and  her  friend, 
Miss  Naylor,  from  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  were  here  for  two 
weeks  and  did  have  such  a  lovely  visit.  My  dear  friend  Mar- 
garet McCrohan  was  with  us  too  during  the  summer.  Sally, 
our  second  girl,  starts  High  School  at  Our  Lady  of  the  Elms 
Convent  this  fall.  I  do  wish  I  might  have  her  at  St.  Joseph's 
but  can't  arrange  it  as  yet ;  however,  I  still  have  two  more  girls 
and  may  get  my  wish." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tom  Beal  (Julia  Walsh)  spent  some  time  in 
New  York.    They  visited  Mrs.  T.  Kelly. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kelly  (Helen  Kramer)  called  at  St.  Joseph's 
on  their  way  to  New  York. 

Mrs.  Marie  Louise  Redmond  writes  about  our  'Lilies,'  and 
especially  about  your  editorials,  which  she  recognizes,  as  do 
we  all,  as  "delightful,"  and  especially  vour  article  on  Bot- 
ticelli ! 

And  Blanche  J.  Thompson,  Litt.D.,  of  Rochester,  in  writing 
about  the  same  article,  says:  "Well,  I  always  thought  that 
Fatima  was  one  of  Bluebeard's  wives.  One  lives  and  learns! 
I  find,  moreover,  that  I  can  understand  Botticelli  with  the  help 
of  your  able  pen,  rather  better  than  the  psycho-neurol  dicho- 
tomy in  spite  of  the  aid  of  Confucius.  I  always  like  your  June 
number  because  you  have  such  attractive  and  intelligent  look- 
ing graduates." 

And  speaking  of  graduates,  or  rather  writing  of  them, 
suggests  that  one  of  this  year's  graduates  spent  a  week  or  so 
with  us  out  here  this  summer  and  in  writing  her  "bread  and 
butter"  note  described  another  holiday  so  charmingly  that  I 
am  going  to  quote  her,  too.  She  drove  with  her  family  to  her 
mother's  old  home  in  Prince  Edward  Island.  Incidentally  her 
mother  is  an  honor  member  of  our  alumnae  Association  and 
mother  of  three  St.  Joseph's  pupils,  of  whom  Anne  is  the 
eldest. 

"Well,  we  arrived  in  Prince  Edward  Island  on  Tuesday 
night,  after  leaving  Toronto  on  Saturday  at  noon.  The  trip 
was  perfect.  I  love  Quebec,  and  Gaspe  is  breathtakingly  beau- 
tiful, something  like  the  pictures  of  the  Rockies  I've  seen,  with 
great  high  hills  covered  with  fir  trees  and  lakes  at  the  foot. 
The  road  was  on  the  side  of  a  hill  and  every  minute  there  was 
something  new  to  see. 

We  came  through  New  Brunswick  to  Cape  Tormentine, 
where  having  just  missed  the  boat,  and  having  a  two  hours' 
wait  for  the  next,  we  spent  some  of  the  time  swimming  in  the 
salt  water  off  the  dock.     At  last  the  boat  came  and  we  had 
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a  wonderful  trip  over.  A  storm  was  coming  up  and  the  waves 
were  huge.  At  Borden  we  got  into  the  car  again  and  drove 
eighty  miles  to  our  cousin's  home  beyond  Montague  ...  I  have 
relatives  all  over  the  district  and  I  feel  like  the  little  boy 
who,  like  me,  was  visiting  his  mother's  old  home,  and  after  his 
mother  had  shown  him  this  and  that  "blood-relation,"  as  she 
called  them,  said,  "How  many  bloody  relations  have  I,  any- 
way?" My  cousin  has  a  Silver  Fox  ranch,  an  oyster  packing 
house,  a  lobster  packery,  and  farms.  It  is  all  very  interesting. 
I  have  been  for  a  walk  down  the  red  clay  roads  and  down 
the  shore  and  it  is  all  so  like  "Anne  of  Green  Gables"  that 
I  can  almost  imagine  I  am  she.  I've  seen  hundreds  of  places 
where  she  would  have  wandered  and  Avoods  where  she  Avould 
have  imagined  herself  a  fairy  princess.  I've  seen  creeks,  too, 
and  little  rivers  just  like  the  one  she  floated  down  as  the 
*'Lady  of  Shalott."  It's  all  so  terribly  beautiful  I  love  it. 
(If  Sister  Josephine  heard  me  use  "terribly"  in  that  sense 
she'd  go  through  the  roof!)" 

There  now.  Sister,  that  should  prove  the  "intelligent-look- 
ing graduates"  whom  Miss  Thompson  mentions  to  be  the 
really  intelligent  girls  of  whom  S.J.C.  must  be  very  proud. 
That  letter  was  not  meant  to  be  reprinted,  nor  read  by  any- 
one but  her  hostess,  yet  she  took  time  out  from  a  crowded- 
with-sights  holiday  trip  of  ten  days'  or  two  weeks'  duration 
to  write  of  her  joys  for  us  to  share.  She  is  Anne*  Golden, 
valedictorian  of  1940.    You'll  find  her  in  the  Class  photo. 

Alma  Cloney  is  holidaying  in  the  Catskills  at  St.  Joseph's 
Villa,  which  overlooks  the  Hudson,  and  made  a  pilgrimage  to 
Auriesville,  Shrine  of  the  Jesuit  Martyrs. 

Mrs.  Maclnnes  visited  Toronto  in  May  and  took  Mrs.  H. 
Bering  back  with  her  to  Oakfield  to  spend  the  summer. 

Your  Lilies  set  a  very  high  standard  and  I  congratulate 
you  again  on  the  splendid  material  and  turn-out.  I  shall  send 
the  second  paper  in  a  short  time.  I  am  getting  ready  a  printed 
lOOpage  contribution  of  17th  century  MSS.  for  the  Archivian 
Hibernicum  of  IMaynooth.     (Rev.  Myles  V.  Ronan). 

Well,  Sister,  Joan  will  be  off  on  the  bus  in  five  more  minutes, 
so  having  come  to  the  end  of  the  clippings,  I  shall  end  my  epis- 
tle with  best  wishes  for  a  completely  well  right  wrist  very 
soon. 

Yours  faithfully, 

Gertrude   (O'Connor)    Thompson. 
(Mrs.  J.  A.) 
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Aug.  8,  1940. 
Dear  Alma  Mater  and  the  Girls-At-Home : 

I  am  entirely  to  blame  for  the  absence  of  a  letter  from 
your  scribe  in  the  June  issue,  but  it  pleased  me  to  see  letters 
from  other  alumnae.  I  do  wish  more  of  the  girls  would  write 
and  tell  us  their  doings  and  interests. 

One  of  my  best  pals,  and  with  whom  I  have  had  and  still 
do  have  such  good  fun,  is  Daisy  (Callaghan)  Brain  of  Oshawa. 
The  marriage  of  her  sister  Marian  to  Mr.  John  Wilkinson,  late 
in  June  was  a  lovely  affair,  and  I  managed  to  spend  a  couple 
of  days  with  Daisy  at  that  time.  Among  the  other  guests  was 
our  own  Margaret  Haines,  whose  brother  was  best  man  for 
his  cousin.  We  had  a  few  very  short  chats  about  St.  Joseph's, 
but  hope  for  a  re-union  soon. 

Catherine  Flahiff  and  Dorothy  Chambers  have  done  some 
re-arranging  regarding  summer  vacations,  since  I  wrote  last. 
They  were  all  set  for  Alaska,  but  alas  for  Alaska !  It  belongs 
to  our  good  neighbor  Uncle  Sam,  so  passports  were  necessary. 
The  girls  decided  at  the  last  minute  to  go  to  the  Pair,  and 
then  out  to  Banff  for  the  rest  of  their  time.  They  managed  to 
get  in  the  New  York  trip  before  passports  became  necessary — 
details  of  the  trip  are  lacking  up  to  now.  Banff  thrilled  them. 
We  quote  from  the  reverse  side  of  Dorothy's  pretty  card  show- 
ing snow-capped  mountains,  lake  and  tepee.  She  tells  us,  "We 
had  five  glorious  days  at  Lake  Louise,  swimming,  hiking,  sleep- 
ing and  riding  the  poor,  long-suffering  mountain  ponies.  In 
our  odd  moments  we  chased  bears,  with  our  cameras,  but  they 
collected  at  the  village  dump  and  the  smell  was  terrific.  We 
came  back  to  Banff  for  Indian  Days.  The  first  grand  parade 
is  to-morrow  morning  with  chiefs  in  full  regalia  and  squaws 
sporting  papooses.  They  are  also  taking  a  movie  and  every- 
one is  invited  to  be  in  the  mob.  After  which  we  will  rent  a 
canoe  and  look  up  this  tepee."  I  envied  them  in  everything 
they  did,  and  I  am  hoping  that  they  won't  'hold  out  on  us' 
too  long,  but  that  they'll  give  us  full  particulars  of  their 
month  in  that  lovely  section  of  Canada.  Some  of  you  will  be 
interested  to  know  that  Eleanor  (Flahiff)  Cleary  of  St.  Cath- 
arines, a  graduate  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  and  who  was 
Librarian  there  for  some  years,  has  a  lovely  new  son.  Another 
graduate  of  the  Hospital,  Sadie  (Pierce)  Theobald,  was  here 
in  Peterborough  recently  with  her  daughter  Jo-Ann  and  her 
husband.  Dr.  Joseph  Theobald.  Sadie  is  another  Oshawa  ac- 
quaintance of  mine.  Aileen  (Reynolds)  Tudhope,  another 
graduate,  is  finding  time  for  Red  Cross  instruction,  in  spite 
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of  the  demands  of  her  son  Tony,  who  is  now  4  months  old. 
Peggy,  her  younger  sister  (Monica,  on  the  books),  expects  to 
be  drafted  overseas  in  a  short  time,  as  she  has  been  assigned 
to  a  Canadian  Hospital  Unit  as  Dietitian.  We  are  proud  that 
one  of  our  own  graduates  has  been  chosen  to  serve  her  country 
in  this  way,  and  we  all  wish  Peggy  every  success  in  this  her 
first  position  since  graduation.  Catherine  Carroll,  a  Loretto 
graduate,  was  a  recent  visitor,  and  we  joined  other  former 
students  in  several  reunions :  Margery  McNulty,  whose  family 
have  such  a  lovely  summer  home  near  here,  and  where  I 
spend  many  happy  days ;  Joan  Lynch,  and  Doreen  Sheehy  also. 
We've  had  several  memorable  week-ends  at  the  Sheehy  cot- 
tage at  Stoney  Lake  recently.  Mary  Gallagher,  who  will  be 
called  to  the  bar  in  September,  was  a  visitor  of  Catherine 
Corkery  during  July.  We  offer  Mary  our  condolences  in  the 
recent  death  of  her  father,  M.P.  for  South  Cochrane,  Inci- 
dentally, it  takes  a  great  deal  of  persuasion  to  drag  Cath. 
out  to  the  lake  over  week-ends  since  she  has  taken  up  golf; 
we  fear  she  really  has  the  'Bug.'  Another  old  friend  I  was 
glad  to  see  again  this  summer,  is  the  former  Kay  Kelly,  who 
graduated  about  1935 — she  is  now  Mrs,  Glen  Stewart,  We 
were  at  the  same  hotel  in  Muskoka,  and  you  can  imagine  the 
fun  we  had ! 

I  must  tell  you  of  the  lovely  new  St.  Joseph's  Island  in 
Stoney  Lake — I  don't  mean  it's  been  put  there  recently — ^but 
is  the  recent  gift  of  a  non-Catholic  gentleman  to  the  local 
order  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  We've  all  been  suggesting 
more  bizzare  names  for  the  island,  but  if  St.  Joseph  is  around 
anywhere,  all  is  well.  The  island  covers  about  3  or  4  acres 
and  has  an  island  to  the  south  and  another  to  the  north  which 
serve  as  windbreaks.  The  house  is  beautifully  finished  and 
furnished.  A  boathouse  and  dock  on  the  south  side  of  the 
island  complete  the  set-up  which  is  the  envy  of  all  the  cot- 
tagers around.  The  Sisters  have  been  enjoying  life  at  the 
Lake  since  early  summer.  They  hope  to  erect  a  chapel  on  the 
grounds  next  year,  since  they  have  had  an  old  altar  from  our 
Cathedral  given  them. 

I  think  I  mentioned  before  about  the  "night-work"  Adele 
McGuane  has  been  doing  'Avay  down  there  in  Los  Angeles. 
To-day  I  received  a  hand-bill,  giving  the  American  and  Euro- 
pean press  reports  on  her  employer's  work.  This  girl,  Edith 
Lorand,  is  a  Hungarian  violinist-conductor,  and  has  an  orches- 
tra of  20  men.  According  to  the  press,  she  was  well-received 
here  in  Canada  on  a  visit  to  Toronto  some  years  ago.  What 
an  interesting  time  Adele  must  have  in  her  service !    Of  course, 
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Adele  is  still  in  the  banking  world  from  9  to  5,  but  helps  Miss 
Lorand  with  her  arrangements  and  rehearsals  in  the  evenings. 

Some  of  the  college  graduates  of  the  early  30's  will  probably 
remember  Jean  Duffus  of  Peterborough.  Jean's  marriage  to 
Ted  Quinlan  of  Port  Hope  was  a  charming  event  of  mid- April. 
The  parties  which  preceded  it  were  many  and  so  delightful  too 
— really  breaking  the  monotony  of  the  long  spring  we  had. 

Helen  Dandy's  marriage  to  Mr.  Norman  Kasta  was  a  charm- 
ing event  of  June  29th  in  Holy  Rosary  Church.  Mrs.  Jack 
Egan  (Simone  Poupore)  and  Miss  Kay  Killoran  Avere  among 
her  hostesses  prior  to  her  wedding. 

Early  July  saAv  the  marriage  of  Dorothy  Costello  to  Mr. 
Joseph  Powell.  Mr.  Ronald  McGrath  of  Peterborough  (Mary 
Costello's  husband)  gave  the  bride  in  marriage,  and  Aileen  and 
Agnes  Costello  were  the  attendants.  That  is  the  advantage 
of  having  4  or  5  girls  in  the  family — they  show  up  so  nicely 
at  such  times  as  a  wedding ! 

Mabel  Green  was  married  to  Mr.  Cameron  Hayward,  and 
was  an  attractive  bride  in  her  satin  gown  with  a  shower 
bouquet.  Martina  Rowe  was  married  to  Mr.  Robert  Jones  in 
the  church  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  during  eTuly.  Verna 
Rowe  was  her  sister's  attendant,  and  little  Denise  Ann  Unser 
was  a  junior  bridesmaid. 

Nina  Glover  w^as  a  pretty  bridesjnaid  this  week,  here  in 
Peterborough,  when  her  brother  Max  Avas  married  to  Miss 
Kay  Kearne3^    Nina  has  recently  joined  her  brother's  firm. 

I'm  told  that  Ursula  Montag  is  still  in  Waterloo,  doing 
office  work  and  that  Estelle  Desormeaux  is  nursing  in  Ottawa. 

Nora  Phelan's  marriage  brought  another  one  of  the  old 
bunch  into  the  limelight  again.  Eileen  (Mrs.  Miller  Imvood) 
was  her  maid  of  honour  at  her  wedding,  on  June  8th,  to  Mr. 
Arthur  Rogers,  in  St.  John's  Church.  Another  bride  of  June 
8th  Avas  Lillian  Boyce,  Avho  married  Mr.  Bert  LillcAv. 

I  Avas  to  sorry  to  have  to  miss  Patti  (Dever)  Yarker's  tea 
in  Lillian's  honour,  on  May  12th,  but  I  had  to  get  back  to 
Peterborough  in  a  hurry.  Lillian's  trousseau  tea  Avas  held  on 
June  1st.  That  same  Aveek-end  the  Alumnae  reception  in  honor 
of  the  College  graduates  Avas  a  real  re-union,  but  I  had  to 
miss  that  also. 

Rita  Dever,  noAv  Mrs.  Connal,  expects  to  be  living  in  Peter- 
borough, to  Avhich  district  her  husband  has  been  transferred 
recently. 

Miss  Mary  Mickels  of  Montreal  visited  at  St.  Joseph's 
recentlv. 
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We  were  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of  Mrs.  William  Scully — 
mother  of  Alma  and  Evelyn.  We  offer  them  our  sincere  sym- 
pathy in  the  great  loss  of  their  beloved  mother. 

Our  sympathy  and  prayers  are  oft'ered  to  Mrs.  Hayes  (Mar- 
guerite Manley),  whose  mother  died  suddenly  at  her  summer 
home  in  Earlbourne  on  August  5th. 

Among  the  new  arrivals  in  families  of  our  Alumnae  are 
the  following: 

On  March  18th,  a  daughter  to  Mary  (Palmer)  Mallon,  To- 
ronto. 

Also  during  March,  a  son  to  Helen  (O'Donnell)  Calnan, 
Tweed. 

On  April  1st,  "Donald  Anthony"  to  Aileen  (Reynolds) 
Tudhope. 

A  May  arrival  was  the  son  of  Maxine  (Dunn)  Fitzpatrick. 

On  May  31st,  a  son  to  Rose  (Hayes)  Shuman. 

On  May  11th,  ''Mary  Jane"  to  Edna  (Rosar)  Evans. 

I  do  hope  that  all  the  girls  are  enjoying  this  summer  as 
I  am — the  winter  was  so  long  in  leaving  us,  and  even  spring 
was  such  a  sad,  weepy  period  that  Summer  seems  to  be  doing 
her  best  to  outshine  them  all,  and  making  a  wonderful  job  of  it 
too.  This  typing  has  been  going  on  now  for  45  minutes,  and 
since  I  must  save  all  reserve  strength  for  a  golf  match  to-mor- 
row, this  is  good-bye  until  the  December  issue — shivery 
thought,  isn't  it? 

Best  of  luck  to  all  of  you,  especially  to  those  engaged  in 
war  work. 

Sincerely, 

Hilda   Sullivan. 


Your  prayers  are  requested  for  Archbishop  Forbes ;  Mr. 
Brick ;  Mrs.  Barlow ;  Mrs.  McBrady ;  Mr.  Frank  Smyth ;  Mr. 
Keating ;  Mr.  Davies ;  Mr.  J.  McLarren ;  Mr.  Spence ;  Mrs.  Mul- 
vihill;  Mrs.  C.  Gallagher;  Sister  Marie  des  Victoires;  Mrs. 
Regan ;  Miss  McGuire ;  Mr.  Sullivan ;  Mr.  E.  Parent ;  Mrs. 
Larkin ;  Mrs.  W.  Scully ;  Mr.  Larochelle ;  Miss  McDonald ; 
Mr.  L.  lamontuoni ;  Mrs.  O'Malley ;  Mrs.  Buckley ;  Mr.  Carroll ; 
Mrs.  Finucan ;  Mrs.  G.  Flannerv;  Mr.  Watson;  Mr.  Hackett; 
Mrs.  Heeny;  Mrs.  Marsh;  Mr.  L.  Forrest;  Mr.  A.  Way;  Mrs. 
J.    Desroches;  Mr.  Hewston;  Miss  Doran;  Mr.  F.  Dalton, 

Eternal  rest  grant  unto  them,  O  Lord,  and  let  perpetual 
light  shine  upon  them.     May  they  rest  in  peace! 


— +» 
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LE  SAINT  BAPTEME— By  His   Eminence   Cardinal   Villen- 
euve,  La  Librairie  de  I'Action  Catholique,  Quebec.  Price  35c, 

"The  Holy  Sacrament  of  Baptism"  is  a  doctrinal  study  of 
some  of  the  effects  of  the  sacrament  of  Baptism.  It  is  a 
small  book  containing  three  sermons  that  were  delivered  by 
His  Eminence  Cardinal  Villeneuve,  in  the  Basilica  of  Quebec, 
during  Advent  of  1939.  In  the  first  instruction,  a  special  em- 
phasis is  laid  on  the  tremendous  gift  of  faith,  gratuitoush'' 
given  by  God  to  the  soul,  and  as  a  consequence  the  dignity  and 
nobility  to  which  the  baptized  soul  is  elevated.  In  the  se- 
cond, the  author  discusses  thoughtfully  and  helpfully,  the 
doctrine  of  the  indwelling  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  the  soul.  In 
the  third  and  last  instruction,  is  described  briefly  the  history 
and  doctrine  of  the  mystical  Body  of  Christ,  in  its  relation 
between  Christ  and  the  Christian,  as  well  as  in  its  relation 
to  the  structure  of  the  Church  in  its  members,  and  the  Blessed 
Eucharist.  Sister  St.  Peter,  C.S.J. 


"MINUTE  MEN  CATHOLAGANDA"  is  a  FoUow-UP  Cor- 
respondence Course, — one  of  the  Catholigetics  published  by 
Fathers  Rumble  and  Carty  of  St.  Paul.  Minnesota.  It  is  just 
the  kind  of  booklet  a  zealous  Catholic  would  like  to  have  to 
present  to  his  non-Catholic  friends  for  perusal  after  a  con- 
versation on  religious  topics. 

About  one-third  of  the  sixty  pages  of  this  small  book  out- 
lines Catholic  teaching  and  practice,  Avhile  the  remainder  of 
the  little  volume  contains  matter  suitable  for  meditation  not 
only  for  beginners  but  also  for  the  busy  Catholic  who  has 
not  time  to  search  lengthy  discourses  for  his  daily  spiritual 
aids  toAvards  union  with  God  in  mental  prayer.  The  booklets 
sell  at  10c.  a  copy  but  are  cheaper  Avhen  purchased  in  large 
numbers.  Sister  Innocentia,  C.S.J. 


THE   KING'S    GOOD    SERVANT— Olive    B.    White.        Mac- 
millan  Company,  Ncav  York,     $2.00. 

This  story  depicts  the  most  dramatic  period  of  Sir  Thomas 
More's  life — ^his  last  six  years.  It  is  firmly  based  on  the  events 
of  one  of  the  momentous  periods  of  the  social,  political  and 
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religious  history  of  England.  It  tells  of  Henry's  choice  of 
More  for  the  chancellorship  upon  the  fall  of  Wolsey  and  of 
More's  serving  the  king  as  long  as  conscience  would  permit  it. 
It  points  out  clearly  that  because  such  a  man's  dissociation 
of  himself  from  the  new-forming  policies  in  a  totalitarian  state 
constitutes  a  rebuke,  he  is  among  the  first  solicited  to  take 
the  new  oaths  and  among  the  courageous  few  sent  to  the 
Tower  and  to  the  scaffold  for  refusing. 

The  characters  are  true  to  life.  One  can  see  and  feel  the 
charm  of  Henry  VIII,  his  intelligence  and  wit  as  well  as  bis 
temper  and  ruthlessness.  The  picture  of  More's  family  life 
is  sacred  and  that  of  his  acquaintance  with  scholars  all  over 
Europe  is  delightful.  Sister  St.  Luke,  C.S.J. 


H 


ROMAN  YEAR— by  Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

OW  DOES  a  novelist's  name  become  a  household  word? 

Not  necessarily  by  the  number  of  novels  published,  for  it 
is  possible  to  write  many  books  without  in  the  least  captur- 
ing popular  attention.  It  was  not  difficult  at  one  time  to  se- 
cure at  least  some  measure  of  notoriety  by  challenging  con- 
ventions, but  in  view  of  the  intellectual  anarchy  which  exists, 
such  challenges  have  become  commonplace.  On  the  other 
hand,  Miss  Clarke  established  herself  as  a  favourite  author 
because  first  and  foremost  she  is  a  born  storyteller,  while  it 
need  hardly  be  said  that  she  is  a  particular  favourite  with 
the  Catholic  reading  public  because  of  the  innate  Catholicity 
of  her  work. 

Young  aspirants  who  wish  to  write  Catholic  novels  might 
usefully  study  'Roman  Year'  from  the  point  of  view  of  treat- 
ment and  technique,  so  as  to  see  how  this  highly  competent 
writer  "does  it." 

With  deep  understanding  of  human  nature  Miss  Clarke 
here  deals  with  the  love  of  two  women  (one  of  whom,  however, 
is  a  very  young  girl)  for  one  man.  The  main  action  of  the 
story  takes  place  in  Rome,  and  one  need  hardly  say  that  she 
brings  out  the  full  Catholic  significance  of  the  setting,  in  a 
way  that  is  both  instructive  and  interesting.  The  stringency 
of  the  dramatic  material  used  is  found  in  the  fact  that  all 
the  principal  characters  are  good  Catholics,  so  it  never  enters 
the  mind  even  of  the  most  temperamental  to  contemplate  the 
breaking  of  God's  laws  as  a  means  to  an  end. 

S.  M.  L. 
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Results  of  Final  Examinations  in  Arts, 
University  of  Toronto,  May,  1940. 

SCHOLARSHIP   AND   MEDALS. 

The  Fontbonne  Medal  in  English  (Third  Year) — Kathleen 
Bennett. 

The  First  Scholarship  in  the  Pass  Course  (Second  Year) — 
Sister  M.  Emilie. 

The  Second  Scholarship  in  the  Pass  Course  (Second  Year) 
— Theresa  Knowlton. 

FACULTY  OF  HOUSEHOLD  SCIENCE. 

Degree  of  Bachelor  of  Household  Science  was  obtained  by 
Doreen  Smith  (Grade  B),  and  Margaret  Arnold  (Grade  B) ; 
First  Year — Bawn  Hamilton  (Biology). 

Diploma  in  Occupational  Therapy — Ellen  Harkness. 

Diploma  in  Physiotherapy — Joan  Kruger. 

First  Year — Occupational  Therapy — Margaret  Kenney. 


BACHELOR  OF  ARTS — HONOUR  COURSE. 


-Cath- 


Honour  Latin  (FVeneh  or  Greek  Option),  Class  II- 
erine  Richard,  Laurine  Sinclair  (Aeq.). 

English  Language  and  Literature,  Class  II. — Elizabeth 
Gallagher. 

Modern  Languages,  Class  II  (English  and  Spanish) — ]Mar- 
jory  Cherry;  (French  and  Spanish) — Victoria  Longo. 

General  Course   (French  and  Latin) — Helen  Gearon. 

Commerce  and  Finance — Gertrude  Mulcahy. 

BACHELOR  OF  ARTS — PASS  COURSE. 

Grade  B — Kathleen  Bennett,  Marjory  DriseoU,  Winnifred 
Flanagan,  Marjorie  Karal.  Lorna  Smith,  Elda  Teolis. 

Grade  C — Jean  McLeod. 

Pass — Mary  Bennett,  Dorothy  Quinn,  Frances  Grimes  (II. 
Chemistry). 
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THIRD  YEAR — HONOUR  COURSE. 

English  Language  and  Literature,  Class  II. — Mary  Trimble, 
Mary  Miller. 

Modern  Languages,  Class  III. — Glenise  McKenna. 
Music,  Class  II. — Irene  Haffey. 

SECOND  YEAR — HONOUR  COURSE. 

Modern  Languages,  Class  HI. — Eileen  Egan  (Religious 
Knowledge). 

Household  Economies,  Class  II. — Sister  Marie  Christine, 
Elizabeth  Kirby. 

SECOND  YEAR — PASS  COURSE. 

Grade  A — Sister  M.  Emilie,  Theresa  Knowlton. 
Grade  B — Evelyn  Gore. 

Grade  C — Margaret  Corkery,  Josephine  Cecconi,  Cecilia 
Smith. 

Pass — Helen  McKenna. 

FIRST  YEAR — HONOUR  COURSE. 

English  Language  and  Literature,  Class  II. — Mary  Mogan ; 
Class  III.— Mary  Kelly. 

Transferred  to  Second  Year  Pass — Mildred  Ogle,  Violet 
Manion. 

Household  Economics — Transferred  to  Second  Year  Pass — 
Ann  Matheson,  Sheilagh  Ryan. 

FIRST  YEAR — PASS   COURSE. 

Grade  B — Margaret  Browne,  Catherine  Cooke,  Kathleen 
Lawrence,  Ann  Paquet. 

Grade  C — Elizabeth  Callaghan,  Grace  Griffin,  Mary  Martin, 
Virginia  Dwyer  (Gen.  Science). 

Pass — Rita  Burne  (Biology  B),  Mary  Hay,  Betty  Foley 
(French). 

Mary  Ingoldsby  (Aegrotat). 


Events  of  Graduation  Week. 

THURSDAY,   JUNE    6th. 
Graduation  Ball — Newman  Club. 
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FRIDAY,    JUNE   7th. 

10  a.m. — Pontifical  Higli  Mass — St.  Michael's  College. 
2  p.m. — Conferring  of  Degrees — Convocation  Hall. 
4  p.m. — University  Garden  Party.     Reception  by  President 

and  Faculty  of  the  University. 
6  p.m. — Reception  at  St.  Joseph's  College  by  Superior  and 

Staff  to  students  of  the  College  and  their  friends. 
7.30  p.m. — Benediction     of    the     Blessed    Sacrament    in    St. 

Joseph's    College    Chapel,    given     bv     Rev.     Father 

Regan,  C.S.B. 
9.30  p.m. — Graduation  Ball — Hart  House. 

SATURDAY,   JUNE    8th. 

9  a.m. — Baccalaureate    Mass — St.   Joseph's    College    Chapel; 
General  Communion  of  the  Graduates ;  Sermon  by 
Very  Rev.  Father  MeCorkell,  President  of  St.  Mich- 
ael's College.     Celebrant — Rev.  F.  Bennett. 
Breakfast  of  Graduates  and  Guests. 

1  p.m. — Luncheon  at  Alexandra  Palace  to  Graduates  of  Lor- 
etto  and  St.  Joseph's  by  St  Michael's  College  Alumnae 
Association 


/GRADUATES'  RETREAT.— On  June  21st,  19  graduates 
^^  gathered  at  the  College  for  their  annual  retreat,  which 
was  preached  by  Rev.  Father  Sheridan,  C.S.B.  The  hours  of 
silent  prayer,  stimulated  by  the  eloquent  exhortations  of  the 
director  passed  all  too  quickly.  At  its  close  the  Papal  Bene- 
diction was  given,  and  after  a  few  pleasant  moments  with  their 
old  teachers,  farewells  were  said  with  anticipations  of  return 
next  year. 


/CONGRATULATIONS— to  Dorothy  Jansen,  Helen  Byrnes 
^^  and  Wilhelmina  Wiacek,  who  have  completed  their  courses 
at  Ontario  College  of  Education  and  obtained  their  certificates 
as  High  School  Principals ; 

To  Olive  Quinlan,  Francoise  Clement,  Margaret  Morrissey 
and  Norah  Costello,  who  have  completed  their  courses  at  On- 
tario College  of  Education  and  obtained  their  certificates  as 
High  School  Assistants ; 

To  Teresa  Perdue  on  her  graduation  from  Peterborough 
Normal  School ; 
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To  Fraiicoise  Saint-Jacques  on  obtaining  her  deo:ree  of 
Bachelor  of  Library  Science; 

To  Jean  Kirkpatrick,  M.A.,  on  obtaining  a  Fellowship  in 
Latin  at  the  University ; 

To  Lillian  Karmalska,  B.A.,  on  completing  her  Fifth  Year 
Medicine ; 

To  Mary  Reid,  on  completing  her  Second  Year  Medicine ; 

To  Margaret  Reid  on  obtaining  First  Class  Honours  in 
Commerce  and  Finance ; 

To  Lucille  Bonin  on  graduation  from  St.  Michael's  Hos- 
pital Training  School  Avith  a  scholarship  for  Social  Service 
Nursing ; 

To  Mary  Gallagher.  B.A..  on  completion  of  her  Law  Course 
at  Osgoode  Hall; 

To  Helen  AVallis,  BA.,  on  completion  of  First  Year  Physio- 
therapy. 


A  PPOINTMENTS— Dorothy  Jansen  to  the  stafe  of  Glebe 
■^^    Collegiate,  Ottawa; 

Helen  Byrnes  to  the  staff  of  Sudbury  High  School ; 

Margaret  Morrissey,  to  the  staff  of  Sturgeon  Falls  High 
School ; 

Helen  Kew  to  the  staff'  of  Port  Arthur  High  and  Vocation 
Schools ; 

Francoise  Clement  to  the  staff  of  Sudbury  High  School ; 

Teresa  Perdue  to  the  staff  of  Falconbridge  Public  School. 


A  MONG  GRADUATES  who  paid  flying  visits  to  the  College 
•^  during  the  summer  were  Loretto  Bradley  of  Timmins ; 
Jennie  Farley,  Sudbury  ;  Evelyn  Burke,  Ottawa  ;  Evelyn  Scully, 
Schumacher;  Jean  MacDonald,  Vancouver;  Kathleen  Galla- 
gher, Timmins;  Rita  McCormick ;  Pauline  Bondy;  Bernadine 
Simpson,  Mary  McNamara. 
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ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE  SCHOOL 

Graduation  Exercises. 

r\  N  TUESDAY,  May  21st,  the  eighty-sixth  annual  graduation 
^-^  exercises  of  St.  Joseph's  College  School  were  held,  at 
which  forty-five  young  ladies  received  graduation  diplomas 
and  medals.  Owing  to  the  unusually  large  graduating  class, 
the  School  Auditorium  was  found  inadequate  to  accommodate 
either  the  graduates  and  the  students  of  the  Choral  Class, 
numbering  over  four  hundred,  or  their  guests  and  friends. 
The  Exercises,  therefore,  were  held  in  Convocation  Hall 
through  the  courtesy  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  and  it  would 
be  difficult  to  imagine  a  more  beautiful  or  more  dignified  set- 
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ting  for  such  an  occasion.  The  lovely  young  graduates  in  their 
dainty  white  dresses,  carrying  red  roses  and  wearing  gold- 
leaf  crowns,  were  throAvn  into  artistic  relief  by  the  back- 
ground of  students  in  the  school  uniform  of  black  and  white. 


The  programme  of  singing,  which  ranged  from  devotional 
music  to  lilting  shepherd  dances,  was  particularly  well  execut- 
ed under  the  able  direction  of  Mr.  Albert  W.  Whitehead,  ac- 
companied by  Mr.  Charles  Peaker,  Mus.D.,  F.R.C.O.,  on  the 
organ.  Miss  Betty  Fischer,  a  highly  talented  young  resident 
pupil  of  the  school,  charmed  and  amazed  the  audience  by  an 
extraordinary  violin  performance.  Miss  Anne  Golden  gave 
the  valedictory  in  a  very  pleasing  manner,  voicing  therein  the 
grateful  and  filial  devotion  of  the  Graduating  Class  to  its 
Alma  Mater.  The  guest  speaker  on  the  occasion  Avas  the  Rev. 
D.  O'Connor,  M.A..  Pastor  of  St.  John's  Church,  Toronto,  who 
in  a  thoughtful  address  stressed  the  value  of  Catholic  educa- 
tion, offered  congratulations  both  to  the  Graduates  and  their 
teachers,  and  wished  them  in  the  name  of  all  present.  God- 
speed on  their  life's  adventure. 


GRADUATION  DAY  PROGRAMME. 

School   Hymn — Hail   to   Thee,   Joseph. 

Ave  Maria Arcadelt 

Conferring  of  Honours  on  the  Graduates. 

Violin   Solo — Chaconne    Vitali 

Miss  Betty  Anne  Fischer 
(Pupil  of  A.  Chuhaldin) 

Part  Songs — Greensleeves Old  English,  1580 

Jesu,  Joy  of  Man's  Desiring Whittaker 

Shepherd's  Dance Edward  German 

Valedictory Miss  Anne  Golden 

Address  to  Graduates Reverend  D.  O'Connor,  M.A. 

God  Save  the  King. 

Choral  Instructor  and   Conductor — ^Albert  W.  Whitehead. 

Organist- — Charles  Peaker,  Mus.D.,  F.R.C.O. 


His  Excellency,  Most  Rev.  J.  C.  McGuigan,  D.D.,  honoured 
the  occasion  with  his  presence,  also  a  large  number  of  the 
Diocesan  priests  and  about  fifteen  hundred  friends  of  the 
graduates.  More  than  five  hundred  friends  of  the  graduates 
were  later  entertained  at  a  garden  party  on  the  Convent 
grounds,  which  was  folloAved  by  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 
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Shoiving   University   College  and   Memorial    Toxoer. 


On  the  morning  of  Graduation  Day,  H0I3'  Mass,  attended 
by  the  Graduates  and  the  entire  school,  Avas  offered  for  the 
Graduating  Class  in  the  Convent  Chapel,  by  Rev.  Father 
Burke,  C.S.B.,  the  School  Chaplain. 

Following  is  the  list  of  Graduates : 


Mary  Rita  Bannon. 
June  Mildred  Birch.' 
Mary  Lorraine  Brown. 
Margaret  Elizabeth  Burtt. 
Barbara  Jane  Callahan. 
Dorothy  Margaret  Cira. 
Mary  Louise  Clancy. 
Marian  Teresa  Conlin. 
Ruth  Patricia  Crocker. 
Patricia  Josephine  Cushing. 
Mary  Joan  Duffy. 
Helen  Beatrice  Foley. 
Andrea  Hugette  Frobe. 
Anne  Margaret  Golden. 
Marie  Elizabeth  Hare. 
Joan  Anne  Heron. 
Marion  Margaret  Horgan. 
Thelraa  Marie  Hornberger. 
Jane  Henrietta  Hornell. 
Joan  Marie  Howard 


Joanne  Mary  Hughes 
Helen  Margaret  Hyslop. 
Eleanora  Gloria  Izzo 
Mary  Teresa  Kenney. 
Helen  Jean  Lahey. 
Rosemary   Beatrice   La 

Prairie. 
Margaret  Mary  ^Maloney. 
Theresa  Mary  Maloney. 
Mary  Aileen  McDonough. 
Mary  Elizabeth  McLeod. 
Kathleen  Mary  Mills. 
Margaret  Ann  Moffet. 
Patricia  Marie  Morrison. 
Cecile  Marie  Overend. 
Marie  Florence  Raftis, 
Marie  Rose  Reid. 
Colleen  Katherine  Roach. 
Joan  Mary  Russell. 
Marv  Rita  Sebert. 


Convocation 
Hall 


-a,  *'■ 


Showing 
Graduates 
and  Pupils 

at 

St  Joseph's 

College 

School 

Toronto 

1940 


•;*■'  «i  .^-  '^ 


,«r»>*5- 


.kp" 


348 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

Mary  Claire  Seitz.  Mary  Ellen  Taylor. 

Carmel  Antoinette  Sheehan.       Ruth  Marie  Temple. 
Margaret  Anne  Skea.  Helen  Josephine  Wadden. 


The  following  students  of  St.  Joseph's  College  School  were  suc- 
cessful in  the  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music  examinations,   1940: 

PIANO. 

A.T.C.M.  Teacher's — Elizabeth  Pagotta,  Honours;  Mollie  Gray, 
Honours;   Eveline  Wismer,  Honours. 

Grade  X — ^Colleen  Sadler,   1st  Class  Honours;    Lorine   Graharn. 

Grade  IX — Marie  Cahill. 

Grade  VIII.- — Margaret  Lobraico,  1st  Class  Honours;  Marie 
Rose  Reid,  Honours;  Margaret  Wismer,  Jane  Hornell,  Nancy  Anne 
Featherstone. 

Grade  V. — Louise  Jayne,  Honours. 

Grade  III. — Mary  Claire  LaBine,  1st  Class  Honours;  Ina  Claire 
English,   1st  Class  Honours. 

Grade  II. — Marie  Mills,  1st  Class  Honours;  Paula  Hopkins, 
Honours. 

Grade  I. — Eleanor  Homsy,  Honours;    Marie  Mills,  Honours. 

SINGING. 
Grade  VIII. — Gertrude  Gagnon,  Honours. 

THEORY. 

A.T.C.M.  Teacher's  (written) — Eveline  "Wismer,  1st  Class  Hon- 
ours;   Mollie  Gray,   1st  Class  Honours. 

Grade  V.  Harmony^Eileen  Roney,  Rita  Bannon,  Loretto  Cairo. 

Grade  V.  Form — Eileen  Roney,  1st  Class  Honours;  Loretto 
Cairo,  Eveline  Wismer. 

Grade  V.  History — Loretto  Cairo. 

Grade  V.  Counterpoint — Eileen  Roney,  1st  Class  Honours; 
Angela  Spadoni,   1st  Class  Honours. 

Grade  IV.  Harmony — ^  Rose  Marie  Weiler,  Honours;  Ruth 
Bradley. 

Grade  III.  Harmony — Marie  Cahill,  Eleanor  Midwood,  Bernice 
Winkler. 

Grade  III.  History — Eleanor  Midwood,  Honours;  Colleen  Sadler, 
Honours. 

Grade  II.  Rudiments- — Marie  Heydon,  1st  Class  Honours;  Mar- 
garet Wismer,  1st  Class  Honours;  Marie  Hare,  1st  Class  Honours; 
Aileen  McKay,  1st  Class  Honours;  Marie  Rose  Reid,  1st  Class 
Honours;  Mary  Theresa  Morrison,  1st  Class  Honours;  Jane  Hornell. 
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MUSICAL  RECITAL,  MAY  1st. 
Prograiniiie. 

Idilio    Lack 

Ann  Reid. 

Valsette Borowski 

Mary  Kelly. 

Serenata    Moszkowski 

Margaret  McKay. 

Valse  in  A Livitzki 

Jane  Hornell. 

Nocturne  in  E  flat o Chopin 

Joan  O'Grady. 

Tarantella    Heller 

Margaret  Seitz. 

Minuet  a  I'Antico  No.   3    Seeboeck 

Teresa  Sheehan. 

Aria    Bach 

The  Marionettes  Go  Marching Eckstein 

Nancy  Anne  Featherstone. 

At  the  Donnybrook  Fair    J.   p.   Scott 

Antoinette  Sheehan.         Teresa  Sheehan. 

Hommage  a  Johann   Strauss    Rosenthall 

Eleanor  Midwood. 

Marche  Mignonne    Poldini 

Aileen  McKay. 

Valse   Caprice    C.    Scott 

Marie  Rose  Reid. 

To    Spring    Grieg 

Sonia  Livingstone. 

German  Dance Beethoven 

Doris  Quigley.        Mary  Teresa  Morrison. 

Scherzino    Paderewski 

Margaret   Lobraico. 

Indian  Spring  Song Lieurance 

"Dont   Come   in   Sir,    Please"    C.    Scott 

Jacqueline  Guerard. 
Accompanist — Muriel  Reuben,  A.T.C.M. 

Rustle   of   Spring    Sinding 

Marie  Heydon. 

Feux-Follets    Phillip 

Mary  Duffy. 

Summer  Night Binet 

Nora  Kent. 

Spanish  Dance Granados 

Margaret  Wismer. 

Troika    Tschaikowsky 

Lenore  McConkey. 

Spanish    Dance    Moszkowski 

Margaret  McKay.         Aileen  McKay. 
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MUSICAL  RECITAL,   3IAY  8th, 

Programme. 

Gavotte Keats 

Winnie  Byrne. 

Southern  Nights    Guerrero 

Dora  Riley. 

Dance  of  the  Nymphs    Werner 

Mildred  Conway. 

The  Steeplechase Broadhead 

Dorothy  Gloster. 

Little  Burlesque Lemont 

Margaret  McGuinness. 

Minuet    Schutt 

Bernadette  McGarrity. 

Homing    del    Riego 

Mary  Peace. 
Accompanist — Lucille  Reuben,  A.T.C.M. 

Gipsy   Dance Lichner 

Nysta  Zachanko. 

Waltz  in  A Brahms 

Joan  Southern. 

The  Butterfly    Venino 

Donalda  Smith. 

Danse   Burlesque    L.   Loth 

Marion  Klersy. 

Music  Box    Sadler 

Waltz    Dunhill 

Betty  Metcalfe. 

Will  o'  the  Wisp Jungman 

Barbara  Gallivan. 

Overture — The  Magic  Flute    Mozart 

arr. — Lemoine. 
Babette  Harper,  Teresa  Sheehan,  Eleanor  Midwood. 

Caro  Mio  Ben  (Angels  ever  Bright  and  Fair)    Handel 

The  Shannon  is  Overflowing    Gitz   Rice 

Dedicated  to  Major  A.  D.  Golden. 

Mary  Golden. 

Accompanist — Anne  Golden. 

Humoreske     Dvorak 

Babette  Harper. 

Punchinello    Holliday 

Mary  Therese  Morrison. 

Romance   Mozart 

Doris  Quigley. 

Spring  Song Merkel 

Lucy  Hopkins. 

Gathering    Rosebuds    Hardy 

Bessie  Sinton. 

Sonata  in  E  flat.  No.  1 — Finale Haydn 

Elaine  Hopkins. 
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Jardin  d'Amour    Keel 

Petite  Berceuse    Arensky 

Gertrude  Gagnon. 
Accompanist — Rita  Bannon. 

Valse  Venetienne Holbrooke 

Mildred  Mills. 

Fantasia  in   D   minor    Mozart 

Gwendolyn  Dainty. 

Pinos Matthews 

Prelude  in  C  sharp  minor    Heller 

Joan  Quigley. 

Valse  Episode    Kern 

Marie  and  Rita  Mills. 


MUSICAL  RECTAIi,  JUNE  8th. 
Prograniine. 

The  Sea  Gull Richter 

Patricia  Rosar. 

Cascades    MacLachlan 

Rosanne  Monfred. 

The    Toe    Dancer     Ketterer 

Elizabeth  Moltgen. 

Dance  of  the  Daffodils Mildred  Adair 

Mary  Ann   Rutledge. 

Ecossaise    Schubert 

Patricia  Kelly. 

Slumber  Song Schubert 

Eleanor  Homsy. 

The  Circus  Calliope Leila  Fletcher 

Polly  Wolly  Doodle Leila  Fletcher 

Angela  Monaghan. 

Spring  Flowers    Rolfe 

Patricia  and  Shirley  Anne  Rosar. 

Hop  Skip  and  Jump Bilbro 

Ruth  Tudhope. 

Allegro    Mozart 

March    Rockafield 

Marie  Mills. 

The  Fairy  Bell  Ringers Gwynn 

Paula  Hopkins. 

Skating Klein 

Shirley  Anne  Rosar. 

Skiing     Richter 

Doreen  Garett. 

A  Garden  at  Evening Eckstein 

Tarantella    Coutts 

Shirley  Anne  Heit. 

On  the  Ice  at  Sweet  Briar Crawford 

Mary  Claire  Labine.        Ina  Claire  English. 

Wings  of  the   Humming   Bird    Bocard 

Joan  Carter. 

Valsette    Durand 

Jacqueline  Barre. 
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Gavotte     Zilcher 

Leila  O'Reilly. 

Swan's   Down Rolfe 

Mary  Jane  Dwyer. 

Air  de   Ballet    Goodrich 

Marie  O'Connor. 

Forest  Dance    Coerne 

Mary  J-rOU  Manning. 

Sweet  Dreams Tschaikowsky 

Miss  Mary  LaBine. 

Sunflower  Dance MacClymont 

Joan  Keilty.      Mary  Lou  Manning. 

Goblins'   Frolic    Heller 

Patricia  Wade. 

Watcliman's  Song Grieg 

Ina  Claire  Englisti. 

Dance  of  the  Spooks Anthony 

Joyce  Moffatt. 

Polish  Peasants'  Dance Rebe 

Joan  Keilty. 

Mirthful   Moments    Englemann 

Marie  O'Connor.       Joyce  Moffatt. 


PIANO  AND  VOCAL  RECITAL. 
By  Senior  Students. 

On  the  evening  of  June  12th  the  auditorium  was  filled  to  capa- 
city by  an  appreciative  audience  which  included  members  of  the 
Toronto  Conservatory  staff  and  representatives  from  Toronto  papers. 
The  occasion  was  a  piano  and  vocal  recital  given  by  the  Senior 
students. 

The  young  ladies,  charming  in  their  pretty  evening  frocks,  ren- 
dered the  following  interesting  programme: 

Sonata  Op.  31,  No.  2  Allegro   Beethoven 

Eveline  Wismer. 

The  Lark   Glinka-Balakirew 

Colleen  Sadler. 

Polonaise  E  minor MacDowell 

Marjorie  Merrifield. 

LfO!   Hear  the  Gentle  Lark    Bishop 

Alleluia     Mozart 

Kathleen  Williams. 

Pastorale  Variee    Mozart 

Antoinette  Sheehan. 

Waltz — E   minor    Chopin 

Anne  Golden. 

If  I  Were  a  Bird Henselt 

Rita  Bannon. 

Waltzes    Brahms 

Angela  Spadoni. 

Clair  de   Lune    Debussy 

Jean  Leitch. 
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March  Wind    MacDowell 

Lorine  Graham. 

Serenade    Low 

Marjorie  Merrifield.        Jean  Leitch. 

INTERMISSION. 

Sonata  Op.  10  No.  3  Presto Beethoven 

Elizabeth  Fagotto. 

Etude  Op.   10   No.   12    Chopin 

Ruth  Bradley. 

Scherzo  B  flat  minor Chopin 

Lucille     Reuben,     A.T.C.M. 

II  Bacio    d'Arditi 

Little  Jack  Horner Diack 

Shirley  Barnett. 

Rhapsodie  No.  3    Dohnanyi 

Loretto  Cairo. 

Ecossaisen    Beethoven  -  d'Albert 

Intermezzo     Brahms 

Muriel  Reuben,  A.T.C.M. 

Ballade  Op.  10  No.  1    Brahms 

Forest   Murmurs    Liszt 

Gertrude  Gagnon. 

Ballade   G   minor    Chopin 

Mary  Jerou,  A.T.C.M. 
Scaramouche     Milhaud 

(a)  Vif  et  gai-^Portrays  character  of  a  merry  Scaramouche, 

boastful,  but  withal  cowardly. 

(b)  Tendre  et 
melancolique — Berceuse. 

(c)  Danse. 

Bresilienne,  The  Samba— a  popular  dance  rhythm  heard  by 
Milhaud  in  Brazil. 

Muriel  Reuben,  A.T.C.M. 
Lucille  Reuben,  A.T.C.M. 


S(  HOOL. 


Down    with    books    and    school    and    all, 
Let's   go    swimming    or   let's    play    ball; 
School's  a  bore,  so  what's  the  use 
Of  doing  homework  and   being  abused? 

O  woe-be-tide  Virgil  and  all  the  rest, 
Who  created  books  for  our  detest — 
We'd  rather  be  out  in  the  clean,  fresh  air 
Than  stuck  in  a  stiff  old   wooden   chair! 

But   the   terrible   future,    the   fates   decreed. 

And  we  must  learn  to  meet  our  need. 

So  up  with  books  and  school  and  all, 

'Cause  we  can't  go  swimming  or  can't  play  ball. 

F.  Cockburn,  I-A. 
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NONSENSE  VERSES. 

A  Limerick. 

There  was  a  young  girl  in  first  form, 
Who  delighted  in   blowing  her  horn, 

She  said,  "I'll  be  top," — 

But  she  found  she  was  not 
When  the  marks  were  read  early  one  morn. 

Elaine  Hopkins,  I-B. 

A  Funny  Dog. 

One  day  a  funny  looking  dog 
Came  walking  down  the  street, 
He  had  two   heads,   he   had   two   tails, 
And,  why  he  had  eight  feet! 

He  came  and  stood  before  me. 
And   starting   then   to   talk, 
He  said  to  me  most  kindly, 
Come,  won't  you   take  a  walk?" 

I    blinked    and    looked    and — blinked    again. 
And   thought,   what   will    I    do? 
When,   amazing   me   still   more   he   said, 
"Please,  will  you  tie  my  shoe?" 

He  realized  I  wouldn't  go, 
And   smiling  said,   "good-bye" — 
Then  turning,  went  quite  proudly 
On  his  funny,  merry  way. 

Frances  Sylvain,  I-C. 

*  *  it: 

Algebra. 

The  book  lies  open  on  the  desk, 
Figures   dance   before   my   eyes, 
I  am  quite  dazzled  at  the  jest. 
Of  clever  little  x  and  y's. 

They  mystify  my  memory. 
They  drive  me  to   despair. 
And  though  I  tried   unceasingly, 
I  conquered  not  this  pair. 

Mary  Ruth  Carter,  I-B. 


NOON  HOURS  AT  S.J.C.S. 

We,  the  students  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  are  very  fortunate, 
to  be  able  to  spend  our  noonhours  in  such  various,  helpful,  and 
entertaining  ways. 

The  chapel,  which  is  the  most  essential  and  appreciated  feature 
of   our   convent   school,    should,    and   we   know   will    receive    every 
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student  at  least  a  few  minutes  every  noon.  That  is  one  of  the 
big  little  blessings  that  brighten  as  they  take  their  flight. 

The  auditorium  is  a  great  attraction  to  the  girls  who  delight 
in  dancing.  Some  prefer  to  sit  and  watch  the  others,  or  chat  with 
their  chums.  Since  we  have  begun  to  knit  for  the  soldiers,  many 
of  the  girls  use  their  time  in  this  way,  while  listening  to  the  radio. 

The  music  lovers  of  the  school  find  pleasure  in  taking  a  lesson 
at  noon  hour,  or  in  practising. 

The  gymnasium  is  frequented  by  the  lovers  of  sport. 

Now  that  Spring  has  arrived  our  lovely  grounds  are  the  most 
popular  recreation  resort.  The  baseball  diamond,  the  tennis  court, 
and  the  swings  all  help  to  make  our  playground  ideal. 


AN  EXPERIENCE. 


Coming  from  a  small  farming  town  in  south-eastern  South 
Dakota  to  the  northern  fishing  Metropolis  of  Prince  Rupert  was 
an  interesting  experience.  Between  these  two  places  a  span  of 
1,200  miles  are  stretched  over  big  plains,  rivers,  mountains,  large 
stretches  of  forests  and  the  western  sea  coast.  A  week  was  spent 
on  board  a  train  that  went  speeding  through  the  western  states, 
all  new  to  me, — states  which  showed  all  their  beauty  and  splendor, 
and  the  people's  livelihood  and  flourishing  existence. 

Looking  through  the  windows  of  the  speeding  train,  one  minute 
would  find  y.ou  in  a  dark  tunnel  carved  through  a  mountain  range, 
and  the  next  on  top  of  a  large  precipice,  where  you  looked  down 
to  see  the  telephone  poles  appearing  like  tiny  fence  posts  and  the 
people  in  the  streets  like  a  swarm  of  bees  hustling  about.  Then 
farther  west,  we  came  into  the  forest  country,  where  on  one  side 
of  the  mountain  were  gray  ashes  from  ugly  forest  flres  and  on  the 
other  side  beautiful  stately  pines  waving  in  the  breeze. 

At  Vancouver  we  boarded  a  boat  and  headed  north,  bound  for 
Prince  Rupert.  The  three-day  voyage  was  packed  with  excitement. 
We  watched  the  angry  water  go  swiftly  by,  the  constant  changes 
of  the  skyline,  and  the  circling  sea-gulls  which  accompanied  us  on 
our  journey. 

Now  we  have  been  in  Prince  Rupert  for  four  months.  I,  as  an 
American,  who  has  lived  on  the  prairies  and  hills  all  my  life,  find 
it  exciting  living  up  here  in  this  little  city  between  two  mountain 
ranges  on  the  ocean.  It  is  really  a  beautiful  place  and  setting. 
There  are  high  rocks,  which  form  tiny  nooks  where  go  the  little 
streams  and  where  grow  the  grasses,  flowers,  mosses,  and  also 
there  is  an  abundance  of  trees,  the  trees  which  I  regard  as  the 
king  of  all  trees, — the  evergreen. 

I  know  that  I  will  always  remember  this  year  which  I  am  spend- 
ing here  and  when  I  return  to  my  native  land,  I  shall  not  only 
know  about  Canada  and  its  people,  but  also  carry  with  me  the 
memory  of  snow-capped  mountains,  boat  whistles,  evergreen  trees, 
and, — the  rain. 

Charlotte  S.  Myrwang,  Commercial, 
St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 
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THE  QUEEN   CHARIX)TTE  ISLANDS. 

To  the  north  west  of  British  Columbia  are  two  islands,  Graham 
and  Morseby  by  name — better  known  as  the  Queen  Charlotte  Is- 
lands. Not  only  do  loggers  and  fishermen  find  their  means  of  live- 
lihood here,  but  also  do  farmers  and  cattle  ranchers. 

As  a  summer  retreat,  the  "Islands"  are  becoming  more  famous 
each  year.  This  is  because  of  their  scenic  beauty  and  the  oppor- 
tunities for  outdoor  sports.  Much  of  the  shore  line  of  the  "Is- 
lands" is  made  up  of  miles  and  miles  of  clean  grey  sand.  In  some 
places,  the  sand  becomes  so  firm  and  packed  by  the  comings  and 
goings  of  the  tide,  that  for  great  stretches  the  shore  is  used  as  a 
highway.  It  is  indeed  thrilling  to  drive  along  in  an  automobile 
with  the  breakers  rolling  in  from  the  Pacific  to  one  side  of  you. 
Here,  too,  the  sand  forced  by  the  wind  is  formed  into  huge  sand 
dunes — some  quite  as  high  as  thirty  feet. 

At  one  time  there  were  no  deer  on  the  "Islands."  The  gov- 
ernment took  this  matter  in  hand  and  now  there  are  deer  every- 
where— a  hunter's  paradise  without  a  doubt.  Several  other  spe- 
cies of  animals  have  been  placed  on  the  islands,  some  of  these  being 
elk,  beaver  and  muskrat.  No  harmful  animals,  such  as  wolves, 
cougar  or  bears  are  on  the  islands. 

On  the  east  side  of  Morseby  Island  there  is  a  whaling  station 
known  as  Naden  Harbour.  It  being  a  small  station  makes  it  no 
less  important  that  other  whaling  stations  in  the  world. 

There  are  many  more  interesting  facts  to  be  learned  about  the 
Queen  Charlottes  and  anyone  visiting  these  western  islands  brings 
back  memories  of  fresh  sea  breezes  and  colourful  pictorial  scenes. 

Gwyneth  M.  Walker,  Commercial, 
St.   Joseph's  Academy,   Prince   Rupert,   B.C. 


MOVIE  REVIEW. 
"Captain  Fury." 

"Captain  Fury"  was  one  of  the  best  movies  of  the  year.  The 
story  took  place  in  Australia,  where  the  cruel  land-owners  used 
pitiful  convicts  from  England  to  slave  on  their  land.  Brian  Aherne 
and  Victor  McLaglen  are  two  of  the  convicts  forced  to  work  for 
one  of  these  ruthless  men  and  they  go  through  many  tortures  be- 
fore finally  making  their  escape.  Whereupon  Aherne  turns  into  a 
Robin  Hood  for  the  poor  of  the  land,  showing  vengeance  on  the 
wicked  wealthy  in  order  to  give  money  to  the  deserving  poor. 

Other  convincing  actors  in  the  cast  are  Paul  Lukas  and  Margaret 
Roach. 

Marion   Klersy,   I-A,   S.J.C.S. 


"The  Fighting  69th." 

This    picture    portrays    the    wonderful    work    done    by    Father 
Francis  Duffy  with  the  69th  Regiment  from  New  York  City,  nick- 
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named  "The  Fighting  69th"  because  of  the  number  of  battles  they 
had  won. 

It  showed  how  Father  Duffy  rushed  to  their  aid,  when  men  were 
buried  alive  and  mortally  wounded, — no  matter  how  dangerous  the 
time  or  place  Father  Duffy  was  always  there  to  assure  them,  and 
help  them  make  their  peace  with  God. 

Joyce  Kilmer,  the  poet,  who  was  also  a  member  of  the  regi- 
ment and  a  friend  of  Father  Duffy,  was  portrayed  very  well  on  the 
screen. 

The  whole  picture  was  very  educating  and  well  worth  seeing. 
It  is  a  great  tribute  to  Father  Duffy,  showing  what  a  really  great 
man  he  was. 

Elain  Murphy,  I-D,  S.J.C.S. 


The  Great  Victor  Herbert. 

The  Great  Victor  Herbert,  as  its  name  suggests,  is  the  story  of 
Victor  Herbert,  the  great  composer.  He  is  portrayed  on  the 
screen  by  Walter  Conolly.  Mary  Martin  and  Allan  Jones,  with 
their  lovely  voices,  make  this  picture  still  more  entertaining. 
This  is  one  of  the  few  pictures  that  has  been  acclaimed  by  the 
music  loving  people  the  world  over. 

Audrey  Kennedy,   I-B,   S.J.C.S. 
*      *      * 


Northwest  Passage. 

When  the  best  pictures  of  the  year  are  "tabulated"  Northwest 
Passage,  based  on  the  book  of  Kenneth  Roberts,  ranks  among  those 
at  the  top  of  the  list. 

Most  likely  you  are  acquainted  with  Major  Roberts'  story,  his 
backwood's  army  and  the  cruel  trek  through  the  northwoods,  not 
mentioning  the  attack  on  the  Indian  Villege  of  St.  Francis  which 
proceded  this  courageous  march. 

Spencer  Tracy,  a  remarkable  star,  who  has  received  the  Academy 
Award  a  number  of  times,  "fits  in  every  respect  into  the  part" 
created  by  Kenneth  Roberts  in  his  great  novel.  Co-starring  with 
him  are  some  of  the  most  capable  of  actors.  Robert  Young  "por- 
trays" his  part  as  Langdon  Tovine  admirably;  Walter  Brennan 
plays  an  excellent  "Hunk."  Mariner  and  the  remaining  support- 
ing cast  "fit  their  roles  in  a  way  remarkable  to  behold." 

The  three  most  exciting  parts  of  the  film  are:  the  formation  of 
the  human  chain  used  in  crossing  the  St.  Francis  River,  the  attack 
on  the  Indian  Village  and  the  arrival  of  the  remaining  army  under 
the  command  of  Rogers  at  the  Fort  on  Memphremagog. 

If  you  wish  to  see  an  excellent  historic  picture,  I  personally 
advise  "Northwest  Passage." 

Pauline  Cassidy,   I-A,   S.J.C.S. 
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MY  VACATION  LAST  SUMMER 

Nestled  snugly  among  the  Laurentian  Mountains  's  a  little 
valley  well  known  for  its  fruit  farms,  its  vegetable  farms  and  the 
beauty  of  its  private  gardens.  The  invigorating  climate,  the  fresh- 
ness of  the  surrounding  lakes  and  rivers  and  the  long  hours  of  sun- 
shine are  all  conducive  to  the  industrious,  cheerful  character  of  its 
small  population. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  so  much  happiness  and  industry  that 
Mother,  Father  and  I  spent  over  three  weeks  last  summer.  We  ar- 
rived one  night  in  August  and  made  our  way  by  the  light  of  the 
pale  moon  and  the  star-studded  heavens  to  the  little  cottage  sur- 
rounded by  a  few  acres  of  land  which  was  to  harbour  us  for  the 
next  month.  The  silence  of  the  night  was  broken  only  by  the 
cheerful  chirp  of  a  cricket  and  the  lonely  hooting  of  an  owl.  Every- 
where was  peace  —  peace  unbroken  by  human  sound. 

The  following  morning  I  was  up  at  dawn,  anxious  to  explore  my 
new  surroundings.  I  left  the  house  quietly  and  made  my  way  along 
the  winding  road  that  followed  the  course  of  the  river.  The  arch 
of  green  above  me  provided  shade  from  the  gradually  increasing 
heat  of  the  sun.  To  the  east  and  south  the  country  side  was  dotted 
with  fruit  trees  heavily  laden  with  fruit. 

The  afternoon  found  us  visiting  the  neighbouring  farms  with 
whose  occupants  my  father  was  familiar.  We  were  received  with 
great  hospitality,  usually  by  a  rosy-cheeked  family  who  allowed  us 
to  explore  their  immaculate  dairies  and  their  luxuriant  vegetable 
gardens.     Later  we  were  served  wholesome  milk  and  cookies. 

For  one  glorious  month  we  had  entered  with  vigour  into  the 
activities  of  the  country  folks  and  it  paid  large  dividends  in  our 
radiant  health  and  rested  minds.  Though  we  left  this  beautiful 
little  valley  with  reluctance,  yet  we  departed  with  the  knowledge 
that  it  had  done  for  us  what  a  summer  vacation  should  do  —  it 
left  us  unforgettable  memories  of  scenes  of  beauty  and  happiness. 

Geraldine  O'Leary,  III-C,  S.J.C.S. 


DAVID  COPPERFIELD 

At  St.  Joseph's  this  year  I  read  "David  Copperfield"  for  sup- 
plementary reading. 

As  we  first  open  the  pages  our  minds  travel  back  to  the 
eighteenth  century.  We  find  ourselves  in  an  old  England  town 
with  a  hoop  skirt  and  bonnet  riding  in  a  carriage.  As  we  pass 
some  of  the  fashionable  homes,  we  see  a  youngster  of  seven. 

"Who  is  that  adorable  boy,"  you  ask.  His  name  is  David 
Copperfield  and  he  is  destined  for  one  of  the  saddest,  queerest  and 
most   exciting   life. 

Let  us  turn  the  pages  once  more.  This  time  we  find  David  a 
clever  young  man  living  dauntlessly  while  tragedy,  death,  hap- 
piness and  excitement  move  in  a  fervour  all  around  him. 

Now  we  shall  turn  the  last  pages.  Everything  is  peaceful. 
David  is  happily  married.  Now  suddenly  the  dream  vanishes  and 
we  find  ourselves  sitting  on  the  couch  with  a  closed  book  on  our 
lap  and  a  dreamy  stare  in  oui'  eyes. 

Cecele  Goodman,  S.J.C.S. 
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ARE  GOOD  MANNERS  DISAPPEARING? 

A  crowded  street-car,  a  public  square,  or  a  private  homo — are 
there  manners  here?  In  this  modern  and  informal  age  of  ours, 
manners  are  on  the  verge  of  obliteration.  At  the  mere  mention 
of  manners,  gentlemen — if  there  are  more  than  one — blush  for 
the  shame  of  their  fellow-men  and  ladies  sigh  as  is  for  some 
unattainable  desire. 

Why  is  there  this  general  confusion  when  a  street-car  rumbles 
into  view?  Even  before  its  yawning  doors  open  to  swallow  the 
multitude  pandemonium  reigns  supreme;  when  equilibrium  is  re- 
stored, "the  gentlemen"  of  our  day,  seated,  are  engrossed  in  daily 
newspapers  and  accounts  from  war-scarred  Europe,  forgetful  of  the 
scrambling  battle  from  which  they  have  just  emerged.  Members 
of  the  weaker  sex  cling  precariously  to  leather  supports,  or,  with 
feet  none  too  firmly  planted  on  the  rocking  floor,  sway  to  the  dervish 
rhythms  of  the  car.     Are  there  manners  here? 

A  public  square  now  catches  the  eye.  A  group  of  young  busi- 
ness men  and  women  scurry  from  the  path  of  the  impolite  drive 
who  will  not  wait.  A  lady  drops  her  hand  bag — and  picks  it  up 
herself;  perhaps  she  stumbles  and  receives  only  the  stares  of 
passers-by.  To  many,  the  actions  of  our  modern  generation  might 
appear  to  be  ignorance,  but  to  others  they  are  merely  common- 
place. 

Conditions  under  which  chivalry  and  good  manners  are  bred 
will  not  exist  as  long  as  women  continue  to  hold  men's  positions 
in  every  path  of  life,  "so  spake  the  philosopher,"  and  however 
true  or  false  this  may  be,  there  is  always  the  question — "are  good 
manners  disappearing?" 

Kathleen  Lawrence,  V,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  GIFTS  OF  THE  YEAR. 

The   first   within   the   year   is   Spring, 
The  happy  birds  are  on  the  wing. 
The   buds   their   beauty   now   unfold, 
The  sun  shines  down  his  blessing,  gold. 

Then   fair  Summer  waves   her  hand, 
And  spreads  her  beauty  through  the  land 
All  Nature  smiles  in  proud  array 
And  peace  doth  reign  from  day  to  day. 

Then  next  is  sent  the  Autumn  fire, 
In  golden,  brown  ond  scarlet  attire. 
They  blaze  in  wond'rous  beauty  bold. 
Before  they  die  of  the  coming  cold. 

Then  comes  Winter  on  outspread  wing. 
And  a  wonderful   message   doth   he   bring, 
Of  a  snowy  height  and  a  frozen  brook 
Or  a  cheery  fire  and  a  pleasant  nook. 

Norma  Hardman,  S.J.C.S. 
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CANADA'S    FAR    WEST 

The  desire  to  wander  and  to  roam  is  in  all  of  us  in  some  degree, 
and  I  gradually  acquired  an  intense  longing  to  visit  the  West.  In 
Eastern  Canada,  I  had  heard  much  praise  of  British  Columbia,  its 
ideal  climate,  its  beautiful  scenery,  Its  great  mineral  and  other 
resources.  And  now  that  I  live  here,  I  find  this  praise  justified. 
British  Columbia  has  these  attractions  and  more.  It  is  a  land  of 
contrasts;  of  sleepy  rivers  looking  up  at  snow-capped  mountains 
piercing  the  clouds,  and  of  towering  fir  trees  overlooking  peaceful 
valleys.  It  is  the  land  of  the  parka-clad  prospectors  who  explore 
British  Columbia's  hinterland  and  also  of  the  sedate  fruit  growers 
of  sunny  Okanagan.  It  is  a  country  where  scores  of  fishermen 
annually  reap  the  silver  harvest  of  the  sea,  and  where  adventurous 
manhood  engage  in  the  romantic  occupation  of  placer-mining.  Are 
you  a  lumberman,  a  miner,  a  farmer  or  a  fisherman?  Then  you 
will  like  British  Columbia. 

Then  too,  I  have  found  the  people  of  British  Columbia  as  in- 
teresting as  their  province.  Democratic,  progressive,  sociable  and 
unselfish  as  true  Canadians,  they  look  with  pride  upon  the  mar- 
vellous success  of  their  young  country,  they  meet  the  present,  with 
bright  determination  and  they  gaze  with  confidence  into  the  future 
for  here  indeed  is  a  land  of  glorious  opportunity! 
Henry  Mooney,  Gr.  XI., 

St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver. 


THE  LION'S  GATE  BRIDGE 

As  one  sails  out  of  Vancouver  Harbour,  his  attention  is  attract- 
ed by  the  Lion's  Gate  Bridge  —  and  no  wonder.  This  structure 
is  the  most  eye-arresting  feature  of  the  whole  harbour,  rising  from 
the  cool,  green  depths  of  Stanley  Park,  spanning  the  turbulent 
Inlet,  and  coming  to  rest  at  the  foot  of  the  towering  mountains. 
The  main  cables  swoop  from  one  massive  tower  to  the  other,  like 
tracings  of  the  twin  paths  of  two  swallows.  From  these  main  cables, 
hang  the  fine  strands,  which  appear  as  the  filaments  of  an  over- 
sized spider  web.  So  thread-like  are  these  cables  that  the  road- 
way seems  to  be  floating  in  mid-air,  free  of  all  supporting  in- 
fluences, yet,  amazingly  impervious  to  the  weight  of  the  ant-like 
vehicles  which  scuttle  across  its  span. 

There  it  stands,  a  gateway  to  Vancouver,  the  "Gateway  to  the 
Orient."  Significantly  too,  from  this  supposed  gateway  are  missing 
the  gate  and  keys,  symbolizing  the  impartiality  and  friendship  of 
Canada  whose  fair  shores  it  graces. 

Louis  Holroyd,  Gr.  XL, 

St.  Patrick's  S.,  Vancouver. 


Johnny   was   a   chemist's   son 

Alas!    he  is  no   more; 
What  Johnny  thought  was  H20 
Was  H2  S04. 

Louis  Holroyd,  Gr.  XL, 

St.  Patrick's,  S.  Vancouver. 
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ST.  FRANCIS  OF  ASSISI 

St.   Francis  of  Assisi 
Stood   by  the  river-side, 
To  pray  for  a  poor  sinner 
Who  in  his  sins  had  died. 

And    as    he    prayed    the    creatures 
Of  air  and  land  and  sea 
Hushed    their    restless    movements 
And   gathered   on   the   lea. 

"God  have  pity  on  sinners 
Who  ignorant  of  Thy  love 
Shun  the  holy  road  to  faith 
And   the   joys   of   heaven   above." 

When  the  saint  had  finished 
His  prayer  to  God  above 
He  turned  unto  his  listeners 
And  blessed  them  with  his  love. 


Teresa  Hope,  H-A., 

St.   Joseph's  High  School. 


THE  FIRST  GAME  OF  THE  SEASON 

The  Baseball  fans  hurriedly  took  their  seats  for  the  first  Pacific 
Coast  League  Baseball  Game  of  the  season.  Such  stars  as  Joe 
Dalley,  pitcher,  Edward  Stuart,  out  fielder  and  Paul  McGinnis, 
first  baseman  were  playing,  and  fans  looked  forward  to  an  ex- 
citing game  with  Vancouver's  Capilinos  and  the  opposing  team — 
Seattle  Chiefs. 

The  band  played  for  a  few  minutes  before  the  game  started, 
then  the  Umpire  shouted,  "Play  Ball,"  and  the  Seattle  Chiefs  took 
their  innings  at  the  plate  striking  out — one,  two,  three.  Charles 
Reid  was  first  up  for  Vancouver,  and  took  his  base  on  balls,  fol- 
lowed by  Edward  Stewart  who  hit  the  ball  over  the  fence,  sending 
Charles  ahead  of  him  safely  to  the  home  plate.  Paul  McGinnis  was 
up  next  but  was  struck  out. 

It  was  a  ding-dong  battle  right  up  to  the  eighth  inning,  when 
the  Seattle  Chiefs  tied  the  score  with  two  runs.  I  edged  over  in 
my  seat  to  see  the  last  inning  with  every  muscle  tense.  Would 
Vancouver  come  through?  I  would  see  in  a  minute  for  up  walked 
the  mighty  Edward  Stewart  to  bat.  The  first  ball  was  swift  and 
curved,  Edward  leaned  forward  to  hit  it  —  but  "oh-h-h"  went  the 
crowd  as  he  missed  it  by  barely  two  inches.  The  next  two  were 
balls.  Again  a  swift  but  straight  ball  was  pitched  to  Edward,  again 
the  great  batter  leaned  forward  determined  to  hit  it  —  and  he 
did!  The  ball  went  high  over  the  fence  giving  Vancouver  victory 
at  the  first  game  of  the  season.  The  crowd  was  wild  with  joy  and  all 
went  home  with  happy  and  proud  hearts. 

Betty  Evans,  Gr.  VHI., 

St.  Patrick's  School,  Vancouver, 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 363 

THE  BULKLEY  VAI/LEY. 

The  Bulkley  Valley  is  situated  in  the  northern  interior  of  British 
Columbia.  It  is  noted  for  its  dairying  and  farming.  It  has  numer- 
ous lakes,  all  of  which  are  drained  by  the  Bulkley  River  which  joins 
the  mighty  Skeena  at  Hazelton,  and  then  proceeds  into  the  vast 
Pacific  at  the  port  of  Prince  Rupert. 

The  Valley  is  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  mountains  which 
are  usually  snow-capped  all  year  round.  From  the  mountains  come 
many  streams  wending  their  way  through  the  fertile  land. 

The  Bulkley  River  forms  many  beautiful  canyons,  the  most  out- 
standing being  the  "Bulkley." 

At  Moricetown,  a  small  Indian  village,  the  river  forms  the 
Moricetown  Falls,  where  the  fishing  of  salmon  gives  excellent  sport. 

The  Valley  provides  hunting  grounds  in  its  great  timber  re- 
serves. 

Smithers  is  the  centre  of  this  valley — just  a  small  town  but 
widely  known.  It  is  the  railway  centre  from  which  all  the  grain 
and  farm  produce  are  shipped.  This  northern  town  feels  the  tangs 
of  the  coldest  winters  and  the  radiant  beams  of  the  warmest  sum- 
mers. These  combined  with  the  mountains  and  lakes  form  ex- 
cellent opportunities  for  all  sports. 

Overlooking  the  small  town  of  Smithers  are  the  lovely  Hudson 
Bay  Mountains,  called  after  the  early  Hudson  Bay  Companies. 
This  mountain  contains  the  most  accessible  glacier  in  the  world — 
it  forms  the  foundation  of  a  small  lake  about  three  miles  from  the 
town — Lake  Kathyleen — a  beautiful   summer  resort. 

Avalon  MacDonald,  Commercial  Class, 
St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 


PRINOE   RUPERT. 

Thirty  years  have  passed  since  the  pioneers  of  Prince  Rupert 
first  set  foot  on  its  densely  forested  shores.  As  the  years  have 
rolled  along,  hills,  twenty  and  thirty  feet  high,  have  disappeared, 
wooden  roadways  have  given  way  to  paved  streets,  and  shacks  have 
been  replaced  by  comfortable  homes. 

To-day  we  have  the  makings  of  one  of  the  most  beautiful  cities 
of  the  west.  The  main  business  section  has  well-paved  streets  and 
many  permanent  buildings.  The  residential  section  must  be  seen 
to  be  appreciated.  Tourists  and  strangers  never  fail  to  comment 
on  the  flowers  that  thrive  here  in  the  moist  atmosphere. 

The  greatest  industry  of  the  port  is  fishing.  Halibut  and  sal- 
mon, during  their  respective  seasons,  abound  in  the  waters  where 
they  are  caught  by  fishermen  of  all  nationalities.  Some  of  the  fish 
are  placed  in  cold  storage  while  others  are  packed  and  shipped  at 
once  in  long  trains  overland  to  the  great  cities  of  the  east. 

It  is  a  sight  indeed  for  the  tourists  who  comes  north  hundreds  of 
miles  along  the  coast,  through  an  inland  passage  with  ever-changing 
scenery,  to  sail  into  a  harbour  that  few  in  the  world  can  approach. 
It  is  protected  on  all  sides  by  land  and  on  one  shore  a  city  that  is 
just  coming  into  its  own.     That  is  Prince  Rupert. 

Honora  L.  Silversides,  Commercial, 
St.  Joseph's  Academy,   Prince   Rupert,   B.C. 
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FORESTRY  IN  BRITISH  COLUMBIA 

The  Forestry  Department  in  British  Columbia  is  doing  a  big 
work  in  its  protection  of  the  forests.  During  the  "fire  season" 
many  extra  men  all  over  the  province  obtain  work  in  forestry  train- 
ing camps.  A  part  of  their  work  is  to  be  always  on  the  lookout 
for  the  tiny  threads  of  smoke  that  often  bring  havoc  and  destruc- 
tion to  hundreds  of  thousands  of  feet  of  timber  each  year  through- 
out the  country. 

The  reforestration  of  the  lands  of  British  Columbia  is  an  im- 
portant charge.  Each  year  thousands  of  young  trees  are  planted 
to  replace  the  great  giants  felled  during  the  year.  Without  these 
men,  whose  work  is  supervised  by  Rangers  and  their  assistants, 
many  parts  of  the  world  would  in  time  certainly  feel  the  need  of 
timber  products. 

W.  M.  Brown,  Commercial, 
St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 


FISHING  BOATS. 

One  of  the  most  usual  things  seen  around  Prince  Rupert  harbour 
is  the  Fishing  Boat.  Perhaps  the  most  popular  are  the  Halibut 
Boats.  These  are  about  45  to  50  feet  in  length  and  have  a  tonnage 
capacity  of  about  25  to  39  tons.  These  boats  are  equipped  with 
diesel  engines  which  drive  them  at  a  high  speed.  These  boats  are 
seen  in  great  numbers  between  the  months  of  April  and  September. 
This  is  known  as  the  halibut  season.  After  this  time  expires  the 
boats  are  tied  up  for  the  winter. 

Another  type  of  fishing  boat  is  the  Troller,  which  is  of  a  smaller 
size.  These  boats  are  about  30  feet  in  length  and  have  a  capacity 
of  about  8  tons.  They  are  also  seen  between  April  and  September. 
These  boats  fish  salmon  in  their  many  varieties. 

Another  type  of  boat  is  knoWn  as  the  Packer.  It  is  quite 
large,  being  the  size  of  a  halibut  boat.  These  boats  are  used  for 
collecting  fish  off  the  trollers. 

The  Seiner  is  a  boat  of  quite  a  large  size.  These  boats  carry 
their  large  seines  or  nets  for  catching  fish.  This  is  done  by 
placing  the  seines  in  the  water  and  drawing  the  bottom  together, 
thus  catching  the  fish  inside. 

One  of  the  smallest  of  the  fishing  boats  is  the  Gillnetter.  These 
are  small  open  boats  and  have  just  enough  room  for  one  man  to 
sleep  and  for  the  nets  to  be  placed.  These  boats  are  not  very  com- 
fortable. These  Gillnetters,  as  this  type  of  fisherman  is  called,  fish 
for  certain  types  of  salmon  which  they  catch  in  their  nets. 

Another  type  of  fishing  boat  around  Prince  Rupert  is  a  Herring 
Seiner.  These  boats  are  just  the  same  as  an  ordinary  seiner  but 
they  require  a  smaller  mesh  in  their  nets.  The  same  procedure  is 
used  as  with  seining  salmon. 

The  final  type  of  fishing  is  Hand  Trolling.  This  is  done  in  row- 
boats,  which  are  small  boats  propelled  by  oars.  The  fishermen  row 
around  towing  a  fishing  line  until  he  gets  a  fish.  He  then  pulls  in 
the  fish,  resets  his  bait  and  resumes  his  rowing. 

E.   Clausen,   Commercial, 
St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 
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THE   MAIX)NEY   CAR 

In  April,  1939,  my  brother  John  with  my  assistance  decided  to 
do  a  little  mechanical  work. 

My  father  bought  us  a  new  lathe  from  Indiana,  U.S.,  and  we 
soon  had  it  running.  We  made  forms  and  took  them  to  Mclntyre- 
Taylor  in  Toronto.  There  were  rough  castings  so  we  had  to  turn 
them  on  the  lathe.  After  a  month  or  so  we  managed  to  get  the 
engine   working. 

"Now  what  shall  we  do  with  it?"  said  John. 

"Let  us  make  a  car."  says  I. 

So  during  the  summer  holidays  we  started  at  "our  car."  First 
we  bought  wheels.  Just  to  be  different  from  other  cars  we  put  two 
behind  and  one  in  front.  Next  we  secured  some  channel  iron  and 
angle  iron  to  make  the  frame.  After  a  hard  time  we  got  the  en- 
gine to  fit  in  the  frame.  Well  we  really  had  the  body  of  our  car. 
— now  "What  about  a  seat?"  Yes,  we  had  to  have  a  seat.  We 
tried  the  garden  bench.  It  will  not  be  a  garden  bench  next  sum- 
mer. No,  it  will  be  on  wheels.  Nevertheless  it  will  still  be  a  de- 
sirable resting  place.  How  I  did  enjoy  watching  John  put  the 
different  parts  together! 

"Oh  boy!  if  I  were  only  that  clever!"  I  told  John  that  some 
day  he  would  be  modelling  new  cars  for  the  big  firms.  On  August 
25th,  we  had  our  car  going  down  the  street.  The  whole  neighbour- 
hood was  out  to  see  it.  Were  we  proud  of  it!  Now  we  have  a 
license.  "What  model  is  it?"  you  will  ask  —  "Maloney  Make"  is 
my  answer. 

Peter  Maloney,  Gr.  V., 

St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro. 


MASTER   GRUMBLER 


Did  you  ever  meet  a  boy  who  is  always  grumbling?  Nothing 
satisfies  him.  He  is  a  pest  in  the  classroom.  (No  we  haven't  one 
in  our  school).  Really  he  is  a  nuisance  with  his  playmates  — 
and  he  must  be  a  bother  to  his  mother.  He  doesn't  like  his  dinner; 
he  wants  to  play  some  other  game;  his  lessons  are  too  hard;  nothing 
suits  him. 

It  is  a  bad  habit,  for  no  one  likes  a  grumbler.  Even  if  Master 
Grumbler  had  all  his  wishes  and  whims  satisfied  he  would  grumble. 

What  should  he  do?  He  should  be  thankful  for  what  he  has, 
and  try  to  make  others  happy.  In  a  short  time  he  will  be  a  different 
little  boy,  and  loved  by  all. 

George  Bottrell,  Gr.  V., 

St.   Joseph's-on-the-Lake,   Scarboro. 


Oh,  I'm  so  glad  that  winter's  now  over. 
We'll  come  to  school  through  fields  of  clover 
Instead  of  snow  and  slush,  an'  ice 
Which  really  is'nt  very  nice. 

Clare   Brown,   Gr.   VI., 
St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro. 
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FEATHERY  PUN 

"What  on  earth  have  you  boys  been  doing  in  this  room?" 

"Just  playing.   Mother,   whee-e!" 

"Just  playing!  Look  at  the  state  of  this  room!  What  are  you 
doing  with  Uncle  George's   feather  tick?" 

"We're  playing  trappers.  Johnny  is  making  the  snow  storm 
with  the  feathers  and  electric  fan.     Doesn't  it  look  real,  Mom?" 

Mother  glanced  up.  Feathers  were  descending  from  the  ceiling. 
"The  ceiling!  Good  gracious!"  she  gasped.  Johnnie  giggled. 
There  on  top  of  the  china  cabinet  he  sat,  feeding  the  feathers  into 
the  fan. 

Mother  struggled  hard  to  prevent  herself  from  smiling,  then 
seeing  Johnnie's  perilous  position  she  gasped. 

"Don't  you  move." 

She  got  him  down,  administered  an  effective  paddling,  she 
turned  her  attention  to  Frank. 

"Frank!" 

"Yes,   Mom." 

"Come  here." 

"Yes,  Mom." 

A  pause.     "Where  did  you  get  that  feather  tick?" 

"From  the  locker." 

"Pick  up  everyone  of  those  feathers." 

"Everyone  of  the  feathers?" 

"Everyone  of  the  feathers." 

A  groan.  Mother  was  exasperated.  Feathers  under  the  carpet, 
feathers  in  the  soup,  feathers  in  the  chairs,  feathers  were  even  in 
her  mouth.     Finally  after  weary  work  they  were  gathered  up. 

The  climax  of  the  eventful  afternoon  was  when  father  came 
home  from  the  office,  but  I  won't  describe  that. 

Next  morning  father  broke  down  Mother's  fortress  of  frowns 
by  saying,  "There  were  even  feathers  in  my  shaving  cream." 

A  quiver  at  the  corners  of  her  mouth,  a  relaxation  of  the  frown, 
a  grin,  and  Mother  burst  out  laughing. 

William  H.  Massey,  Gr.  VIII., 

St.   Patrick's,  Vancouver. 


MY   FIRvST   ATTEMPT   AT   ROLLER   SKATING 

This  Christmas  my  father  gave  me  roller  skates.  The  first 
fine  day  my  girl  friend  and  I  tried  skating  and  I  expected  many 
falls.  We  went  to  the  top  of  a  hill  at  whose  base  was  a  large 
duck  pond.  I  started  off  well  but  as  I  neared  the  bottom  my 
speed  increased  alarmingly.  My  friend  called  to  me  to  "Turn  to 
the  left."  In  my  frantic  effort  to  do  so  I  fell  headlong  into  the 
pond.  Luckily  the  pond  was  not  deep.  I  scrambled  to  my  feet 
wet  and  covered  with  lily  pads.  That  ended  my  skating  lesson  for 
the  day. 

Suzanne  Ward,  Gr.  VIII., 
Annunciation   School,   Prince   Rupert,   B.C. 
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UNLUCKY  THURSDAY 

Last  Thursday  the  whole  world  was  against  me.  As  I  got  out 
of  bed,  I  realized  I  had  not  completed  my  homework,  therefore,  I 
decided  to  finish  it  then  and  there.  I  began  it;  Mother  called  it 
was  time  to  leave  for  school  and  I  set  out  knowing  what  awaited 
me.  Through  worry,  I  gave  the  top  of  my  head  a  blow  which  re- 
sulted in  a  large,  ugly-looking  bump  which  attracted  side-long 
glances  and  smothered  giggles  from  my  class-mates.  Stiffling 
conscience  on  my  way  home  I  stopped  to  pick  some  apples  from  a 
nearby  tree. 

Arriving  home,  no  one  was  there.  A  note  on  the  table  stated 
that  the  family  had  gone  to  the  circus  and  would  be  there  until 
late  that  night.  My  disappointment  was  great.  I  had  never  seen 
a  circus.  Had  I  not  stopped  for  the  apples  I  would  have  been  home 
in  time!  I  resolved  that  night  that  next  time  conscience  speaks 
I'll  listen.     We'll  see! 

Betty  Evans,  Gr.  VIII., 

St.   Patrick's  School,  Vancouver. 


DAISY 


Contented,  happy  as  can  be, 

This  little  creature,   our  Daisy 
She  loves  the  Sisters  we  can  see, 

And  they  like  her,  —  but  she's  lazy. 

She  purrs  and  snuggles  close  to  one 
And  guards  us  all  from  rats  and  mite. 

She's  kind  but  jealous,  quick  to  run, 
We  all  agree,  she's  very  nice. 

She's  gray  but  not  a  real  Maltese 

She's  shy  and  very  hard  to  please 
If  I  shall  ever  try  to  pet  her, — 

Sister  always  seems  to  get  her. 

Charlotte  Myrwang, 

S.J. A.,  Prince  Rupert. 


FAREWELL    TO    TOYLAND 

Our  play  was  "Farewell  to  Toyland."  As  the  curtain  rose, 
Mike,  Teddy  Bear  (Peggy  MacDonald)  was  walking  up  and  down 
impatiently  waiting  for  his  letters  from  Santa  Claus.  Glorianne 
(Josephte  McSloy)  so  proud  of  her  beauty  says  to  Mike,  "Will,  you 
please  stop.  You  are  making  me  nervous."  The  bell  rang;  the  post- 
man gave  Mike  a  letter.  He  read  it  to  the  Toys.  It  said  Santa 
Claus  would  come  soon.  The  bells  rang  and  Santa  went  in  with 
five  letters  and  read  them  to  the  boys.  Ragged  Ann  (Sheila  Boase) 
started  to  cry,  because  she  was  afraid  no  one  wanted  her  for  a 
present.  She  went  to  a  rich  girl  and  was  so  happy.  Glorianna 
went  to  a  poor  girl.  We  sang  Farewell  to  Toyland  and  the  cur- 
tain    dropped.  p^^^y  MacDonald, 

St.  Joseph's  Academy,  St.   Catharines. 
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METLAKATLA,  B.C. 

The  village  of  Metalakatla  is  situated  on  the  Tsmpshian  Penin- 
sula, about  5  miles  north  of  Prince  Rupert.  This  is  one  of  the 
ancient  villages  belonging  to  the  ten  tribes  of  the  Tsmpshian  Nation. 

The  meaning  of  Metlakatla  is,  "the  inside  passage  of  the  Kit- 
kaht-las."  During  the  olden  days  the  natives  from  Metlakatla, 
journeying  to  the  oolichan  fishing  banks  of  the  Naas  River  were 
obliged  to  use  the  inner  passage  because  of  fear  of  the  war-like 
Hydah's    (Queen   Charlotte  Island  Indians). 

Metlakatla  is  the  winter  village  for  the  Tsmpshian  Indians  while 
the  lower  part  of  the  Skeena  is  where  they  make  their  summer 
home  while  engaged  in  the  salmon  industry.  During  the  spring 
they  move  to  the  Naas  River  for  the  oolichan  fishing  season. 

As  one  journeys  from  Prince  Rupert  to  Metlakatla  one  sees 
numerous  small  islands,  covered  with  trees  of  every  shade  of  green 
imaginable.     These  trees  are  green  all  year  round. 

The  village  itself  is  built  high  on  the  mainland  of  British 
Columbia.  There  are  no  wharves  so  if  one  wishes  to  stop  off  here, 
he  must  take  a  small  boat  to  the  beach.  A  trail  leads  from  the 
beach  to  the  one  street  of  the  village.  The  unpainted  houses  are 
equipped  with  electricity,  the  village  having  its  own  dynamo.  This 
power  plant  is  turned  off  at  midnight.  There  is  one  store,  several 
churches  and  a  small  public  school. 

The  women  of  the  village  are  unsurpassed  in  basket  making, 
knitting,  crocheting,  and  several  other  fine  arts,  while  the  men 
are  very  skilful  carvers  of  totems. 

Mary  Pierce,  St.  Joseph's  Academy, 
Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 

THE  ROYAL  CANADIAN  NAVAL  VOLUNTEER  RESERVE  OF 
PRINCE  RUPERT. 

As  in  many  other  large  cities  in  Canada  Prince  Rupert  has  also 
its  branch  of  Royal  Canadian  Naval  Volunteer  Reserve.  It  had 
before  the  war  a  large  number  of  men  enlisted  and  it  has  now 
doubled  its  number  since  the  outbreak  of  war. 

The  original  men  of  the  Prince  Rupert  Barracks  are  now  on  active 
service  in  Esquimau,  Halifax,  and  on  naval  and  merchant  ships 
plying  between  the  many  Canadian  and  British  ports.  Some  men 
are  on  coastal  patrol  boats  and  others  are  guarding  local  and  other 
naval  barracks. 

Although  most  of  the  men  of  this  unit  have  been  called  upon 
to  serve  their  country,  not  all  are  needed  as  yet.  These  men  who 
were  not  called  for  service  are  now  going  down  to  the  local  bar- 
racks for  training  two  to  three  nights  a  week.  The  men  are  learn- 
ing the  naval  routine  so  that  when  they  are  called  upon  for  active 
service  they  will  be  ready  to  take  over  their  various  jobs  on  ships 
and  other  naval  activities. 

The  Prince  Rupert  Barracks  is  doing  and  will  do  its  share  and 
more  in  the  naval  activities  of  Canada  in  this  war.  As  Prince 
Rupert  holds  one  of  the  most  important  positions  on  the  Pacific 
coast  of  Canada,  the  local  barracks  promises  to  become  an  even 
bigger  unit  of  the  Canadian  Navy. 

Robert   L.    Eby,   Commercial, 
St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 
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SPRING 

Spring   is   here 

Bears  are  there 

Birds  and   flowers   everywhere 

Leaves  are  green 

Sap   is   clear 

When  the  lovely  spring  is  here. 

Teddy  Kowalski. 

*  *      * 

Sing  little   robin   sing 
Don't  you   know  that  it  is  spring? 
Don't  you  see  the  sap  is  running? 
Don't  you  see  the  flowers  coining? 

Barbara    Wood. 

*  *      * 

See  that  little  fellow 
Sitting  in  the  tree 
He's  the  one  that's  happy 
Signs  of  spring  to  see. 

Charlie    Rentz. 

*  *      * 

There's  a  little  bird  that  sings 
Of  a   song  about   the   spring 
In    the    big    old    Maple    tree 
Would   you    like   to    go   and   see? 

Clara    Toth. 

*  *      « 

Spring  is  here,   summer's   near 
We'll  all  be  playing  games 
The    little    birds    are    singing   here 
And  I  know  all  their  names. 

Eva   Janson. 

*  *      * 

Spring  is  back 

I  saw  Mr.   Bear 

I   followed  his   track 

And  it  lead  me  nowhere. 

Mariana    Schwarzbauer. 
(All  in  Gr.   IV.,   St.  Patrick's  School.) 


VACATION   TIME 


When  you  are  happy  and  carefree  and  gay. 
When  you  speak  and  smile  in  a  different  way. 
When  everything's  done  with  a  hop  and  a  run 
You   may  be  sure  vacation   time  has  begun. 

Then  home  we  go  with  all  our  books, 
To   fling   them    in   forgotten    nooks, 
Think  of  the  days  to  be, 
Planning  eagerly  with  glee. 

Mary  Megaflln,  I-C. 


Ckwd^s 


A  white  minister  had  volunteered  to  preach  to  a  negro  congre- 
gation and  the  negro  preacher  rose  to  introduce  him:  "Bredern 
and  Sistern,"  he  said,  "Ah  sure  am  happy  to  hab  the  great  pleasure 
to  introduce  dis  gentleman,  de  speaker  for  de  evening.  And  be- 
fore I  leaves  him  to  talk  to  you  I  wants  to  tell  you  all  dat  if  his 
skin  is  white  his  heart  am  black  as  any  of  yours." 


She  was  eager  to  hear  the  outcome  of  the  young  man's  interview 
with   her  father. 

"So  you've  talked  to  Daddy,"  she  said  excitedly.  "Wasn't  he 
just  like  a  Iamb?" 

"Absolutely,"  said  the  young  man,  grimly.  "Every  time  I  spoke, 
he  said  'Bah'!'' 


During  the  renovation  of  an  empty  house  the  owner  left  the 
telephone  connected.  One  day  the  phone  rang  and  a  workman 
answered  it.  To  his  surprise  he  heard:  "Will  you  put  five  dollars 
on  'Starting  Handle'  for  me?" 

"Sorry,  but  you've  got  the  wrong  number,  mate,  this  is  an  empty 
house,"  said  the  workman. 

"Is  that  so,"  came  the  reply,  "who  are  you,  then,  a  ghost?" 


"How  long  have  you  been  working  for  your  present  boss?" 
"Ever  since  he  threatened  to  fire  me." 


After  the  young  singer  had  finished  her  second  encore  the  old 
lady  leaned  over  towards  her  and  said:  "Thanks  for  the  songs, 
my  dear.  They  took  me  back  to  childhood  days  on  my  father's 
farm.  I  could  shut  my  eyes  and  hear  the  old  front  gate  creaking 
in  the  wind." 


"Here  is  a  wonderful  thing,"  said  Mrs.  Black.  "This  magazine 
tells  of  a  man  who  had  reached  the  age  of  forty  without  being  able 
to  read  or  write.  He  met  a  woman  and  fell  in  love  with  her  and 
for  her  sake  studied  so  hard  that  he  made  a  scholar  of  himself  in 
two  years." 

"That's  nothing,"  said  her  husband.  "I  know  a  man  who  was  a 
profound  scholar  at  forty  yet  he  met  a  woman  and  for  her  sake 
he  made  a  fool  of  himself  in  two  days." 


Jane:      "I  have  an  idea." 

Louise:      "Be  good  to  it,  Jane,  it's  in  a  strange  place." 
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i     HERE  IS  VITAL  NEWS 


T  Everyone  Is  better  off  with  a  steady  and  ample  sup- 

•  ply  of  sunshine  vltamin-D  every  day.     This  Is  par- 

I  tlcularly  true  of  children — to  maintain  health,  pro- 

5  mote    proper    growth,    to    strengthen    resistance    to 

I  colds   and    illness,    and    to   build   strong   bones    and 

s  sound,  even  teeth. 
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j  SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

I  will  give  a  discount  of 

i  2596 

1        on  all  prescriptions  brought  to  us  by   any   person   who   subscribes   to   this 
I  Journal;  or,  to  any  teacher  or  principal 

!  We  make  glasses  only  from  a  prescription  by  an  oculist  physician. 

I  Come  in  and  consult  us. 
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I  Phones:  KI.  0963  KI.  2116  j 
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DISPENSING  SPECIAUST 

PROMPT   MOTOR  DELIVERY   ANYWHERE   IN    TORONTO 
Physicians'  and  Surgeons'  Building,  86  Bloor  St.  W.       KI.  5706.       MI.  0246 


.-.I 


3.  SJoaar 

FUNERAL 
DIRECTOR 


467  SHERBOURNE  ST. 
Midway  7233 


..-+    ♦.. 


+_.. 


Phone  Kingsdale  5097 

Chas.  A.  Connors 

FUNERAL  DIRECTOR 

AND 

EMBALMER 


106  Avenue  Road, 
Toronto,  Ont. 


HALLIDAY  BROTHERS 

Limited 

Wholesale  and  Retail  COAL  and  COKE 


Our  Motto:      QUALITY  AND  SERVICE 


Telephones:      ELGIN   7253-4.         HArgrave  0803 


PLRASE  PATRONIZE  OUR   ADVERTISERS 


XVIII.  ST.     JOSEPH     LILIES 


''Harvesting 

in 


Hungary 


9  9  I 


An  attractive  account  of  earnest 
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in  Hungary,  before,  during  and 
after  the  Great  War 

1 0  Full  Page  Illustrations 
2  Coloured 
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EDITORIAL 

CHRISTMAS  PEACE 

CHRISTMAS,  with  its  light,  its  joy,  and  its  peace,  is  cast 
once  more  upon  the  dark  background  of  war :  angels  are 
singing  peace  to  men  of  good  will,  and  men  are  in  the  throes 
of  deadly  conflict;  the  peace  of  heaven  cannot  make  its  way 
to  earth  in  the  Christmas  of  1940  because  men  are  not  of 
good  will. 

Peace  is  a  very  comprehensive  word.  It  implies  more  than 
mere  absence  of  Avar;  it  contains  good  relations  with  God  in 
times  when  men  are  not  at  Avar  with  each  other.  "When, 
however,  they  are  at  war  with  God  by  infidelity  and  immor- 
ality there  is  no  peace,  and  Ave  all  instinctively  ask,  should 
God  Avard  off  the  evil  of  Avar  among  nations  Avhen  nations 
themselves  are  at  Avar  Avitli  God?  Modern  infidels  Avith  make 
believe  religious  inquirA^  ask  Avhere  is  God  during  a  great 
Avorld  Avar;  they  ne\'er  ask  Avhere  God  is  during  a  long  peace 
of  corrupt  infidelity  and  reckless  immorality.  Catholics,  hoAv- 
ever,  pray  for  peace,  but  they  pray  for  true  peace  "the  peace 
that  the  Avorld  cannot  give",  as  their  Liturgy  testifies,  a 
peace  of  union  Avith  Him  in  faithful  religious  obedience. 

War  may  thus  become  better  than  peace  and  a  possible 
remedy  Avhen  nations  profess  rank  atheism  like  Russia,  or 
impudent  agnosticism  so  prevalent  noAv  among  many  nations, 
AA^here  the  existence  and  rights  of  God  are  considered  un- 
scientific and  antiquated.  The  inspired  Psalmist  resounds 
the  fury  of  God  against  nations  that  have  rejected  Him,  and 
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so  to  keep  them  from  war  against  each  other  is  not  to  be 
expected  from  His  benign  Providence. 


THE  EVILS  OF  PEACE 

IT  may  be  briefly  and  surely  said  that  the  evils  of  peace 
will  bring  on  the  evils  of  war  and  this  all  men  agree  to 
in  some  sense  or  other.  Our  nerves  now  are  tense  with  the 
horrors  of  war  and  shock  after  shock  comes  to  us  as  we  see 
cities  destroyed  and  mangled  human  victims  strewn  over 
their  ruins.  In  the  numbness  of  our  emotions  we  look  upon 
war  as  a  mysterious  upheaval  of  nations  similar  to  an  earth- 
quake in  nature  that  engulfs  cities  and  their  inhabitants,  and 
men  chatter  distractedly  over  the  causes  of  war  even  as 
scientists  do  over  the  causes  of  earthquakes,  and  very  super- 
ficial too  are  the  explanations  they  supply. 

Is  the  world  of  human  free  wills  and  the  Avorld  also  of 
nature  self-contained  and  independent  of  God  and  His  Provi- 
dence; is  it  a  sea  of  perpetual  storms  lashed  by  human  pas- 
sions only?  that  is  the  primarj^  question  to  be  proposed  in  an 
attempted  analysis  of  the  causes  of  war. 

This  war  seems,  at  first  sight,  a  war  of  nerves,  a  war  com- 
ing from  overstimulated  glands  and  nerves  of  a  few  neurotic 
leaders  that  drive  a  powerful  nation  of  eighty  millions  into 
hysteria  and  blind  murderous  fury.  When  the  native  chiefs 
of  original  Africa  would  start  a  Avar  to  relieve  the  ennui  of 
prolonged  peace  they  set  great  war  drums  going,  beating  them 
day  and  night  until  their  tribes  found  no  rest  and  their 
savage  natures  were  goaded  to  fury  and  to  war.  This  is  as 
good  a  reason  as  any  other  to  put  into  the  pages  of  future 
history  for  this  present  war,  if  we  are  to  consider  the  world 
as  wholly  self-contained  and  emancipated  from  the  over-all 
Providence  of  God. 

Other  learned  historians  of  the  future  will,  of  course,  give 
the  tidal  ebb  and  flow  of  nationalism  and  a  special  great  tidal 
wave  coming  from  the  grievances  embodied  in  the  unbalanc- 
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ing  treaty  of  Versailles:  that  is  a  long  premeditated  war  of 
fierce  revenge  that  could  be  embodied  in  the  trite  poetic  line. 
''Arise  ye  Goths  and  glut  your  ire".  This  cause  of  the  present 
war,  that  is  of  sheer  revenge,  is  of  course  from  a  deeper  stra- 
tum of  human  motives  than  that  of  mere  nerves,  but  they 
both  are  closely  akin  and  are  linked  together.  The  hysteria 
of  nerves,  however,  more  than  national  grievances  and 
national  ensuing  fury,  the  Furor  Teutonicus,  resulting  there- 
from, is  to  be  preferred  as  the  moving  cause,  for  when  the 
Germans  attacked  Poland  they  had  redressed  all  their  national 
grievances,  they  had  united  all  their  race  and  blood  in  a  great 
consolidated  union  that  had  never  been  accomplished  before 
in  their  long  history,  and  a  grand  triumphal  march  was  set 
on  foot  of  North  Germans  and'  South  Germans,  of  Austrians 
and  Sudetens,  with  Pan-Germanism  accomplished  beyond  their 
highest  national  hopes.  The  Germans  then  had  no  national 
grievances  left  when  they  attacked  Poland  so  that  it  might 
be  concluded  that  the  moving  cause  was  sheer  Avar  hysteria. 

If  Bismarck,  the  arch-German  mind,  Avere  in  control,  in- 
stead of  hysterical  Hitler,  the  Poles,  Bohemians  and  other 
Slavic  nations  would  have  been  excluded  instead  of  being 
forced  into  the  German  Reich,  as  he  ever  advocated  Germany 
for  Germans  only,  although  always  under  Prussian  leadership. 
Hysteria,  then,  more  than  national  grievances  and  even  poli- 
tical intrigue,  seems  to  have  been  the  prime  moving  cause  of 
the  present  war.  The  last  war  was  of  political  intrigue  and 
cold-blooded  calculated  design  of  three  great  Emperors  that 
missed  their  calculations  and  lost  their  thrones,  of  Prussia, 
Austria  and  Russia,  in  the  great  plunge  they  took  into  a 
World  War  that  destroyed  ten  million  men  and  themselves 
also. 

Thus  the  summary  seems  to  be  correct  that  a  supreme 
neurotic  with  the  inspirations  and  wild  oratory  that  his  dis- 
ordered nerves  supplied  made  a  successful  appeal  to  his  race 
which  was  also  abnormal  from  their  defeat  in  the  last  war, 
alternating  from  base  dejection  to  the  other  extreme  of  fancy 
of  being  again  supermen  and  rulers  of  the  world. 
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DEEPER    REASONS    FOR   THE    WAR 

Nerves,  national  grievances,  and  political  plotting  as  caus- 
es for  war  are  all  on  the  surface ;  there  is  a  deeper  reason  and 
it  is  confirmed  by  universal  history,  it  is  our  natural  depravity 
when  unrestrained  by  supernatural  religion.  It  is  as  natural 
for  men  devoid  of  religion  to  fight  as  it  is  for  animals.  When 
we  lapse  into  a  state  of  mere  naturalism,  no  matter  how  cul- 
tured, we  are  doomed  to  the  fate  of  ever  recurring  wars. 
The  most  cultured  nations  of  pagan  times  were  also  the  most 
warlike,  for  war  and  imperial  ambition  to  subject  other 
nations  were  always  a  grand  part  of  national  glory.  The 
history  of  the  pre-Christian  era  is  to  be  studied  as  a  succession 
of  empires,  one  overthrowing  the  other  with  a  deluge  of  blood. 
and  succumbing  in  turn  to  the  next  world  upheaval.  Let  us 
in  historical  vision  view  the  succeeding  and  onrushing  empires 
of  Assyria,  Babylon,  Persia,  Greece  even  as  Daniel  saw  them 
in   prophetic   succession. 

Empires  always  imply  violence  and  blood  for  no  nation 
willingly  submits  to  another  to  form  an  empire ;  and  as  con- 
quest is  the  beginning  of  empires,  so  violence  and  oppression 
must  hold  them  together.  The  late  Pope,  Pius  XI,  at  the  time 
succeeding  the  last  war  when  empires  in  Europe  were  dis- 
solved into  the  freedom  of  small  nations,  and  when  the  dream 
of  peace  hovered  over  the  League  of  Nations,  gave  as  an 
axiom  of  peace  that  '^men  do  not  live  by  empires  but  by 
nations, — that  is  each  nation  should  be  free  and  autonomous.'' 

In  the  present  war  we  see  the  whole  scheme  of  peace  that 
lingered  in  Europe  for  twenty  years  swept  aAvay  by  an 
eruption  of  one  nation  that  would  subject  all  others,  and  the 
outlook  of  the  future  is  a  dismal  one  of  devastating  and  con- 
tinuous war.  Here  then  is  the  last  state  of  the  history  of  the 
human  race,  and  how  awful  is  the  outlook  of  the  world  at 
present.  Is  there  then  within  the  resources  of  human  culture 
a  remed}^  for  war?  That  is  the  great  theme  for  us  to  ponder. 
If  then  the  fundamental  cause  of  war  is  human  depravity  it 
is  futile  to  seek  a  remedj^  in  the  human  resources  of  either 
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reason  or  sentiment,  for  the  human  race  is  too  abject  to*  cure 
itself  of  the  evil  of  war  or  any  other  great  moral  evil. 

Some  influence  outside  and  above  our  savage  nature,  some 
brooding  calming  influence  from  heaven  is  required,  an  in- 
fluence that  is  embodied  in  a  true,  universal  religion.  The 
history  of  the  Church,  which  is  a  series  of  events  beyond  all 
theories,  arguments,  and  contradictions,  shows  a  stream  of 
realism  where  wars  were  prevented  or  at  least  abbreviated 
because  nations  were  influenced  by  religious  faith  and  respect 
for  ecclesiastical  authority.  The  Church  did  not  fully  succeed 
in  its  opposition  to  war,  but  it  was  the  only  preventative  that 
we  have  ever  had  in  all  world  history  up  to  the  present  time. 

Greece,  in  ancient  times,  where  philosophy,  law,  arts,  and 
literature  were  resplendent  in  the  pure  Attic  air  of  Athens, 
and  where  the  human  mind  came  to  its  zenith  of  natural  cul- 
ture, never  dreamed  of  an  antidote  for  war,  and  the  Greek 
cities  had  a  continuous  history  of  war  with  the  consequent 
slavery  of  poor  captives  falling  into  slavery  on  the  battle 
field.  Thus  the  history  of  Greece  is  a  story  of  Greeks  fight- 
ing Greeks  and  selling  their  own  countrymen  into  slavery. 
The  Greek  stage  scenes  of  their  histrionic  art  and  of  their 
great  soul-stirring  tragedies  that  harrow  the  deepest  emotions 
of  the  human  soul  are  merely  a  repetition  of  actual  scenes  of 
Grecian  war  and  slavery.  Everyone  was  a  soldier,  and  even 
Socrates  himself.  No  one  could  withstand  Socrates  on  the 
battle  field  any  more  than  in  philosophical  argument ;  he  turn- 
ed and  fought  off  his  victorious  enemies  and  saved  his  .SAvord 
and  shield  in  a  long,  desperate  retreat  from  an  unfavorable 
battle;  he  retreated  with  a  vanquished  army  but  he  was  al- 
ways victorious  when  he  turned  and  fought  off  his  pursuers. 
Socrates,  who  has  been  called  the  saviour  of  the  human  race 
before  the  coming  of  Christ,  was  a  soldier  and  his  coterie 
of  great  followers  such  as  Alcibiades,  Zenephon  and  others, 
were  also  great  military  heroes. 

The  League  of  Nations  in  modern  times  was  the  last 
supreme  endeavor  of  humanity  when  chastened  and  instructed 
by  a  devastating  war  that  had  just  preceded,  headed,  however. 
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by  shadowy  politicians  who  were  national  in  their  interests 
rather  than  international,  setting  up  a  tribunal  of  world  peace 
and  yet  excluding  from  their  council  board  the  Pope,  whose 
predecessors  had  stabilized  Europe  for  centuries.  A  new  era 
of  peace,  but  not  of  disarmament  Avas  inaugurated,  and  now 
we  are  at  the  end  of  the  rainbow. 

THE  PROXIMATE   CAUSE   OF  WAR 

The  remote  cause  of  war  is  the  depravity  of  human  nature, 
of  that  nature  that  St.  Augustine  called  "massa  dammata",  a 
reprobated  mass  of  humanity  that  wallows  in  evil  and  rolls 
from  bad  to  worse.  Total  depravity  is  not  a  doctrine  of  the 
Church,  but  of  the  Protestant  Reformers.  However,  there  is  a 
great  depravity  that  is  capable  of  little  moral  good  when  left  to 
itself.  And  so  we  may  say,  with  Augustine,  that  nations  are 
a  "massa  dammata"  precipated  from  evil  to  evil,  as  history 
only  too  graphically  shows. 

How  sharply  contradictory,  and  how  exorbitant,  is  the 
Avild,  optimistic  humanism  of  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau,  who 
taught  that  human  nature,  left  to  itself,  is  most  wholesome, 
benevolent,  pacific,  and  even  perfect.  If  he  had  lived  a  few 
years  longer,  he  would,  most  probably,  have  had  his  head 
sheared  oft*  by  the  guillotine  in  company  with  his  followers 
and  promoters,  Marat,  Danton,  and  Robespierre,  who  inau- 
gurated his  emotional  theories  in  the  French  Revolution,  and 
perished  as  victims  of  the  Red  Terror.  Nations  since  this 
time  have  been  implicitly  spreading  the  humanism  of  Rous- 
seau, and  indeed  there  is  no  prospect  of  peace  and  hope  except 
this  humanism,  or  the  Christianity  of  the  Catholic  Church. 
Can  humanism  then  save  the  world? 

Human  nature  cannot  rise  above  its  own  level,  and  this  is 
the  level  of  fierce  nationalism  and  war.  When,  however,  we 
look  to  the  history  of  the  Catholic  Church  we  see  a  relatively 
successful  struggle  against  warlike  nationalism,  and  the  pas- 
sions of  national  rulers.  To  quote  the  eminent  historian,  Doc- 
tor Lingard,  who  is  perhaps  the  most  universally  accepted 
authority  of  Catholics  and  non-Catholics,  we  have  the  follow- 
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injr  testimony  for  the  Catholic  Church:  ''Writers  have  not 
always  sufficiently  appreciated  the  benefits  which  mankind 
derive  from  the  pacific  influence  of  the  Roman  Pontiffs.  In 
an  age  Avhich  valued  no  merits  but  that  of  arms,  Europe  would 
have  been  plunged  in  perpetual  war  had  not  Pope  after  Pope 
labored  incessantly  for  the  preservation  or  restoration  of 
peace.  They  rebuked  the  passions  and  checked  the  extrava- 
gant pretensions  of  sovereigns;  their  character  as  the  common 
Father  of  Christians  gave  to  their  representatives  a  weight 
which  no  other  mediators  could  claim ;  and  their  legates  spared 
neither  journey  nor  fatigue  to  reconcile  the  jarring  interests 
of  courts  and  interposed  the  olive  branch  of  peace  between 
the   swords   of  contending   armies." 

THE   CHURCH  AND  THE  WAR 

It  is  interesting  and  even  surprising  to  hear  great  secular 
newspapers  in  England  call  upon  the  Church  to  use  her  power 
to  stop  the  war  and  furthermore  to  hear  from  them  that  the 
Church  has  the  power  if  she  would  wield  it.  This  implies  that 
she  should  reprobate  all  Catholics  that  are  fighting  for  the 
Axis  unless  they  desist.  The  Pope  has  loudly  denounced  the 
invasion  of  neutral  and  inoffensive  countries  like  Poland, 
Holland  and  Belgium  and  all  men  feel  the  justice  of  her  action. 
Should  she  now  go  farther  and  give  a  decision  against  one 
side  of  the  combatants  and  inflict  the  supreme  spiritual  pen- 
alty of  excommunication  as  she  has  done  in  the  ages  of  the 
past? 

Pope  Pius  VII  excommunicated  Napoleon  when  he  set  out 
to  conquer  the  world  and  the  rebellious  answer  of  the  proud 
imperial  warrior  contained  a  prophecy  that  was  fulfilled 
shortly  afterwards,  "Will  the  Pope's  excommunication  cause 
the  weapons  to  fall  from  the  hands  of  my  soldiers?"  That  is 
just  what  happened  in  the  awful  retreat  of  the  French  from 
Moscow ;  the  frozen  soldiers  lay  dead  beside  their  guns  on 
the  plains  of  Russia.  That  excommunication  was  inflicted  only 
a  little  more  than  a  century  ago.  Why  should  not  the  Pope 
fulminate  asrain? 
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The  Church  knows  when  to  speak  and  when  to  hurl  a 
curse  in  God's  name  and  it  is  not  for  infidels  to  call  on  her  to 
use  her  power.  Spiritual  inflictions  belong  to  the  ages  of 
faith  when  men  were  spiritually  impressionable  but  not  to 
an  age  of  infidelity.  In  the  first  era  of  the  Church  when  the 
world  was  pagan  we  do  not  read  in  her  history  of  public 
penances.  St.  Ambrose  excommunicated  the  Roman  Emperor 
Theodosius  the  Great  but  the  Roman  Empire  had  then  already 
turned  Catholic.  The  excommunication  of  the  Church  is  not 
an  act  of  spite  nor  revenge  and  it  cannot  be  used  as  a  weapon 
of  war  for  one  side  and  especialh'  since  her  spiritual  authority 
is  denied  now  as  in  old  pagan  times.  ]Men  who  do  not  believe 
in  the  Church  and  perhaps  not  even  in  God  Himself  would 
call  on  the  Church  to  pronounce  a  curse  as  a  mere  weapon  of 
war  for  the  benefit  of  one  side  in  the  conflict.  The  Church 
is  inspired  by  God  and  knows  wiien  to  speak  in  His  Name 
and  not  in  the  name  of  politicians. 

The  League  of  Nations  excluded  from  their  number  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff  and  like  infidels  they  repudiated  all  religious 
influence  in  world  affairs.  Thus  the  Church  will  act  as  God 
directs  her,  free  from  human  dictation  and  free  also  from 
the  accusation  that  she  is  National  and  not  Catholic. 
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THE  RETURN  OF 
KING  CROTALUS 

By  JAMES  B.  BOLLARD,  Litt.D. 


FATHER  John  McKeniia  of  Railtoii,  pastor  of  the  parish  of 
Mary  Immaculate,  had  just  received  a  letter  from  a  young 
priest,  a  relative  of  his,  not  long  out  from  Ireland,  Father 
Patrick  J.  O'llara.  This  young  and  zealous  priest  had  been 
lately  appointed  pastor  of  Flume  Ridge,  a  mining  town  in 
the  north  of  the  State.     The  letter  read  in  part  as  follows : 

"Dear  Old  Friend  and  Cousin. — We  are  having  a  hard  strug- 
gle here  to  keep  things  going,  especially  in  supporting  the 
orphanage  which  is  attached  to  the  Parish.  The  Orphanage 
building  is  an  old  and  ramshackle  house,  long  ago  condemned. 
It  must  be  thrown  down,  and  a  new  edifice  built  in  its  place. 
The  mine  explosion  last  week  in  which  200  men  lost  their 
lives,  is  throwing  between  eighty  and  ninety  children  on  our 
hands  and  we  have  not  half  room  enough  for  them.  My  heart 
bleeds  for  the  little  ones  who  have  lost  their  homes  and  have 
no  relatives  to  care  for  them.  We  have  taken  in  all  these 
children,  but,  unhappily  the  sisters  who  have  charge,  had  to 
leave  their  own  rooms,  and  go  into  two  miserable  and  leaky- 
roofed  cottages  in  the  street.  I  have  been  wondering  if  you 
would  speak  to  your  friend  Tom  LaAvrence  for  me.  I  am 
sure  that  if  he  knew  of  the  circumstances  he  would  come  to 
our  assistance.  If,  for  any  reason,  you,  my  dear  friend,  are 
unable  to  act  in  this  matter,  it  Avill  make  no  difference  in 
our  friendship,  as  I  have  full  trust  in  you,  that  Avhatever  way 
you  may  act  in  these  circumstances,  your  action  will  be  right 
and  just. 

Hoping  to  hear  from  you  in  a  few  days. 
Yours  as  ever, 

PATRICK  J.  O'lIARA. 
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Father  McKenna  sighed  as  he  put  the  letter  in  his  pocket. 
''This  makes  the  third  appeal  this  week  alone,"  he  said  mus- 
ingly to  himself.  And  the  dear  old  saint  never  refuses  any 
of  them !  I  said  to  him  a  few  days  ago :  *  'You  must  be  near 
the  end  of  your  resources  by  this  time,  Mr.  Lawrence,"  and 
he  laughed  heartily,  replying,  "Don't  you  worry  about  me. 
Father.  The  financier  who  bought  up  most  of  the  Sunset 
Canyon  mine-stock  died  last  month,  and  Avilled  me  about 
half  the  stock  of  the  great  mine  I  discovered,  that  day  of 
good  fortune.  I  can  never  get  rid  of  it  all.  And  if  I  did, 
that  lucky  snake  would  find  another  mine  for  me  in  a  jiffy. 
Did  I  tell  you  I  went  out  into  the  desert  and  recaptured  that 
serpent,  and  now  he  has  a  home  all  to  himself  at  the  back  of 
my  cottage.  I  could  never  forget  'my  caretaker,'  as  I  called 
him."  These  and  other  thoughts  about  his  friend  occupied  the 
mind  of  Father  McKenna  all  that  evening.  Before  he  said 
his  night-prayers  he  sat  down  at  his  desk  and  wrote  the  fol- 
lowing note  to  Father  O'Hara : 
My  dear  Cousin  Pat : 

I  received  your  letter  this  morning  and  hasten  to  reply. 
Please  come  for  lunch  at  2  p.m.  next  Sunday  afternoon.  Mr, 
Lawrence  will  be  there,  as  he  has  lunch  with  me  on  Sunday, 
once  a  month.  He  drives  his  own  car,  comes  early,  assists 
devoutly  at  all  the  Masses,  and  receives  Holy  Communion  at 
the  last  Mass.  Afterwards  I  give  him  some  tea  and  toast. 
Then  I  make  him  take  a  sleep  for  a  couple  of  hours,  and  he 
awakes  in  good  time  for  lunch.  I  could  not  begin  to  tell  you 
how  highly  I  esteem  that  old  man.  He  is  one  of  God's  chosen 
and  beloved  saints,  and  the  amount  of  good  he  does  with  his 
money  is  vast  and  incalculable.  Since  you  are  my  nearest 
friend  among  the  clergy,  I  will  do  more  for  you  than  I  would 
for  any  other  person  in  the  world.  I  will  put  your  circum- 
stances and  needs  before  him  in  as  strong  a  light  as  possible, 
so  that  you  yourself  will  not  be  obliged  to  mention  the  mat- 
ter to  him  at  all.  All  you'll  have  to  do  is  to  come  here  and 
enjoy  his  company.  I  will  have  it  arranged  that  he  will  give 
you  his  answer  at  the  end   of  your  visit.     So,  please   come 
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along  next  Sunday  and  be  here  at  2  o'clock  with  untroubled 
mind  and  a  hope  that  all  will  be  settled  for  the  best.  As  you 
know  already,  he  has  a  strange  affection  for  reptiles  and  es- 
pecially for  rattlesnakes.  This  seems  to  me  to  be  the  only 
flaw  in  an  otherwise  faultless  personality.  He  has  a  village 
of  snakes,  with  about  ten  little  houses  for  them,  in  a  field 
behind  his  cottage.  All  the  partiality  for  rattlesnakes,  of 
course,  comes  from  the  fact  that  a  rattlesnake  was  instrumental 
in  discovering  for  him  the  great  gold  mine  of  Sunset  Canyon. 
I  am  mentioning  all  this,  because  if  the  old  prospector  should 
invite  you  out  to  his  cottage  to  spend  a  night  there,  you  must 
sedulously  avoid  showing  ^any  fear,  dislike,  or  horror,  of  these 
dreadful  pets  of  his.  Try  to  get  his  own  point  of  view,  and 
to  feel  towards  them  as  he  does.  I  am  writing  this  last  advice 
without  hoping  that  you  can  conquer  the  natural  distaste  a 
man  has  for  such  monstrosities  of  nature.  For  myself  I  think 
a  rattlesnake  is  the  most  terrible  thing  created  by  God,  and  I 
have  consistently  refused  to  examine  these  serpents  in  their 
habitats,  at  Sunset  Cottage  (as  the  old  man  calls  his  house). 
But,  for  you  and  your  orphans'  sakes,  it  might  be  well  to  try 
and  cultivate  a  liking  for  the  old  prospector's  pets.  I  will 
now  say  "au  revoir,"  hoping  to  see  you  full  of  snap  and 
ginger  on  Sunday  at  2  o'clock,  and  looking  as  if  you  were 
ready,  as  a  fakir  in  the  Punjaub,  to  juggle  and  handle  a  whole 
nest  of  snakes  or  horned  toads! 
With  prayers  for  your  welfare. 

Your  old  monitor, 

JOHN  McKENNA. 

P.S. — Mr,  Lawrence  was  A-astly  interested  when  I  told  that, 
not  many  years  ago,  j'-ou  were  a  great  Irish  athlete,  and  hurler, 
and  had  played  for  Clare  in  the  ''All-Ireland"  against  Kil- 
kenny. He  has  procured  a  beautiful  hurley  or  Camaun  (as 
they  call  the  weapon  in  Gaelic)  made  in  Ireland,  and  is  to 
present  it  to  you  upon  your  arrival  here.    J.  McK. 
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The  liinelieon  at  Father  McKenna's  rectory  was  a  brilliant 
success.  The  three  men  were  like  three  boys,  so  happy  were 
they  in  each  other's  company.  From  the  beginning  the  old 
prospector  was  the  life  of  the  party.  lie  had  dozens  of  stories 
about  pioneer  days  in  the  West,  some  sad  and  tragic,  others 
bright  and  comic,  and  he  told  them  in  his  best  style.  At  the 
end  of  the  meal  he  made  a  great  "to-do"  over  presenting  Father 
O'Hara  with  the  hurley  from  Ireland.  "It  was,"  he  said,  "a 
Aveapon  worthy  of  having  been  wielded  by  the  great  Ossian, 
son  of  Finn,  or  by  the  young  Cuchulain  on  his  way  to  the  royal 
court  of  Emania.  He  hoped  that  Father  O'Hara  would  always 
keep  it  near  him,  as  it  would  be  both  a  protector  of  his  per- 
son, and  a  talisman  of  good  luck."  As  a  wind-up,  he  invited 
his  new  friend  out  to  his  cottage  at  Sunset  Heights.  Then  with 
a  hurried  good-bye  to  Father  McKenna,  they  were  into  the 
car  and  out  on  the  road,  the  old  man  keeping  up  a  machine- 
gun  barrage  of  small  talk,  as  he  drove  gaily  out  into  the 
open  country!  "Did  they  tell  you,  Father,  that  I  have  a 
snake-farm  out  at  the  cottage?  Well  'tis  a  fact,  I  have.  I 
even  got  lonesome  after  the  old  lad  that  discovered  the  gold- 
mine for  me,  and  I  went  out  one  day  and  brought  him  home 
in  the  car.  He  is  getting  on  in  years.  He  struck  up  a  tune 
on  the  castanets  as  soon  as  he  recognized  me.  It  wasn't  a  note 
of  anger,  because  he  never  attempted  to  go  into  a  coil.  The 
rattle  is  a  friendly  gesture  sometimes,  with  those  they  knoAv ; 
but  look  out  when  they  begin  to  coil.  They  will  strike  at 
any  moment.  So  I  got  him  into  the  bag,  and  home,  without 
the  least  trouble.  Then  I  built  a  little  flat-roofed  house  of  a 
circular  shape  and  put  him  in  there,  nice  and  snug.  He  has 
the  biggest  house  in  the  village,  as  befits  a  king,  for  he  really 
is  the  king  of  the  diamond-backs.  AfterAvards  I  found  a  few 
snake-farmers  who  understood  all  about  the  critters,  and  we 
built  eleven  more  snake-houses.  These  we  filled  with  others 
of  the  tribe,  so  that  now  the  old  fellow  has  quite  a  large  king- 
dom to  boss,  and  he  allows  no  rebellion  in  his  kingdom,  I 
can  tell  you.  We  will  pay  him  a  visit  after  supper,  and  I'm 
sure  you'll   get  along  Avell  Avith   the   old  boy; — you  are  not 
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afraid,  anyhow,  as  so  many  foolish  people  are."  Thus  the 
old  prospector  ran  on,  and  the  time  passed  quickly,  so  that  they 
arrived  at  the  cottage  at  about  five  in  the  afternoon. 

The  Cottage  was  a  large  and  commodious  dwelling,  he 
saAv,  when  at  last  they  entered  the  grounds,  and  stepped  out. 
Here  the  old  man  led  a  bachelor's  existence.  Every  three  days 
a  washerwoman  came  in,  set  the  house  in  order,  and  took  away 
the  laundry.  Tom  Lawrence  attended  to  the  cooking  him- 
self, and  so  confident  was  he  of  his  own  ability  that  he  would 
have  been  terribly  shocked  if  any  friend  of  his  complained  of 
the  grub.  "What  does  a  man  want  but  good  wholesome  food, 
well-boiled  or  well-baked.  It's  the  extras  and  the  strong  sea- 
sonings that  do  all  the  harm.  The  stomach  needs  considera- 
tion as  well  as  evervthing  else."  he  grumbled. 


"Take  the  hurley  with  you.  Father,"  said  Tom  Lawrence 
as  they  stood  up  from  the  supper-table.  "It's  a  lovely  piece 
of  Irish  ash,  and  may  protect  you  against  the  snakes.  I'm 
sure  St.  Patrick's  crozier  was  made  out  of  Irish  mountain  ash ; 
and  see  what  a  lovely  job  he  done  in  Ireland — there  isn't 
a  poison-snake  in  the  Avhole  country,  except  in  the  zoo  at 
Dublin,  where  I  often  saw  them  myself."  Chatting  happily 
and  inconsequentially,  the  old  prospector  led  the  way  to  the 
snake  village.  ''This  is  where  the  king  himself  resides," 
he  said.  The  priest  saw  a  rounded  dwelling  of  cement,  with 
holes,  for  entrance,  but  no  sign  of  the  occupant.  "He  is  having 
a  snooze  now,"  said  Tom  Lawrence,  "but  he  will  come  out 
when  I  give  him  the  signal."  The  old  prospector  tapped  three 
times,  with  a  small  stone,  on  the  concrete;  then  he  stood  by 
the  entrance  in  watchful  Avaiting.  The  young  priest  felt  a 
thrill  of  revulsion  and  horror  pass  over  him  as  the  dreadful 
head  of  the  aged  serpent  appeared  in  the  door-way.  The 
snake  seemed  to  be  regarding  them  with  evil  and  malignant 
eyes,  but  Tom  Lawrence's  voice  Avas  full  of  kindness  and 
even  affection,  as  he  hailed  his  old  benefactor:  "Good  even- 
ing, your  majesty!     Come  on  out  and  meet  friends  I" 
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The  great  diamond-back,  glittering  like  some  dark  oriental 
rug,  flowed  out  from  the  opening,  for  what  seemed  to  be  an 
interminable  time ;  then  he  crawled  to  the  top  of  the  apartment, 
and,  with  his  head  upon  his  tail,  gazed  upon  his  visitors  with 
smoky  and  inscrutable  eyes!  There  was  no  sound  of  rattles, 
no  sign  of  fretfulness  or  anger.  The  expression  of  the  great 
snake  was  mysterious  and  sphynx-like.  To  himself.  Father 
O'Hara  interpreted  the  mood  of  the  old  serpent  as  a  vast 
world-weariness ;  and  a  desire  for  death  and  oblivion.  But 
Tom  Lawrence  chose  to  keep  up  the  pretence  of  friendliness 
and  affection  towards  the  snake.  ''Me  boy,"  said  he,  "Do  you 
think  I  forget  all  I  owe  to  you?  Wasn't  I  passing  by  that 
day,  long  ago,  in  Sunset  Canyon,  when  you  called  me  back  with 
a  flourish  of  your  rattles?  And  then,  because  you  saw  that 
I  was  still  unconvinced,  you  raised  your  noble  head  and 
showed  me  the  gold-glow  upon  your  throat.  Then  and  there 
I  became  a  rich  man,  for  I  had  discovered  Sunset  Canyon  Gold 
Mine,  the  richest  mine  in  North  America!  And  I  thanked 
God  for  his  goodness  to  me,  and  I  vowed  that  all  of  my  fortune 
should  go  to  help  the  poor  and  the  friendless,  and  to  spread 
the  kingdom  of  God  upon  His  earth.  So  now,  me  boy,  be 
happy  here  with  me,  and  remember  that  there  are  friends 
around  you  to  keep  you  safe  and  sound." 


"The  wisdom  of  the  serpent"  is  a  well-known  phrase  in 
the  Book  of  God,  and  the  old  diamond-back  was  wiser  than 
his  master.  He  knew  that  there  were  dangers  around  him  of 
which  his  friends  were  ignorant. 

"I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter  with  the  king  to-day," 
complained  the  old  man.  "He  is  usually  glad  to  see  me,  and 
plays  around  like  a  kitten,  but  to-day  there  is  something  on 
his  mind,  and  he  is  paying  no  attention  to  me  at  all.  Sometimes 
in  this  very  hot  season  a  few  of  the  snakes  go  mad.  and  at- 
tack the  others.  I  certainly  wouldn't  want  to  have  the  king 
attacked  and  killed  before  my  eyes,"  he  added,  looking 
anxiously  at  Father  O'Hara.     I  wouldn't  have  him  hurt  even 
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for  a  million  dollars."  Poor  Tom  Lawrence  was  the  victim  of 
his  strange  illusions ! 

"Do  you  really  think  there  is  danger  of  that  kind  around?" 
asked  the  young  priest.  "I'm  verj^  much  afraid  there  is," 
said  Tom  Lawrence — "Look  at  him  now."  The  diamond-back 
had  turned  his  spear-like  head  away  from  them,  and  he  was 
gazing  intently  at  the  little  house  behind  him.  There  was  a 
great  sound  of  rattling,  and  suddenly  a  large  snake  leaped 
up  on  the  roof  of  that  house  and  went  into  strong  contortions. 
"That  snake  is  mad,"  cried  Tom  Lawrence  in  a  voice  full 
of  fear. 

All  this  time  Father  O'Hara  had  the  hurley  in  his  hand, 
and  had  almost  forgotten  about  it.  Suddenly  he  stepped  over 
to  where  the  mad  snake  was,  and  stood  over  him,  the  hurley 
poised  to  strike !  He  was,  once  more,  the  finished  hurler  in  the 
goal,  waiting  for  the  crash  of  the  goal-ball.  The  snake  went 
into  his  striking  position.  The  athlete  waited,  intent  and  fear- 
less. The  uplifted  head  of  the  snake  shot  forward  toward  the 
priest's  face.  At  the  same  instant  the  heavy  weapon  crashed 
on  that  wicked  head!  The  serpent  fell,  Avrithing  in  death- 
agonies.  There  was  no  bone  of  that  poisonous  head  but  was 
splintered  and  crushed  as  if  in  a  vice.  The  king  slipped 
down  from  his  throne  and  disappeared  thro'  his  doorway.  He 
recognized  that  the  atmosphere  was  not  a  healthy  one  for 
snakes !  Father  O'Hara  laughed,  ' '  That  was  one  time  I  kept 
the  goal  well,"  he  said  simply.  He  looked  at  his  trusty  hurley. 
The  heavy  "boss"  was  covered  with  poisonous  slime.  "When 
St.  Patrick  drove  the  snakes  out  of  Ireland,"  he  continued, 
"he  may  have  used  a  stick  of  this  same  wood;  for  this  noble 
weapon  was  imported  from  the  Old  Sod  itself." 

Tom  Lawrence  was  looking  on  in  wonder  and  stupefaction. 
"You  had  your  nerve  about  you,"  he  cried  in  admiration; 
"how  could  you  be  sure  he  wouldn't  beat  you  to  it?"  "How 
could  I  be  sure?"  said  the  young  priest.  "Let  me  tell  you, 
Tom,  when  the  Cork,  or  Tipperary,  or  Kilkenny  hurlers  are 
shooting  on  the  goal,  in  the  All-Ireland  Hurling  Champion- 
ship game,  the  ball  comes  in  three  times  as  swift  as  these  poor 
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old  serpents  can  strike,  so  why  would  I  be  afraid  of  them? 
Sure  I  said  a  prayer  to  Saint  Patrick,  anj'way,  to  be  on  the 
safe  side." 

The  tears  were  running  down  the  face  of  the  old  prospector, 
as  he  replied:  "God  bless  you.  Father,  and  more  power  to 
you!  St.  Patrick  has  done  more  than  you  think.  You  can 
tell  your  friend.  Father  McKenna,  that  I'm  going  to  build 
the  new  Orphanage,  and  it  won't  cost  you  a  cent,  and  what's 
more,  you  won't  have  to  look  for  a  name  either,  for  it's  going 
to  be  the  best  building  in  the  State,  and  its  name  will  be 
'St  Patrick's  Orphanage  !'  " 
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THE    FATE   OF   DICTATORS 

By  REV.   J.   C.   BOUVIER.   M.A., 

St.    Augustine's    Seminary,    Toronto 

FROM  the  plough  to  the  throne! 
In  modern  times,  from  paper-hanger  to  dictator ! 
Power  and  glory,  from  time  immemorial,  have  held 
out  to  the  man  of  ignoble  birth  but  of  excessive  ambition, 
allurements  often  beyond  his  power  of  resistance.  In  order 
to  satisfy  the  vast  cravings  of  the  heart,  means  foul  and  fair 
are  selected  and  set  to  motion  to  realize  the  ultimate  objective. 
Oftentimes  they  fail;  result:  a  decapitated  plotter.  Some 
times  they  succeed ;  result :  a  dictator,  or  despot,  or  tyranni- 
cal government; — in  all  cases,  a  reign  of  violence. 

Such  reigns  have  arisen  at  various  epochs  in  the  course  of 
world  history,  when  man  has  ascended,  with  meteoric  sud- 
denness and  rapidity,  from  the  abyss  of  obscure  commonness 
and  social  nothingness  to  the  lofty  pinnacle  of  imperial  power. 
Once  mounted  upon  the  throne,  however,  dazzled  by  the  world 
at  his  feet  and  unaccustomed  to  his  precarious  position,  the 
ruler  of  vulgar  extraction,  lacking  the  background  of  leader- 
ship education,  has  oft  found  the  equilibrium  difficult  to 
maintain.  And  the  rising  meteor  has  of  a  sudden  transformed 
itself  into  a  falling  star;  the  swiftness  of  its  ascent  being 
paralleled  only  by  the  velocity  of  its  decline. 

From  the  plough  to  the  throne ; — from  the  throne  to  the 
grave,  —  and    oftentimes    a    precipitated    grave! 

History  offers  numerous  examples  of  such  successful  plot- 
ters. Their  fate  is  strikinglj^  similar.  Whether  their  name  be 
Rienzi,  Arnold  of  Brescia,  or  even  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  their 
rapid  ascent  to  fame  and  power  is  but  the  prelude  to  their 
inglorious  downfall  and  ignominious  death.  In  all  cases,  ille- 
gitimate means  were  conducive  to  the  desired  goal,  but  in 
the  final  analysis  have  profited  little  to  their  authors;  and 
their  evil  end  eloquently  testifies  that  the  end  does  not  justify 
the  means. 


392 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

From  a  cursive  glance  at  a  few  of  history's  numerous  dic- 
tators, it  would  appear  that  individuals  who  have  risen  from 
the  common  masses  and  have  set  their  country  or  the  world 
in  turmoil  to  seize  upon  a  long-coveted  power,  have  inevitably 
found  their  ruin  therein.  If  we  peruse  the  records  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  the  Annals  of  Rome  will  supply  the  names  of 
two  famous  revolutionists  who  intended  to  rule  in  a  world  of 
their  own  making :  Arnold  of  Brescia,  Cola  di  Rienzi ; — both 
sprang  from  the  lower  classes;  both  ended  their  career  in 
tragedy. 

ARNOLD  OF  BRESCIA. 

For,  who  was  Arnold  of  Brescia  before  he  headed  the 
revolutionary  Republic  of  Rome?  Such  an  unknown  quan- 
tity in  fact  that  history  is  not  even  cognizant  of  the  date  of 
his  birth, — presumably  toward  the  end  of  the  11th  century. 
Yet  he  succeeded  in  directing  an  imposing  revolutionary 
movement  of  his  century,  gave  it  its  doctrines  and  finally 
controlled  its  destinies  for  some  time. 

Arnold  was  held  in  no  high  esteem  by  his  contemporaries 
and  compatriots.  "Incorrigible  schismatic", — "sower  of  dis- 
cord", "destroyer  of  unity", — "disturber  of  the  peace"; — 
these  are  but  a  few  of  the  pleasant  epithets  which  they  show- 
ered upon  him.  Arnold's  border-line  doctrines  and  revolu- 
tionary beliefs, — beliefs  which  he  brazenly  expounded  in  pub- 
lic,— were  the  cause  of  most  of  his  troubles. 

At  a  time  when  the  relations  between  Pope  and  Emperor 
were  anything  but  cordial,  Arnold  summoned  all  the  elo- 
quence he  could  muster  to  proclaim  that  the  Pope  had  no 
right  to  temporal  power,  that  the  clergy  should  forsake  any 
material  possessions,  and  fostered  open  revolt  against  the 
clergy  of  the  town  of  Brescia.  These  doctrines  were  suffi- 
ciently serious  in  character  to  warrant  a  formal  decree  of 
condemnation  by  the  Lateran  Council  in  1139. 

As  a  result,  Arnold  was  successively  chased  from  his  native 
Bresicia,  from  Paris,  where  he  had  taken  refuge;  banished 
from  the  whole  of  France,  finally  from  Switzerland.  Mean- 
while the  seeds  of  his  evil  teachings  had  fallen  on  a  well-pre- 
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pared  soil.  The  Roman  people  had  soured  on  feudal  aristoc- 
racy and  longed  for  the  re-establishment  of  the  ancient  Roman 
Republic.  Arnold's  teachings  against  the  papacy  had  already 
promoted  revolution  against  the  established  order  and  led  to 
the  re-constitution  of  the  senatorial  order. 

HIS   TRIUMPH. 

An  exile,  an  outcast,  with  no  safe  haven,  Arnold  was 
quick  to  see  that  his  future  lay  in  Rome.  Access  to  the  Holy 
City  was  soon  gained  by  means  of  a  clever  camouflage :  a 
solemn  retractation  of  his  doctrines  before  the  Pope.  Then 
came  the  turning-point.  Arnold  became  the  champion  of  the 
Roman  Republic.  He  had  provoked  the  Revolution  by  the 
spread  of  his  doctrines;  now  he  became  its  leader  by  determ- 
ining its  program.  The  Roman  Senate  was  definitely  re-estab- 
lished along  with  the  ancient  equestrian  order.  Arnold  of 
Brescia's  day  had  come,  and  he  was  now  master  of  Rome. 

So  completely  master  of  the  situation,  that  he  imposed 
harsh  terms  upon  Pope  Eugenius  IH,  demanding  him  to  re- 
nounce all  temporal  power  and  live  on  public  offerings.  Eu- 
genius fled  from  Rome  in  quest  of  an  army  to  oppose  resist- 
ance; and  for  a  few  years  (1146-1149)  Arnold's  regime 
triumphed, — the  apogee  of  his  glory.  His  success  was  short- 
lived. By  degrees  his  program  evolved  from  its  original  prin- 
ciples. Arnold's  insatiable  ambition  leading  him  to  covet  still 
greater  domination,  he  proposed  to  subject  the  spiritual  power 
of  the  papacy  to  his  own  civil  power.  Furthermore,  he  con- 
ceived vast  imperial  dreams,  envisioning  the  resurrection  of 
Imperial  Rome. 

To  this  effect,  he  tried  to  enlist  the  help  and  co-operation 
of  the  German  Emperor,  promising  to  yield  to  him  the  Roman 
tiara.  Thus  his  policies,  at  first  democratic  and  republican, 
ended  in  nothing  short  of  absolute  imperialism.  Fatal  step 
for  Arnold; —  alliance  which  proved  fatal  to  his  power.  Em- 
peror Frederick  Barbarossa  did  come  to  Rome,  but  sided  in 
with  the  Pope.  Arnold  was  forced  to  leave  the  Eternal  City, 
fell   a  short  time  later  into  the  hands  of  the  Emperor,  was 
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hanged,  his  body  burned,  and  his  ashes  thrown  into  the  Tiber. 
Such  was  the  tragic  end  of  one  who  had  risen  from  a 
lowly  station  in  life, — a  powerful  demagogue  who  stirred  the 
soul  of  an  entire  people,  \vhose  excessive  ambition  carried 
him  to  the  peak  of  glory, — but  with  Avhom  Death  finally 
squared  matters:  a  death  behoving  a  vulgar  plotter. 

RIENZI. 

The  same  aniials  of  Rome,  a  few  centuries  later,  oft'er  still 
another  illustration  of  the  sudden  rise  to  power  of  a  man  of 
the  common  masses.  For,  who  was  Rienzi  before  he  became 
the  tribune,  the  dictator  of  Rome? 

The  son  of  a  lowly  Innkeeper. 

He  was  aided  considerably  in  his  ascent  to  power  bj^  his 
handsome  and  imposing  physique,  but  especially  by  that  gift 
indispensable  to  seditioners :  an  impassioned  and  fantastic  elo- 
quence. Rienzi  could  harangue  a  crowd  and  sway  a  popu- 
lace Avhichever  way  he  chose  in  much  the  same  way  as  our 
modern  demagogues  do  in  our  own  times,  by  dangling  before 
it  the  vague  words  of  liberty  and  justice  and  righteousness. 
Add  to  these  themes  the  hatred  of  the  nobles  and  their  rule, 
allusions  to  symbols  and  allegories  of  the  Roman  past,  the 
promise  of  a  rapid  restoration  of  the  ancient  grandeur  of 
Rome, — the  blitzkrieg ! — ^and  you  have  the  modern  replica 
of  all  this  in  Hitler's  Munich  beer-hall  speeches,  Avith  his 
"Wagnerian  symbolic  mythology,  with  his  promises  of  German 
Empire  restoration  to  the  general  theme  of  "Deutschland 
uber  alles". 

THE  RISE  OF  THE  DICTATOR. 

A  fortunate  circumstance  marked  the  debut  of  Rienzi's 
career,  and  supplied  him  the  opportunity  of  displaying  his 
talents.  During  the  Roman  Republic  in  1343,  Rienzi  was 
selected  by  the  people  as  an  ambassador  to  Pope  Clement  VI, 
then  in  Avignon,  to  bring  about  the  latter's  return  to  Rome. 
The  fulfillment  of  this  mission  gave  some  little  prestige  to  the 
unknown    "bourgeois", — prestige    which    he    immediately    re- 
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solved  to  increase.  He  had  tasted  of  public  affairs,  and  the 
first  sip  went  to  his  head. 

Now  he  began  to  envision  himself  as  the  privileged  Elect 
of  God,  as  the  one  chosen  to  fulfill  God's  own  task  of  restor- 
ing the  Roman  Empire  to  its  pristine  glory  and  splendor. 
Rome  had  its  civilizing  mission  to  accomplish,  and  Rienzi  was 
its  prophet  and  leader.  Modern  Kulturkampf!  Adolf  Hit- 
ler! 

The  aristocracy  was  then  in  control  of  the  republic.  With 
his  instinctive  hatred  of  the  upper-classes,  Rienzi  set  to  work 
persuading  his  fellow-citizens  of  the  lower  classes  to  over- 
throw this  detestable  regime.  With  sufficient  followers  at  his 
command,  he  waged  open  battle  upon  the  nobility,  triumphed 
by  the  force  of  arms,  and  put  them  to  flight.  His  first  'coup 
d'etat'  had  succeeded; — Rienzi  took  to  himself  full  control 
and  power,  setting  himself  up  as  the  dictator  of  the  regener- 
ated Rome. 

IN  POWER. 

It  was  one  assignment  to  set  himself  up  as  the  ruler,  but 
quite  a  different  task  to  maintain  his  power,  as  Rienzi  soon 
experienced.  Money  is  a  prime  necessity  for  a  successful 
administration,  and  money  Rienzi  had  not.  From  dictatorship 
to  tyranny,  there  is  but  a  step; — the  need  of  finances  led 
Rienzi  to  take  this  step.  In  order  to  make  both  ends  meet, 
a  series  of  excessive  taxes  were  imposed  upon  the  people ; 
and  woebetide  the  unfortunate  individual  who  could  not  or 
would  not  comply.  A  hard  master,  this  Rienzi;  a  bully  who 
demanded  immediate  submission  to  his  despotical  orders. 

Such  a  reign  of  oppression  and  violence  could  not  possibly 
be  of  long  duration  without  the  aid  of  powerful  and  well- 
organized  Gestapo.  It  lasted  but  seven  months.  An  uprising 
of  the  nobles,  a  clash  with  Rienzi's  guards  in  which  victory 
seemed  to  favour  the  aristocrats, — the  tyrant  suddenly  became 
panicky  and  turned  to  flight. 

A  landslide?— Yes.  Discouragement?  Not  Rienzi.  With 
a  ''better-luck-next-time"  attitude,  he  began  seeing  to  it  that 
the  land  would  not  slide  from  under  his  feet  a  second  time. 
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A  little  firmer  toe-hold  on  a  consolidated  financial  plane  would 
give  him  independence  in  power  which  he  previously  lacked. 
It  was  at  this  time  that  Rienzi  made  the  acquaintance  of  the 
three  ]\Ionreale  brothers, — enormously  wealthy, — persuaded 
them  to  invest  large  sums  in  his  enterprises,  which  Avas  assur- 
ed of  success, —  (there's  one  born  every  minute;  3  this  time!) 
— enrolled  a  band  of  soldiers  and  marched  on  Rome. 

THE  DOWNFALL. 

Success  once  again  crowned  his  efforts, — the  Capitol  was 
taken, — the  Monreale  brothers  appointed  to  important  posi- 
tions; Rienzi,  the  man  of  the  hour.  He  had  not  as  yet  given 
sufficient  tangible  proofs  of  his  vileness  and  incompetence. 
He  had  shown  foresight  in  securing  a  financial  backer, — 
a  hen  with  golden  eggs.  As  it  was,  what  he  really  needed 
was  a  whole  brood  of  hatchers !  The  golden  eggs  were  not 
being  laid  fast  enough;  not  enough  mass  production.  So  he 
choked  his  prize-hen.  In  despair,  out  of  gratitude  for  his 
benefactors,  Rienzi  murdered  the  one  at  a  banquet  and  im- 
prisoned the  other  two.  Such  contemptible  acts  helped  not 
his  waning  popularity  and  when  his  ill-gotten  gains  had 
again  petered  out,  and  taxes  imposed,  open  revolt  this  time 
stared  Rienzi  in  the  face.  A  mass  of  ired  citizens  gathered 
before  his  palace.  He  resorted  to  eloquence :  a  shower  of 
missiles  greeted  him  and  informed  him  that  his  death-sentence 
was  on  the  wall.  Rienzi  sought  to  mingle  in  the  crowd  under 
disguise  and  escape.  The  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing — he  had 
donned  a  shepherd's  attire — was  recognized  and  stabbed  on 
the  spot.  His  corpse,  after  laying  there  to  suffer  the  insults 
of  the  mob,  was  burned  and  another  self-made  tyrant  had 
received  the  just  reward  of  his  services. 

A  WORD  ON  NAPOLEON. 

Such  was  the  destiny  of  a  few  of  history's  dictators.  Need 
we  mention  anything  further  on  the  greatest  of  them  all 
perhaps :  Napoleon  Bonaparte.  Beyond  a  doubt  his  was  the 
most  glorious  and  most  successful  of  all  dictatorial  careers. 
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Yet  it  too  ended  in  tragical  downfall,  downfall  all  the  more 
stupendous  as  he  had  risen  to  greater  heights.  Napoleon  be- 
gan from  nothing :  he  Avas  a  Jowly  Corsican ; — rose  to  tremend- 
ous heights :  world  command ; — and  ended  with  less  than  what 
he  began :  an  exile  on  a  lonely  island, — Robinson  Crusoe  II. 

Legend  has  embellished  his  life,  placed  a  halo  around  his 
brow,  and  immortalized  his  name.  But  Napoleon  still  remains 
in  the  eyes  of  impartial  history  an  over-ambitious  enterpriser 
who  finally  bit  off  more  than  he  could  chew,  and  choked  in 
the  process. 

Dictators  come,  dictators  go.  In  abstracto,  dictatorship 
may  have  its  advantages ; — but  when  it  is  merely  another  word 
for  tyranny;  when  its  heights  are  scaled  on  the  rungs  of  ille- 
gitimate means;  when  its  representatives  have  no  title  to  their 
i:)0wer  save  the  "raison  du  plus  fort,"— then  dictatorship 
cannot  prosper,  its  downfall  is  solely  a  question  of  time. 

In  our  world  make-up  of  to-day,  two  individuals  have  risen 
from  humble  state  in  life  to  continental  dictatorship :  puny 
little  *  sawdust  Caesar'  Mussolini, — and  papa  Hitler.  Many 
circumstances  of  their  rise  to  power  bear  striking  resemblance 
to  the  careers  of  other  dictators  in  the  lengthy  course  of 
world  history.  On  the  force  of  such  similarity,  apocalyptic 
seers  have  ventured  to  categorically  pronounce  their  'finis.' 
Certainly,  however,  the  perfection  of  modern  methods  and  the 
knavish  ingenuity  of  these  clever  foxes  will  require  greater 
effort  and  longer  time  to  bring  them  to  a  show-down  than 
Avas  necessary  of  old.    - 

The  present  war,  the  struggle  of  democracy  versus  totali- 
tarianism, the  duel  between  the  great  democratic  duumvirate 
Churchill-Roosevelt,  and  the  satanic  bicephalous  autocracy 
Hitler-Mussolini, — will  have  precisely  that  effect :  a  victory 
for  the  dictators  would  inaugurate  a  period  of  power  and 
glory  the  likeness  of  which  has  never  been  seen  nor  recorded 
in  the  annals  of  history; — but  a  defeat  spells  the  hasty  exit 
of  the  world's  two  No.  1  revolutionists. 

This  would  not  be  the  first  illustration  of  history  repeating 
itself. 
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AND    BEHOLD   AN   ANGEL 


By  REVEREND  LOUIS  P.  KIRCHNER,  O.Carm. 

OLD  MA'N  WINTER  blew  into  Man- 
hattan's Christmas  on  the  back  of 
a  forty  mile  an  hour  gale.     Snow- 
flaked    confetti    poured    a    w^elcome 
from  the  skies.     Dame  Nature  set  out 
her  best  ice-ware  to  make  him  feel  at 
home.    A  cold  reception. 


Ted  curled  his  frost-bitten  toes  into 
a    pair    of    well-ventilated    shoes.      The 
frigid   zone   had   moved   in    on   Central 
Park.     The  vagrant's  icy  face   cracked 
into  a  painful  smile  as  he  turned  to  his 
buddy  in  misfortune. 
"Fine  night,  eh  Jim?" 
The  sarcasm  sailed  over  Jim,   whose 
brain  had  frozen  into  unfeeling  sodde- 
ness.     He  made  no  reply. 
The  few  stragglers  Avho  still  prowled  the  streets  at  the 
disillusioning  hour  of  two  A.M.  this  Christmas  morning,  were 
little  surprised  at  the  two  figures,  caked  in  ice  and  snow,  on 
that  wind-swept  park  bench.     After  all,  this  was  New  York. 
They  were  just  two  of  the  great  city's  outcasts.     For  six 
months  they  had  revelled  in  the  luxury  of  a  three-meals-and-a- 
bed  jail.    Now,  unfortunate  beings,  they  were  on  their  own. 
City  officials  had  ordered  all  vagrants  out  of  jail  on  Christ- 
mas eve'.    A  Christmas  gift  they  called  it.     Ted  and  Jim  had 
expressed  their  willingness  to  pay  the  full  penalty  of  nine 
months  for  their  terrible  crime  of  poverty,  but  Warden  Knoll 
had  issued  a  grim  refusal. 

"You  guys  got  no  principles.    Get  out!     Gotta'  make  room 
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for  the  higher  classes  who'll  be  cloin'  misdemeanors  these 
days.    Out  with  ya !" 

No  principles !  What  that  meant  Ted  and  Jim  did  not 
know,  but  they  felt  it  must  be  awfully  bad  since  they  were 
not  wanted  even  in  jail. 

Empty  handed  and  hungry,  they  panhandled  a  gay  crowd 
of  happiness  seekers.  No  sale !  A  few  Merry  Christmas's 
did  not  fill  much  space  in  vacant  stomachs.  Well,  the  park 
was  free — even  for  guys  with  no  principles. 

Freezing,  after  an  hour  or  two,  produces  a  certain  warmth. 
One  can't  move  his  arms  or  legs,  but  he  acquires  a  little  hut 
of  icy  sleet  which  so  deadens  his  feelings  that  suffering  be- 
comes impossible. 

Ted  and  Jim  sat  bound  in  the  intimacy  of  a  frozen  silence. 
Tavo  knights  of  the  road  of  misery — tw^o  guys  without  princi- 
ples— two  unwanted  pulse  beats  in  the  throbbing  blood  stream 
of  a  New  York  Christmas. 

Baby  was  so  young.  They  were  such  children  themselves. 
She  nineteen,  he  twenty-two.  Married  scarcely  two  years. 
For  them  New  York  was  a  problem  without  an  answer.  Two 
mouths  to  feed  and  no  work  had  not  helped  the  young  hus- 
band in  his  fight  for  survival. 

But  they  had  hoped.  Charity,  for  which  only  the  for- 
saken ask,  w^as  usually  abundant  on  Christmas.  The  pro- 
prietor of  The  House  of  Rest  (open  to  the  homeless)  had 
taken  one  look  at  the  young  faces,  so  hopeful  then,  noted 
the  little  bundle  which  they  carried,  and  then  bluntly  advised 
them  to  try  some  place  less  respectable.  The  Eefuge  Hospital 
had  demanded  a  deposit  of  twenty-five  cents.  Thej^  might 
as  well  have  asked  twenty-five  dollars. 

Charity  was  staying  in  out  of  the  cold  this  Christmas 
morning.    But,  then,  this  was  New  York. 

Ted's  frozen  abode  was  pierced  by  a  little  whine.  It  was 
a  piteous  cry  of  woe  that  had  reached  no  heart  merry  with 
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Christmas  cheer.  A  babj^'s  cry.  Something  reached  into 
Ted's  heart,  curled  round  his  soul  and  squeezed  it  dry  of 
suffering.  He  tried  to  stand  up.  The  dangerous  sedative  he 
had  been  enjoying  had  frozen  him  Avith  paralysis.  He  rolled 
from  the  bench  to  break  the  spell  of  this  deadening  lethargy. 
Struggling  to  his  knees,  he  crawled  toward  that  plea  of  help- 
lessness. 

There  they  were,  mother,  father,  and  child,  prostrate  on 
earth's  white-mantled  bosom.  The  babe,  huddled  between  its 
mother  and  father,  Avas  trying  to  work  its  little  body  into 
a  more  selfish  shelter. 

Ted  reached  out  his  hand.  An  icy  little  hand  seized  his 
finger.  He  placed  the  child  inside  his  sheepskin  coat,  next 
to  his  fast  beating  heart.  Painfully  he  made  his  way  back 
to  that  other  social  outcast.  He  tugged  at  the  shabby  brown 
coat  which  separated  Jim  from  the  less  violent  wintry  blasts. 

"Jim,"  he  called. 


What  a  bright  Christmas  morning  it  was!  Sunlight  fash- 
ioned a  blanket  of  diamonds  from  the  virgin  snow.  The 
earth  rejoiced  for  the  heavens  had  rained  down  a  Saviour. 
Peace  on  earth  to  men  of  good  will. 


Officer  Reilly  found  it.  Most  unusual,  even  in  New  York. 
An  overturned  bench,  covered  with  a  sodden  sheepskin  and 
a  shabby  brown  coat.  Huddled  beneath  this  roof  were  three 
half-frozen,  but  half-conscious  forms — a  man,  woman,  and  an 
infant.  Strangest  of  all,  at  the  open  ends  of  tliis  little  fortress 
of  love  sat  tAvo  Aveather-beaten  vagrants,  cold  in  death, 
frozen  guards  of  Charity's  last  stronghold. 

Perpetual  smiles  radiated  their  faces,  smiles  of  Avonder- 
ment.  The  morgue  keeper  Avas  puzzled  by  it;  so,  too,  Avere 
the  guardians  of  the  laAv.  They  didn't  knoAv  that  two  guys 
who  had  no  principles  Avere  called  Angels  of  Mercy  by  a 
young  mother  on  Christmas  morning. 
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THE    CHRIST   BOY  AT   NAZARETH 

By   REV.   PATRICK  J.   TEMPLE,    S.T.D. 

OUR  Divine  Saviour  was  a  mere  child,  perhaps  only  six 
months  old,  certainly  less  than  five  years  of  age,  when 
He  was  brought  back  to  Nazareth.  Here  He  passed  His  child- 
hood, boyhood  and  young  manhood.  The  home  in  which  He, 
His  Virgin  Mother  and  His  foster-father  lived  was  like  the 
most  of  the  others  of  the  town;  it  was  a  one-story,  flat-roofed 
house,  with  a  stair  on  the  outside.  It  had  two  rooms ;  one  was 
excavated  out  of  the  side  of  the  hill,  and  the  one  that  extended 
out  to  the  narrow  street  was  made  of  walls  that  were  built 
of  mud  mixed  Avith  straw,  packed  in  around  wattle  work  and 
then  baked  in  the  sun.  Among  the  townsfolk  who  numbered 
about  a  thousand  there  were  plenty  of  other  children,  for 
the  Jews  of  that  time,  unlike  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  con- 
sidered offspring  a  great  blessing.  The  Divine  Child  was 
likely  weaned  when  He  was  two  years  old,  and,  like  other 
children  for  the  first  few  years,  naturally  was  under  the 
direct  care  and  supervision  of  His  Blessed  Mother.  We  may 
mention  that  Jewish  women  in  a  town  like  Nazareth  enjoyed 
a  great  deal  more  liberty  than  their  sisters  in  other  neigh- 
boring countries  of  the  time.  They  could  go  abroad  freel.y 
and  were  not  compelled  to  be  completely  veiled.  Yet  in 
matters  of  religion  they  were  considered  inferior  to  men,  as 
they  were  not  obliged  to  the  full  observance  of  the  cere- 
monial laws,  such  as  attendance  at  the  feasts. 

While  still  very  young,  children  of  both  sexes  play  to- 
gether, and  their  games  often  consist  of  imitation  of  func- 
tions they  have  witnessed.  Thus  in  one  of  His  discourses 
Our  Divine  Lord  refers  to  children  playing  at  marriages  and 
funerals  when  some  of  them,  irked  by  the  peevishness  of  oth- 
ers, cried  out:  "We  have  piped  to  you  and  you  have  not 
danced,  we  have  mourned  and  you  have  not  wept"  (Luke 
vii,  32).  As  children  grow  older  the  sexes  separate  in  play 
and  soon  the  boys  resort  to  what  they  consider  manly  exer- 
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cises.  Curiosit}'  prompts  us  to  peek  through  the  silence  of 
the  Gospel,  striving  to  see  the  Christ  Boy  at  play.  There  are  a 
number  of  questions  we  would  like  answered.  Did  He  go 
scaling  the  hills  around  Nazareth?  Did  He  roam  through 
the  terraced  vineyards  to  behold  the  fruit  in  progress  and 
to  watch  the  vinedressers  at  work?  Did  He  visit  the  farm 
lands  to  the  south  to  see  the  sower  scattering  the  seed  in 
Spring  and  the  thresher  winnowing  the  grain  in  harvest-tide? 
Did  He  practise  archery  which  was  common  in  His  day? 
There  is  a  curious  story  in  the  Apocryphal  Gospels  describing 
how  the  Christ  Boy  and  a  few  companions  at  play  modelled 
birds  from  soft  clay,  and  how  when  He  clapped  His  hands  the 
clay  birds  He  had  formed  became  alive  and  flew  awaj*. 

Did  the  Christ  Boy  attend  the  local  school?  That  there 
was  a  school  in  Nazareth  as  well  as  a  synagogue  we  can  say 
without  hesitation.  On  account  of  the  poverty  of  the  town 
most  likely  the  only  public  building  was  the  synagogue  and 
it  did  service  for  a  school.  Most  likely,  too,  the  sexton  w^as 
also  the  school  master.  As  a  rule  children  commenced  at- 
tendance at  school  when  they  reached  the  age  of  six  or  seven 
years.  The  principal  subjects  taught  were  reading  and 
writing;  but  also  frequently  the  rudiments  of  arithmetic 
were  imparted. 

About  the  year  570  A.D.,  a  certain  Antoninus  of  Piacenza 
made  a  journey  to  the  East  that  Avas  afterwards  described 
by  an  unknown  companion  in  a  document  which  is  called 
"The  Itinerary  of  Antonius  of  Piacenza."  The  document 
describing  the  visit  to  Nazareth  says  the  pilgrims  saw  there 
in  the  synagague  the  tome  from  which  Our  Lord  learned 
His  abc.  It  also  says  that  in  the  synagogue  was  the  bench 
on  which  He  sat  "with  other  infants,"  which  bench  the 
Christians  were  desirous  of  removing,  but  were  not  permitted 
to  do  so  by  the  Jews.  The  tome  mentioned  was  more  likely 
the  one  Christ  used  when  reading  from  the  Scriptures  in  the 
beginning  of  His  public  ministry;  and  the  bench  in  question 
may  be  the  one  on  which  He  generally  sat  as  a  grown  man  at 
regular  synagogue  services. 
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It  would  seem  that  the  genuine  tradition  is  rather  to  be 
found  behind  the  fictitious  accounts  of  the  Apocryphal  Gos- 
pels which  tell  how  the  Christ  Boy  when  brought  to  school 
confounded  the  teacher  on  the  first  day  and  did  not  return 
to  school  again.  To  be  sure  the  Apocryphal  writings  were  con- 
demned by  the  Church,  but  they  testify  to  the  doctrinal  views 
of  the  early  centuries  in  which  they  were  produced,  and  thus 
they  give  early  evidence  of  the  view  that  Our  Divine  Saviour 
did  not  learn  from  a  teacher.  According  to  St.  John's  Gospel 
(VII,  15),  on  one  occasion  during  the  Public  Life,  Our  Lord's 
hearers  declared  He  was  unschooled:  ''How  doth  this  man 
know  letters,  having  never  learned?"  And  according  to  the 
three  other  Evangelists  the  townspeople  of  Nazareth  could 
not  account  for  His  wisdom  and  doctrine.  St.  Luke  writes 
of  the  Child  Jesus  of  forty  days  old  that  He  Avas  "full  of 
wisdom."  The  word  in  the  text  means  either  "being  kept 
full"  or  "keeping  Himself  full";  and  as  it  has  itself  a  com- 
pleted sense,  there  seems  to  be  precluded  ordinary,  natural 
means  of  acquiring  wisdom,  which  of  course  embraces  know- 
ledge. On  the  basis  of  these  Gospel  texts  and  because  of 
Christian  tradition,  St.  Thomas  Aquinas  declared  that  Christ 
did  not  learn  anything  from  men,  but  rather  it  was  more 
fitting  to  acquire  His  human  knowledge  by  discoA'ery  rather 
than  by  teaching  (Summa,  HI,  q.  IX,  XII). 

In  Nazareth  most  likely  there  were  private  schools  as  well 
as  the  public  one.  In  any  case,  parents,  if  they  were  capable, 
did  impart  an  elementary  education  to  their  children.  Noav 
from  the  Magnificat  we  do  know  that  the  Virgin  Mother  was 
steeped  in  the  lore  of  the  Sacred  Scriptures.  She  and  her 
Divine  Child  could  be  seen  reading  Holy  "Writ  together; 
and  in  the  synagogue  service,  when  the  proper  occasion  ar- 
rived, the  Boy  Jesus  would  show  facility  in  reading;  so 
that  there  need  have  been  no  insistence  on  His  attending 
school. 

In  the  daj^s  of  Christ  a  copy  of  the  Old  Testament  or  at 
least  a  portion  of  it  was  to  be  found  in  most  Jewish  homes. 
Jewish  parents  took  seriously  their  obligation  of  seeing  that 
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their  children  could  read  and  write,  and  be  educated  in  the 
Jewish  religion.  This  is  evidenced  by  the  Jewish  writer  of 
the  first  Christian  century,  Josephus,  who  stated  that  the 
Jews  of  his  time  considered  it  the  most  important  affair  of 
their  lives  to  take  great  pains  with  the  instruction  of  their 
children.  He  also  said  that  the  command  to  do  so  came 
from  Moses  himself,  and  that  as  a  result,  "from  earliest  con- 
sciousness" they  learned  the  sacred  laws  "so  as  to  have  them, 
as  it  were,  engraven  upon  the  soul."  While  another  Jewish 
writer,  Philo,  almost  a  contemporary  of  Our  Lord,  uses 
similar  language,  when  he  w^rites  that  the  Jews  instructed  in 
their  laws  ''from  their  earliest  youth  bear  the  image  of  the 
laws  in  their  souls,"  and  when  he  further  asserts  that  the  Jews 
are  taught  "from  their  swaddling  clothes  by  their  parents, 
teachers  and  others  who  bring  them  up." 

Every  opportunity  Avas  used  of  making  children  acquaint- 
ed with  the  Holy  Scripture.  Choice  portions  of  it  were  hung 
up  on  doorways  and  worn  on  the  arm  or  the  forehead  so  as 
to  be  seen  and  learnt.  Many  of  the  Bible  stories  themselves 
would  make  a  deep  impression  on  children  as  they  were 
related  by  the  parents  during  the  noonday  heat  of  Summer 
or  the  long  evenings  of  Winter.  Then  in  the  very  practice 
of  their  faith  there  was  a  great  amount  of  education,  for 
theirs  was  a  ritualistic  religion  teaching  through  the  eye 
in  a  way  well  adapted  to  the  capacities  of  children.  This 
practice  of  their  religion  began  at  a  young  age,  for  the 
Jewish  institution  known  as  "son  of  the  commandment"  that 
enjoined  a  boy  of  thirteen  to  assume  religious  obligations 
grew  up  in  the  Middle  Ages.  In  New  Testament  times  no 
definite  age  was  yet  fixed;  but  rather  as  soon  as  it  was 
convenient  parents  took  their  children  to  religious  functions, 
and  then  as  soon  as  young  manhood  was  reached  observance 
of  the  law  w^as  strictly  required. 

Once  the  child  started  to  attend  regular  religious  services 
at  the  local  synagogue,  he  heard  portions  of  the  Sacred  Scrip- 
tures read  to  him  on  Mondays,  Thursdays,  Saturdays,  holy 
days,  new  moons,  and  the  intermediate  days  of  the  festivals. 
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Here  was  a  considerable  measure  of  education  imparted  in  the 
reading  of  the  Bible  in  the  ancient  Hebrew  language,  in  the 
vernacular  interpretations  that  followed,  and  in  the  homiletic 
lessons  drawn  therefrom.  Thus  for  that  era  Jewish  education 
was  unique  because  it  was  universally  applied  to  children, 
because  as  a  popular  instruction  it  was  continued  with  the 
adults,  because  it  was  mainly  religious  and  because  it  was 
centered  in  a  body  of  writings  that  contained  the  revealed 
Will  of  God — indeed  a  unique  advantage  and  privilege. 

The  first  day  he  went  to  school  the  Jewish  child  began 
to  read  the  Bible.  It  was  the  custom  to  begin  with  the  book 
of  Leviticus;  then  to  proceed  to  the  other  books  of  the  Pen- 
tateuch, after  that  to  the  Prophets  and  the  other  sacred  writ- 
ings. As  an  explanation  was  given  along  with  the  reading, 
pupils  learned  not  only  Hebrew  words  but  also  the  Scrip- 
tural meaning.  The  Jews  strove  to  get  all  their  knowledge 
and  wisdom  out  of  the  Bible,  holding  that  anyone  who  did 
not  know  the  sacred  character  of  God  as  revealed  in  the 
sacred  text  could  not  please  God.  Hence  their  ''innumer- 
able schools,"  as  Philo  styles  their  s.vnagogues ;  for  the  spe- 
cific purpose  of  the  synagogue — which  already  for  a  few 
generations  was  established  in  all  Jewish  communities — Avas  to 
spread  a  popular  knowledge  of  the  sacred  Avritings. 

The  Jews  of  Our  Lord's  day  had  an  additional  reason  to 
concentrate  their  energies  on  the  Holy  Book,  for  they  sought 
in  it  a  solace  from  Roman  oppression  and  a  refuge  against 
the  evils  of  the  Graeco-Roman  civilization  that  surrounded 
them.  Palestine  had  come  under  the  Roman  Empire,  but  be- 
fore that  it  had  come  under  the  influence  of  Greek  culture 
and  religion.  This  culture  and  religion  did  not  promote 
morality',  rather  they  countenanced  the  grossest  excesses 
against  the  moral  law.  Galilee  at  the  time  of  Christ  had  nu- 
merous Gentile  settlements  and  among  them  there  were  pre- 
valent crimes  and  sins  condemned  bj^  the  revealed  word  of 
God.  Thus  Jewish  children  were  beset  by  many  moral  dan- 
gers from  pagan  games  and  sports,  from  the  amphitheatre, 
and  from  pagan  ideas  and  ideals.     As  an  antidote  the  effec- 
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tive  means  of  strict  religious  education  was  employed.  Time 
that  might  be  given  to  sport  and  game  was  occupied  in  reli- 
gious training  and  services.  In  the  contact  and  conflict  with 
their  Gentile  neighbours  developed  the  strong  religious  spirit 
of  the  Galileans  Avho  were  less  bigoted  and  less  narrow-minded 
in  comparison  with  their  brethren  in  Judea,  but  yet  at  the 
same  time  more  intensely  patriotic  and  religious. 

While  playing  with  other  boys  on  the  hills  of  Nazareth, 
the  all-holy  Son  of  God  as  a  mere  lad  could  look  down  on  the 
distant  blue  Mediterranean,  ''the  great  sea,"  Avhich  carried 
ships  to  Greece,  Italy  and  other  countries.  He  could  look 
down  on  the  caravan  routes  that  passed  through  or  nearby 
His  home  town  and  see  sometimes  contingents  of  Roman  sol- 
diers, sometimes  long  trains  of  camels  that  linked  Egypt 
with  Damascus  and  cities  of  Mesopotamia.  He  could  look 
down  on  Sepphoris  only  three  miles  to  the  north,  where  imder 
the  immortal  tetrarch,  Herod  Antipas,  East  met  West  and 
pagan  and  Jewish  religions  clashed.  Like  other  Jewish  boys 
of  His  time  He  heeded  the  warning  of  the  elders  not  to  par- 
ticipate in  pagan  games  and  sports.  From  an  early  age  like 
other  Jewish  boys,  He  wore,  attached  to  the  bottom  of  His 
outer  garment,  the  sacred  fringe  consisting  of  white  threads 
suspended  from  a  blue  cord  to  mark  Him  off  as  an  Israelite 
apart  from  the  Gentiles.  To  the  other  boys  He  gave  ex- 
ample and  edification  in  the  assiduous  reading  of  Holy  Scrip- 
tures and  especially  in  devotion  to  prayer,  public  and  private. 
By  the  residents  of  Nazareth  the  Christ  Boy  was  to  be  seen 
mostly  in  the  company  of  His  parents.  Many  times  a  day 
He  was  to  be  found  in  the  carpenter's  shop  helping  St.  Joseph 
in  his  work.  More  often  was  He  with  the  Blessed  Mother 
assisting  her  as  she  went  about  her  various  duties,  such  as 
preparing  food  and  mending  clothes  in  the  house,  or  in  the 
court  yard  turning  the  mill  stone  to  grind  corn,  or  going  to 
the  fountain  to  fetch  water.  If  the  Holy  Family  had  a  few- 
sheep  and  goats,  as  it  may  be  presumed  they  had,  the  little 
Boy  Jesus  was  to  be  seen  in  the  morning  leading  them  to  the 
neighboring    hillsides    and    at    eventide    taking    them    home. 
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In  all  likelihood  also  was  it  that  the  Holy  Familj^  tilled  a  little 
patch  of  ground  in  the  valley  watered  by  the  fountain  and 
that  certain  seasons  of  the  year  found  them  busily  engaged 
there.  During  the  dry  weather,  which  began  toward  the  end 
of  March  and  continued  until  October,  the  members  of  the 
Holy  Family  could  be  seen  in  the  evening  on  the  roof  of  their 
modest  home  reading  the  Sacred  Scriptures  together.  What  a 
thrill  for  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mother  when  the  Boy  Jesus  was 
selected  to  read  a  portion  of  the  Sacred  Scriptures  at  the 
Sabbath  service  in  the  local  synagogue !  How  she  was  com- 
plimented on  how  well  He  read !  She  was  continually  being 
complimented,  for  He  was  most  dutiful,  respectful,  gracious, 
kind  and  prayerful,  as  becoming  One  Who  was  full  of  wisdom 
and  grace. 


A  CONTRAST 


Green  paper  holly, 

And  green  paper  bills — 

Stillness  of  starlight, 
And  kiish  of  white  hills. 

Hustle  and  hurry 
To  left  and  to  right— 

Wise  men  and  shepherd  lads 

Praying  all  night. 

Gifts  of  electric  trains, 
Dolls  dressed  in  fur— 

Warm  hreath  of  ox  and  ass, 

Incense  and  myrrh. 

Crowded  shops,  crushing  streets. 

What  do  men  seek? — 

There's  a  Child,  watching, 
With  tears  on  His  cheek. 
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ADORATION    OF  THE   KINGS  — Veronese 
An  Appreciation 

By   SISTER   MARY   LEONARDA,  C.S.J. 

TO-DAY  in  a  war-torn  world,  in  the  general  unheaval  of 
old  traditions  it  may  not  be  'modern'  to  present  to  our 
readers  a  rendering  of  an  old,  old  story  in  the  canvas  of  a 
Venetian  artist.  We  realize  that  in  this  age  the  press  ig- 
nores or  condemns  the  old  paintings  as  unfitted  for  modern 
ideas  of  life.  This  revolt  may  be  due  to  a  misconception  of 
what  art  really  is  and  the  objection  springs  mostly  from  the 
subject  matter  of  pictures.  Saints,  classic  heroes  and  divini- 
ties, as  well  as  formal  landscapes,  are  thought  to  be  sub- 
jects which  appeal  only  to  persons  who  affect  culture.  We  are 
given  to  understand  that  art  is  a  live  thing  only  when  it 
depicts  airplanes,  warships,  motor  ears,  neon  signs,  modern 
social  conditions,  sport,  costume  and  geometric  arrangements 
of  futurists  and  cubists.  But  art  is  not  mere  subject  matter, 
and  the  aesthetic  principles  involved  in  the  presentation  of 
modern  topics  are  those  identical  with  those  employed  by 
Masaccio  and  Giotto. 

The  enjoyment  of  art  is  due  fo  the  poAver  of  associating 
ideas.  Unless  a  spectator  is  able  to  correlate  what  he  receives 
with  some  emotions,  or  fancies,  or  facts  of  his  own  life,  art. 
auditory  or  visual,  will  leave  him  cold.  It  is  not  strange 
then  that  a  modern,  almost  pagan  world  shows  little  interest 
in  any  picture  which  leads  us  to  a  higher  sphere  through 
the  artist's  conception  of  Christian  Art. 

It  is  more  difficult  to  write  about  Venetian  painters  than 
any  others.  Before  their  pictures  we  have  no  desire  to  analyse 
or  reason;  if  we  do  so,  it  is  by  compulsion.  The  eyes  enjoy 
and  that  is  all;  they  enjoy,  as  Venetians  enjoyed  in  the  six- 
teenth century,  for  Venice  was  not  at  any  time  a  literary  or 
critical  city  like  Florence;  there,  painting  Avas  nothing  more 


PAOLO   VERONESE 


^boratton  of  tl{e  ^tngs 


NATIONAL    GALLERY 


''We  have  seen  His  Star  in  the   East  and  are   come   with 
gifts  to  adore  the  Lord." 
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than  the  complement  of  the  surrounding  pleasure,  the  de- 
coration of  the  banquet  hall  or  an  architectural  alcove.  In 
order  to  understand  we  must  place  ourselves  at  a  distance, 
shut  our  eyes  and  wait  until  our  sensations  are  dulled;  then 
the  mind  performs  its  work. 


"When  Jesus  was  born  in  Bethlehem  of  Juda  in  the  days 
of  Herod,  behold  there  came  wise  men  from  the  East  to 
Jerusalem:  saying,  "Where  is  He  that  is  born  King  of  the 
Jews?  for  we  have  seen  His  star  in  the  east,  and  we  are  come 
to  adore  Him."  .  .  .  And  behold  the  Star  which  they  had  seen 
in  the  east  went  before  them  until  it  came  and  stood  over 
where  the  Child  was.  And  seeing,  they  rejoiced  Avith  exceed- 
ing great  joy.  And  entering  into  the  house,  they  found  the 
Child  with  Mary,  His  Mother,  and  falling  down,  they  adored 
Him,  and  opening  their  treasures,  they  offered  Him  gifts : 
gold,  frankincense  and  myrrh."     (Matt.) 


From  the  early  Italian  painters  until  the  end  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  when  Protestantism  thrcAV  its  chilling  mantle 
on  religious  art,  the  visit  of  the  Kings  from  the  East  has  ever 
been  a  favorite  subject. 

Our  reproduction  of  the  scene  is  a  fine  specimen  of  the 
religious  spirit  of  Veronese,  although  his  sumptuous  style  is 
little  adapted  to  the  subject.  The  painting  is  frankly  ana- 
chronistic, and  we  see  here  the  oriental  setting  put  aside  to 
give  way  to  the  Venetian  environment  of  the  time.  The 
artist,  as  usual,  makes  no  pretension  to  depict  a  religious 
scene  in  the  surroundings  to  which  it  belongs. 

Here  Veronese  shows  us  a  straw-thatched  manger  as  a  classi- 
cal ruin.  He  certainly  is  making  the  most  of  the  two  kingdoms 
— that  of  Christ  and  poverty,  and  that  of  Venice  and  luxury. 
But  why  the  desolation  and  oncoming  ruin  in  the  grandiose 
architecture  and  rude  wooden  beams  joined  Avith  rich  glow- 
ing marble? 
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Perhaps  we  might  interpret  the  picture  as  showing  the 
tribute  of  the  Wise  Men  from  the  East  to  the  dawning  star 
of  Christianity  taking  place  in  the  ruins  of  an  antique  temple, 
signifying  tliat  Christianity  was  founded  upon  the  ruins  of 
Paganism. 

The  comjTOsition  is  almost  perfect.  The  drawing,  even 
without  the  colour,  expresses  all  the  solidity  and  all  the 
vitality  of  human  structure, — animate  and  inanimate. 

At  first  one  fancies  the  subject  is  treated  purely  as  offer- 
ing good  possibilities  for  pictoral  representation,  to  introduce 
Venetian  nobles  and  historical  characters,  irrespective  of  his- 
toric unity,  into  a  gorgeous  scene  merely  with  a  view  to 
decorative  charm.  But  there  is  more  than  that.  About  the 
artist  still  cling  memories  of  his  home  in  Verona  when  he 
studied  under  Antonio  Badile.  The  luxurious  life  of  Venice 
has  not  yet  completely  enveloped  him  to  make  him  want  to 
excite  us  by  his  rendering  of  his  subject,  while  he  himself  is 
not  at  all  excited  by  what  he  paints. 

The  beam  of  light  from  the  star  in  the  East  is  concen- 
trated on  the  Mother  and  Child  and  thus  points  to  the  two 
figures  as  a  centre  of  interest.  As  the  ray  from  the  star 
nears  the  Child  it  gradually  becomes  fainter,  then  leads  to 
a  supernatural  light  emanating  from  the  Infant  Christ  (sym- 
bolic of  the  Light  of  the  World),  and  reflects  back  strongly 
on  the  face  of  His  Mother  while  in  a  lesser  degree  it  shines  on 
the  King  kneeling  in  adoration  at  the  Infant's  feet. 

The  Mother  with  the  Child  held  in  her  arms  is  seated  on 
the  third  marble  step  of  a  stairway  evidently  leading  to  the 
entrance  of  the  house. 

The  child  is  very  beautiful,  well  drawn,  and  animated.  His 
little  arms  are  outstretched  to  welcome  His  regal  visitors.  The 
Mother,  gentle,  lovely,  dignified,  clad  in  simple  costume  en- 
veloped by  a  silken  cloak,  is  adapting  herself  easily  to  the 
strange  opulent  surroundings,  seemingly  thinking  only  of 
presenting  her  Divine  Son  for  the  adoration  of  the  Kings. 
Three  grand  old  bearded  Venetian  senators  clad  in  brocaded 
robes   and   jewelled   diadems,   who   figure   not   unsuitably   as 
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Eastern  monarclis,  occupy  the  left  foreground.  In  attend- 
ance a  small  Venetian  urchin  lad  with  side-turned  head  kneels 
between  the  first  two  monarchs.  The  third,  richly  turbaned 
King  of  dusky  skin,  stands  in  the  extreme  left  foreground, 
holding  his  gift  aloft  in  his  left  hand  while  the  head  of  his 
white  horse  brushes  against  his  right  arm. 

Two  men  peer  down  on  the  scene  and  how  they  make  us 
take  notice !  St.  Joseph,  his  right  arm  leaning  on  the  base 
of  a  broken  marble  pillar  and  holding  his  traditional  staff, 
bends  over,  half  kneeling,  in  an  attitude  of  quiet  admiration, 
reverence  and  contemplation.  Several  male  figures,  probably 
well-known  Venetians  of  the  time,  appear  in  the  composition 
as  attendants  to  the  kings.  The  ox  and  ass,  two  small  lambs, 
crowd  in  at  the  right.  The  lower  right  corner  of  the  picture 
is  filled  by  a  dog  holding  a  parchment  and  held  in  leash  by 
its  master.  In  the  upper  part  of  the  canvas  the  artist  has 
painted  two  kinds  of  angels  hovering  nervously  over  the 
scene,  and  with  them  too  as  in  the  case  of  the  human  beings 
in  the  composition,  there  is  a  variety  of  expression,  a  feeling 
of  opulence  and  a  sense  of  hurry  expressed  in  the  standard 
gestures  and  form  of  the  high  Renaissance  magnificence. 

The  story  of  the  Visit  of  the  Wise  Men  is  told  as  if  it 
took  place  in  Venice. 


In  this  fine  composition  there  is  decidedly  something  of 
the  pomp  and  solemn  dignity  of  Spain  similar  to  that  in 
Velasquez's  "Surrender  of  Breda,"  and  it  is  permeated  with 
the  artist's  love  of  clear  light  and  splendid  costumes.  The 
contrasts  in  light  and  shade  give  a  grandiose  effect  and  Aveary 
of  Titian's  lavish  use  of  russets  and  golden  tones,  in  this  as 
in  his  other  works,  Veronese  created  a  new  palette  of  silvery 
grays  and  blues  which  predominate  over  more  brilliant 
colours. 

Some  critics  say  the  canvas  is  too  crowded.  Perhaps  so, 
but  if  the  effect  of  the  picture  is  secured,  and  we  think  it  is, 
then    as    Veronese    himself    said,    when    found    fault    with. 
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details  need  not  be  thought  of.  Art  at  this  time  was  already 
shaking  off  the  binding  rules  of  tradition,  so  Veronese  was 
free  to  follow  his  fanej'. 


We  noAv  pass  from  the  painting  to  talk  of  the  painter 
so  that  we  may  understand  better  his  spirit  and  thus  see  the 
picture  before  us  in  a  fuller  light. 

The  painter  of  this  picture  Paoli  Caliari  (1528-1588)  called 
Veronese  from  his  birthplace,  Verona,  studied  sculpture  in  his 
father's  studio  and  later  turned  to  painting  in  the  school  of 
Antonio  Badile,  whose  daughter  he  married. 

His  first  works  were  executed  at  Verona,  Mantua  and 
Castelfranco.  In  1555,  he  was  summoned  to  Venice  to  decor- 
ate San  Sebastiano.  Titian  selected  him  to  paint  the  decora- 
tion of  the  Library  of  St.  Mark  for  which  he  won  the  gold 
chain  for  the  best  work.  In  1562,  he  painted  his  great 
"Marriage  of  Cana."  In  1566  he  visited  Rome  to  study  works 
of  Michel  Angelo  and  Raphael.  On  his  return  he  lived  in  Venice 
until  1588.  He  died  and  was  buried  in  San  Sebastiano, 
where  he  had  executed  his  famous  paintings  of  St.  Sebastian 
and  the  execution  of  Saints  Marcellus  and  Marcellinus. 

Veronese  was  a  man  of  sweet  character,  amiable,  generous, 
affectionate  towards  his  family  and  esteemed  by  all  who  knew 
him.  He  was  a  painter  of  prodigious  facility  and  of  untiring 
energy.  His  paintings  are  decorative,  glowing  with  colour 
and  splendidly  composed.  As  a  rule  there  is  no  religious 
feeling,  no  attempt  to  produce  it,  but  it  is  generally  con- 
ceded our  picture  is  an  exception.  In  much  of  his  work 
there  is  a  strong  poetic  feeling  but  as  in  all  Venetian  painters, 
we  find  a  pomp  of  colour,  a  presentation  of  a  noble  race  of 
human  beings  in  full  enjoyment  of  the  delights  of  life.  He 
is  a  true  follower  of  the  great  republic  and  so  the  beauty 
of  his  figures  appeals  more  to  the  senses  than  to  the  soul. 
He  has  been  criticized  adversely  for  introducing  irreverent 
details,  grotesque  dwarfs,  dogs,  cats,  and  monkeys  into  scrip- 
tural subjects,  yet  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  his  pictures  have 
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a  feeling  of  grace  and  a  splendour  of  life  which  had  entirely 
departed  from  the  other  schools  of  the  period. 

If  Giotto  could  have  seen  much,  of  the  work  of  Veronese  he 
doubtless  Avould  have  shaken  his  head  at  the  wealth  of  orna- 
ment which  distracted  from  the  subject,  even  while  lie  mar- 
velled at  the  clever  work,  while  the  saintly  Fra  Angelico 
would  have  turned  aAvay  from  the  perfection  of  worldly 
vanity  and  sighed  that  the  art  of  painting  was  no  longer  a 
golden  chain  to  link  men's  souls  to  heaven. 

The  decorative  skill,  perfect  balance,  unique,  exquisite, 
crisp,  sparkling  colour  in  a  dignified  composition  depicts  with 
religious  feeling  the  scene  when 


"Fairer  than  the  sun  at  morning 

Was  the  star  that  told  Ilis  birth. 
To   the   lands   their   God   announcing 

Hid  beneath  a  form  of  earth. 
By  its  lambent  beauty  guided, 

See  the  Eastern  Kings  appear. 
See  them  bend,  their  gifts  to  offer, 

Gifts  of  incense,  gold  and  myrrh. 
Offerings  of  mystic  meaning, 

Incense  doth  the  God  disclose. 
Gold  a  Royal  Child  proclaimeth, 

Mvrrh  a  future  tomb  foreshows." 
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A    MODERN    MAN    OF   PROVIDENCE 

A  Good  Priest 

DON  LUIGI  ORIONE  was  a  good  priest.  He  died  on 
March  12,  1940,  of  angina  pectoris,  at  the  age  of  68. 
lie  was  called  the  Apostle  of  Youth  and  the  Man  of  Providence. 
He  founded  various  institutions,  for  poor  boys,  and  the  aged, 
to  further  catholic  education,  and  foreign  missions,  etc.  He 
even  had  rural  colonies  where  he  revived  the  old  Benedictine 
practice  of  monks  working  in  the  fields.  All  these  activities 
are  grouped  under  the  name  of  "Little  Institute  of  Divine 
Providence"  (Piccola  Casa  della  Divina  Provvidenza).  He 
called  his  institute  "little"  for  humilit3''s  sake,  but  it  is  vast 
indeed. 

The  start  of  his  apostolic  works  took  place  in  the  small 
city  of  Tortona,  which  he  called  "the  city  of  my  sorrows 
and  of  my  joys."  He  gathered  young  boys  around  him  even 
before  he  Avas  ordained  to  the  priesthood.  Following  the  ex- 
ample of  his  former  master,  Don  Bosco,  now  St.  John  Bosco, 
he  invited  boys  from  the  street,  on  Sundays,  to  join  him 
and  have  some  recreation.  At  first,  for  lack  of  a  suitable 
place,  he  entertained  them  in  the  large  courtyard  of  the 
Episcopal  palace.  They  had  games,  music,  and,  weather 
permitting,  long  hikes  through  the  lovely  countryside.  He 
taught  them  to  pray  and  to  behave  and,  especially,  instilled 
in  their  young  hearts  love  for  the  Church  and  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  whom  he  used  to  call  "La  Madonna"  (Our 
Mother).  He  warned  them  against  evil  company  and  re- 
counted to  them  the  praises  of  homely  virtues  and  of  a  pure 
life.  He  Avould  not  tolerate  any  form  of  bad  language,  nor  of 
immodesty.  His  morality  was  of  the  strictest  kind.  When- 
ever he  heard  of  persons  having  immoral  newspapers,  books 
or  pictures,  he  expressed  his  anxiety  about  their  spiritual  wel- 
fare. He  used  to  say  that  a  man  of  the  world  who  keeps 
obscene  books  or  pictures  in  his  home  has  a  poor  chance  of 
conversion,  even  on  his  death-bed. 
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SUNDAY  ORATORIES. 

In  after  years  he  used  to  proclaim  by  word  and  by  print 
the  benefits  of  the  Sunday  Oratories,  that  is,  of  Catholic 
recreation  centres  for  young  people  on  Sundays  and  holidays. 
He  exhorted  the  parish  priests  to  make  the  establishing  and 
maintaining  of  these  oratories  their  special  care,  for,  he  said, 
these,  as  means  of  giving  our  youth  a  practical  Christian 
education,  are  not  sufficiently  appreciated.  The  C.Y.O.  seems 
to  follow  this  idea. 

He  opened  his  first  oratory  in  a  rented  building.  The 
landlord,  knowing  that  the  priest  had  no  money  to  pay  for 
the  rent,  asked  him,  "How  will  you  manage  the  rent?"  He 
replied,  "Providence  will  provide  it."  And  Providence  did, 
for  immediately  after  the  contract  was  signed  and  the  good 
priest  stepped  into  the  street,  he  met  a  little  old  lady,  Ange- 
lina Paggi,  who  handed  him  the  sum  for  the  rent.  This  lady 
was  the  first  one  of  a  long  series  of  benefactors  whom  Divine 
Providence  sent  to  him  when  in  need.  Even  the  Bishop  was 
dumbfounded  at  his  audacity  in  taking  so  much  upon  him- 
self. Did  the  Bishop  surmise,  though,  that  perhaps  there  was 
an  invisible  hand  guiding  the  ncAV  Levite  towards  great 
achievements?     Likely  he  did. 

EARLY  YEARS. 

Don  Orione  was  born  poor.  His  father  was  a  road-men- 
der and  the  little  Luigi  had  to  adapt  himself  to  wait  on  him 
as  much  as  he  was  able.  He  had  barely  enough  to  eat  and  no 
better  future  in  view.  This  was  his  first  contact  with  sacri- 
fice, nevertheless  he  had  joy  in  his  heart,  because  he  was 
dreaming  a  dream.  Oh  that  it  would  come  true !  He  wanted 
to  become  a  priest.  But  how  to  succeed  in  his  extreme  poverty? 
Young  men  who  could  not  pay  for  their  tuition  in  the  Sem- 
inary had  no  chance  of  becoming  priests.  The  Seminary  had 
no  funds  to  speak  of,  and  collections  for  the  Seminary  were 
things  unknown  amongst  a  population  indifferent  to  religion, 
as  was  the  Italy   of  the   19th   century.     So,   as   soon   as   he 
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finished  elementary  school,  the  young  boy  thought  that  per- 
haps the  followers  of  the  Poverello  d'Assisi  might  admit  him 
to  their  convent  and  make  a  priest  of  him.  He  applied  and 
was  received  by  the  Friars  Minor  of  Voghera.  But  soon  his 
health  failed  him  and  he  had  to  leave  them  after  only  a  few 
months.  Still  he  persevered  in  his  intentions  of  becoming  a 
priest.  His  pastor  then  thought  he  would  recommend  him  to 
the  Salesians.  He  was  such  a  good  boy  and  the  signs  of  his 
vocation  were  so  clear !  The  Salesians  accepted  him  as  one 
of  their  own  at  their  House  in  Turin,  where  he  made  all  his 
grammar  course,  but  at  the  end  a  persistent  doubt  arose  in  his 
mind.  "Am  I  called  to  be  a  Salesian  or  should  I  enter  the 
Diocesan  Seminary  and  become  a  secular  priest?" 

DON  LUIGI  ORIONE'S  VOCATION. 

He  admired  and  loved  Don  Bosco  and  his  work,  and  he 
would  have  willingly  gone  to  him  for  advice  had  the  saintly 
priest  been  living,  but  he  had  recently  died.  His  tomb  stood 
in  the  middle  of  the  College  garden.  Thus,  nothing  daunted, 
young  Orione,  it  is  said,  rose  during  one  night  and  went  to 
kneel  at  the  foot  of  that  tomb.  There  he  wept  and  prayed 
for  guidance  until  dawn.  When  he  returned  into  the  build- 
ing his  mind  was  made  up  to  leave  the  Salesians  and  to  enter 
the  Diocesan  Seminary,  if  and  when  three  signs  were  given 
to  him.  The  first  sign  was  to  be  the  conversion  of  his 
father,  who,  as  we  have  said,  was  a  road  mender  and  not  a 
practical  Catholic.  We  don't  knoAv  what  the  other  two  signs 
were,  but  his  father  returned  to  the  practice  of  his  religion. 
The  other  two  signs  must  also  have  become  realized^  because 
the  young  student  left  the  Salesians,  assured  that  God  wanted 
him  in  the  Seminary.  He  applied  to  his  Bishop,  who  admitted 
him  and  moreover,  to  help  him  to  pay  for  his  tuition,  appointed 
him  to  be  a  custodian  of  the  Cathedral  and  turn  the  little 
money  he  thus  earned  over  to  the  Seminary.  It  was  here 
that  he  first  came  in  contact  with  boys  (he  was  then  19  years 
old)  and  founded  the  first  Sunday  Oratory  in  the  city  of 
Tortona.     From  that  Oratory  sprang  the  present  "Little  In- 
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stitute    of   Divine    Providenee,"    a   large    association   for    the 
welfare  of  humanity. 

DON  LUIGI'S  SOCIETY. 

On  April  13,  1895,  he  was  ordained  to  the  priesthood  and 
celebrated  his  first  Mass  amongst  his  little  friends.  Some 
years  after  he  acquired  the  spacious  buildings  adjoining  the 
Church  of  St.  Michael,  Avhich  have  become  the  Motherhouse. 
Here  a  num'ber  of  priests  joined  him  to  share  with  him  his 
labours  and  his  joys.  So  far  the  young  Society  is  not  bound 
together  by  vows.  It  was  long  his  intention  to  have  it  ap- 
proved by  the  Holy  See,  and  I  am  sure  he  tried  it,  but  ap- 
parently there  are  difficulties  still  unsolved.  For  a  number 
of  years  he  had  opposition  even  from  the  Episcopate  and  the 
Clergj-.  It  Avas  said  he  Avas  undertaking  too  much,  and  the 
fear  Avas  expressed  that  his  eventual  bankruptcy  Avould  Avork 
untold  harm  to  the  Church.  Indeed  he  had  assumed  too  much 
Avithout  money  and  with  only  a  promise  to  pay.  He  took  over 
Colleges,  founded  agricultural  colonies,  opened  schools  for 
artizans,  turned  edifices  and  villas  donated  to  him  into  or- 
phanages, old  people's  homes,  homes  for  the  tubercular  and 
homes  for  the  convalescent,  in  numerous  cities  in  Italy,  in 
Poland,  Albania,  England,  Wales,  Brazil,  Uruguay,  Argentine, 
Palestine,  and  even  a  home  in  Jasper,  Indiana,  U.S.A.  Fur- 
thermore, he  had  built  in  a  neglected  suburb  of  the  city  his 
OAvn  seminary,  housing  noAV  about  300  students,  and  a  Basilica 
alongside  of  it.  All  his  institutions  are  still  in  the  state 
of  infancy;  there  have  been  some  payments  made  on  them 
or  no  payments  at  all,  but  they  are  filled  Avith  people,  and 
humming  Avith  the  activities  for  Avhich  they  Avere  set  apart. 
Add  to  the  sums  OAving  on  the  buildings  the  costs  of  repairs 
and  of  maintenance,  food,  clothing  and  heat,  and  you  Avill 
Avonder  hoAv  the  Institute  keeps  its  head  above  Avater.  You 
have  the  ansAver  AA'-hy  the  Church  is  delaying  its  full  approval. 

OBJECTS  OF  THE  SOCIETY. 

The  principal  objects  of  the  Society  are:  (1)  Catholic 
High  Schools,  for  Avhieh  the  Society  trains  and  supplies  most 
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of  its  teachers.  In  this  he  follows  in  the  footsteps  of  Don 
Bosco.  (2)  Homes  for  old  people  and  the  orphans  and  the 
blind,  etc.  These  are  managed  by  its  priests,  ■with  the  aid  of 
its  Sisterhood,  the  Sisters  of  Don  Orione.  These  houses,  scat- 
tered in  cities  and  towns  of  Italy  and  abroad,  are  called  Little 
Cottolengos,  in  memory  of  St.  Joseph  Benedict  Cottolengo, 
canonized  in  the  year  1934,  who  founded  in  the  19th  century 
a  great  institution  in  Turin  called  from  his  name  ''The  Cot- 
tolengo." It  is  in  itself  a  city  with  a  population  of  about 
ten  thousand,  who  represent  all  the  ills  and  misfortunes  of 
humanity.  (3)  Foreign  missions.  Every  year  a  certain  num- 
ber of  its  young  priests  and  sisters  leave  Italy  for  foreign 
lands,  to  do  their  share  along  with  other  societies  for  the 
conversion  of  infidels.  The  older  priests  are  generally  in 
charge  of  hospitals  and  of  Shrines  which  have  been  re-opened 
after  years  or  perhaps  centuries  of  abandonment  for  want  of 
both  personnel  and  funds. 

PIUS  X  AND  THE  INSTITUTE. 

Pope  Pius  X  was  a  great  friend  and  benefactor  of  the  nascent 
society.  He  built  for  them  the  magnificent  Church  of  All 
Saints  on  the  New  Appian  Way  in  Rome  and  also  influenced 
Monsignor  Misciatelli,  a  then  wealthy  Vatican  prelate,  to  do- 
nate to  the  Society  a  farm  on  Monte  Mario,  not  far  from 
Rome,  for  the  purpose  of  educating  poor  boys  in  agriculture. 
This  farm  also  received  a  number  of  orphans  from  the  terrible 
earthquake  which  gutted  the  two  cities  of  Reggio  and  Messina 
on  December  28,  1908. 

VISITS  TO  SOUTH  AMERICA. 

In  the  year  1934,  on  the  occasion  of  the  International 
Eucharistic  Congress  held  in  Buenos  Aires,  Don  Orione  went 
there  on  the  same  ship  that  carried  His  Eminence  Cardinal 
Pacelli,  who  presided  at  the  Congress.  Don  Orione  spent  sev- 
eral months  visiting  his  houses  in  the  Republics  of  Argentine, 
Chile  and  Uruguay.  The  enthusiasm  he  aroused  in  Buenos 
Aires  was  beyond  description.     The  city  gave  him  a  rousing 
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welcome  and  granted  him  a  parcel  of  land  in  one  of  its 
suburbs,  where,  a  pious  lady  furnishing  the  funds,  he  built 
an  imposing  edifice  to  house  the  poor  of  the  city.  He  also 
built  on  the  same  parcel  of  land  a  new  Church  which  he 
dedicated  to  St.  Joseph  Cottolengo,  the  first  Church  in  the 
world  ever  erected  in  honor  of  the  Saint.  His  visit  to  these 
South  American  Republics  was  hailed  by  their  people  as  a 
blessing  from  heaven.  He  was  heartily  received  and  feted 
w^herever  he  went,  not  only  by  the  common  people,  but  by  the 
authorities  as  well,  who  were  not  slow  to  realize  how  bene- 
ficial to  their  city  Don  Orione's  institution  would  be. 

CHARACTERISTICS  OF  DOiN  ORIONE. 

He  was  noted  for  his  goodness  of  heart  and  for  his  humil- 
ity. He  was  about  five  feet  and  seven  inches  tall,  rather 
lean,  and  of  dark  complexion.  His  eyes  were  the  first  thing 
one  would  notice  about  him,  black  and  penetrating  and 
there  always  was  a  sort  of  mischievous  twinkle  in  them. 
People  who  met  him  would  swear  that  he  read  their  thoughts 
before  they  had  a  chance  to  speak.  He  had  an  utter  disre- 
gard for  money  and  for  an  easy  life,  but  he  was  always 
pleasant  of  approach  and  it  could  be  said  of  him  that  he 
served  the  Lord  with  joy.  Those  who  were  close  to  him 
loved  to  think  that  he  was  their  faithful  friend  as  well  as 
their  Superior.  They  enjoyed  his  company  and  ready  wit 
and  he  enjoyed  theirs. 

Of  late  years  his  hair  Avas  tinged  Avith  grey  and  he  was 
a  little  stooped.  His  learning  was  above  that  of  the  average 
l^riest,  but  when  he  preached  he  could  sway  the  multitudes. 
He  did  not  tire  but  enthused  his  audience  who  clamored  to 
hear  more  from  him.  His  attitude  towards  the  Papacy  and 
the  Church  was  that  of  a  good  son,  a  wholehearted  supporter 
and  co-operator,  at  any  time  and  in  everything.  He  was 
a  constant  visitor  at  the  Vatican. 

His  devotion  towards  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  one  of  un- 
limited confidence.  He  preached  of  her  prerogatives  and  of 
her  virtues  whenever  he  had   a   chance.     He   used   to   say: 
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"At  the  sunset  of  this  poor  life   of  mine   oh!  let  then  the 
Madonna  come  and  take  me  by  the  hand." 

LAST  DAYS. 

Early  in  the  year  1940  he  was  seized  with  a  heart  attack. 
The  doctors  told  him  to  go  to  the  Riviera  and  rest.  He  went 
to  one  of  his  houses  in  San  Remo,  but  after  a  day  or  so  he 
was  seized  again  with  another  heart  attack.  His  infirmarian 
promptly  administered  the  injections  prescribed  by  the  doctors 
and  called  his  priests  who  were  living  in  the  same  house,  but  the 
attack  was  much  too  severe  this  time.  He  suddenly  paled  and 
his  voice  altered;  he  tried  to  utter  the  name  of  Jesus,  but 
could  not  finish  it :  he  raised  his  big  eyes  to  heaven  for  the 
last  time,  then  bent  his  head  and  died. 

The  sudden  news  of  his  death  shocked  Italy.  The  news- 
papers announced  it  with  large  front-page  headlines.  A 
funeral  was  held  in  the  Church  of  St.  Mary  of  the  Angels 
in  San  Remo,  where  the  Bishop  of  Ventimille  sang  the  Mass. 
Hence  the  remains  were  carried  to  Genoa,  where  he  had  houses, 
and  another  funeral  Mass  was  sung  by  the  Archbishop  of  the 
city.  Cardinal  Boetto,  S.J 

From  Genoa  the  body  was  borne  to  Milan,  where  also  he 
had  houses.  It  was  taken  to  the  Basilica  of  St.  Stephen,  where 
Monsignor  Gorla,  the  provost,  sang  a  Pontifical  Mass  and  the 
Archbishop,  Cardinal  Shuster,  presided  at  the  obsequies. 
An  unusual  thing  was  done  here,  the  body  was  taken  from 
this  church  to  the  inner  courts  of  the  General  City  Hospital, 
a  multitude  of  mourning  people  following  on  foot.  There 
his  priests  took  the  coffin  upon  their  own  shoulders  and 
carried  it  around  the  various  courts,  so  that  the  sick  people 
who  were  able  to  leave  their  wards  for  a  moment  went  out 
on  the  large  porticos  overlooking  the  courts  to  have  a  last 
look  at  him  of  whom  they  had  heard  so  much  and  to  ask  him 
to  intercede  for  their  speedy  recovery. 

The  Cardinal  of  Milan  was  so  impressed  by  the  life  and 
work  of  this  holy  priest  that  at  a  meeting  with  his  clergy 
he  proposed  him  to  their  imitation.    He  spoke  of  him  as  a 
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"most  fruitful  branch  of  the  mystic  vine"  and  said  that 
"his  memory  will  exhale  a  most  sweet  odor  in  perpetuity." 

From  Milan  the  body  was  borne  to  his  beloved  Tortona, 
and  in  the  Cathedral  the  Bishop,  Egisto  Melchiori,  sang  a 
Pontifical  Mass,  at  the  end  of  Avhicli  he  preached  the  funeral 
sermon.  He  said  in  part:  "Verily  the  Lord  hath  regarded 
the  humility  of  his  servant  and  hath  done  great  things  to 
him." 

The  authorities  of  State  and  cities,  wherever  the  sorrow- 
ful rites  were  held,  graced  the  church  with  their  presence, 
together  Avith  thousands  of  people  of  all  classes.  His  body 
is  buried  in  the  crypt  of  the  Basilica  of  St.  Mary  of  the 
Watchtower,  by  him  erected  in  Tortona,  where  his  beloved 
priests  and  the  people,  Avho  loved  him  so  much,  may  visit  every- 
day. Don  Orione  is  dead ;  yet  he  lives  in  the  grooving  vastness 
of  his  works,  in  the  pious  veneration  of  the  people,  in  the  heart 
of  those  whom  he  helped,  and  in  the  assurance,  felt  by  all 
who  knew  him,  that  from  heaven  he  will  continue  to  do  good 
on  earth.  > 


St.  Joseph,  when  the  Christmastide 
With  wonder  fills  the  blessed  land. 

Bring  me,  I  pray,  to  Jesus  near. 

And  fill  my  heart  with  holy  fear 

So  I  in  spirit  by  your  side 
In  Bethlehem  may  stand. 
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ANCIENT   IRISH    TREASURES 

By   REV.    MYLES    V.    RONAN,    M.R.I. A.,    F.R.Hist.S. 

VII. 

THE  CROSS  OF  CONG. 

A  SPLENDID  example  of 
the  tenacity  Avith  which 
the  keepers  of  the  ancient 
Irish  relics  preserved  them 
during  the  centuries  of  per- 
secution is  furnished  in  the 
case  of  the  Cross  of  Cong. 
Originally  it  was  made  for 
the  Cathedral  of  Tuam  but 
was  transferred  to  the  priory 
of  the  Augustinian  Canons  of 
that  place.  This  priory,  in 
common  with  all  religious 
houses,  suffered  extinction 
c.  1539,  and  the  Cross  was 
kept  in  hiding  down  to  the 
year  1823.  In  that  year  the 
great  antiquarian,  Petrie,  dur- 
ing a  tour  in  Connacht,  saw  it  shortly  after  it  had  been  dis- 
covered in  an  oak  chest  in  a  cottage  in  the  town.  It  was 
purchased  from  the  possessor  in  1839  and  presented  to  the 
R.I.A. 

Five  inscriptions  on  the  silver  edges  of  the  Cross  give 
its  history.  The  first,  in  Latin,  tells  its  purpose,  to  enshrine 
a  relic  of  the  True  Cross,  which  was  enshrined  in  1123  by 
Turlough  O'Connor,  King  of  Ireland,  who  had  received  it 
from  Pope  Calixtus  in  the  year  that  the  First  General  Council 
of  Lateran  was  held.  The  other  four  inscriptions  are  in  Irish 
and  tell  us  the  name  of  the  Archbishop  of  Tuam,  Muireadacli 
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Ua  Dubhthaig,  and  of  the  bishop,  Domiiall  Ua  Dubhthaig, 
who  watched  over  the  making,  and  of  the  artist,  Maelisu  Ua 
Echan,  who  made  it. 

The  Cross  is  of  extreme  grace  and  beauty — of  oak  covered 
with  copper  plates  and  is  2  feet  6  inches  long.  It  has  38 
compartments  down  the  face  of  the  Cross,  which  are  filled  in 
with  fine  interlaced  filigree  gold  work  fastened  by  rivets  to 
the  plates  beneath.  Of  the  original  18  stones  or  enamels, 
placed  at  intervals  on  the  edges  and  on  the  face  of  the  shaft 
and  arms,  13  remain,  and  spaces  remain  for  9  others  down 
the  centre.  Of  4  settings  around  the  central  boss  2  heads 
of  blue  and  white  enamel  remain.  Behind  the  quartz  crystal 
in  the  centre  of  the  boss  was  placed  the  relic  of  the  True 
Cross.  The  shaft  terminates  in  the  grotesque  head  of  an  ani- 
mal, beneath  which  is  an  ornamental  ball  over  the  socket  for 
the  pole  for  the  carrying  of  the  Cross.  The  back  of  the 
Cross  is  decorated  with  bosses  of  crimson  enamel  and  is  divided 
into  4  panels  of  gold  interlaced  work. 

Apparently  the  Cross  was  for  solemn  occasions,  to  be 
carried  before  the  Archbishop.  It  thus  furnishes  us  with  the 
true  distinction  between  the  crozier  or  processional  cross 
of  an  archbishop  and  the  pastoral  staff. 


THE  CHRISTMAS  BABE. 

So  small  that  lesser  lowliness 
Must  bow  to  worship  or  caress; 
So  great  that  heaven  itself  to  know 
Love's  majesty,  must  look  below. 

J.B.T. 
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IF  I    HAD  A  BOY 

I'D  TAKE   HIM  TO  ALASKA 

By  MERVYN  V.  MILLER,  M.A., 
A  Counselor — ^San  Francisco  Public  Schools. 

Editor's  Note:  Mr.  Miller  has  made  18  trips  to  and  through 
Alaska.  This  year's  trip  took  him  3,000  miles  by  automobile, 
1,000  miles  by  airplane,  3,000  miles  by  steamer,  and  200  miles  by 
dogteam.  He  is  author  of  the  book  "Let's  Counsel  Your  Child," 
lecturer,  and  member  of  the  Leadership-Training  Committee,  Boy 
Scouts  of  America.  His  colored  moving  pictures  of  these  trips  are 
much  sought  after  throughout  the  U.S.  I  hope  some  day  we  may 
be  able  to  view  them.— Editor. 

I  AM  naturally  lazy.  Not  only  that,  but  I  detest  being 
goaded  to  do  things  which  I  characterize  as  unpleasant. 
I  enjoy  "taking  my  time"  to  perform  any  task  and  I  thorough- 
ly enjoy  a  two-hour  long  bath — not  that  it  takes  that  length 
of  time  to  remove  Mother  Earth  from  my  rather  large-propor- 
tioned frame,  but  because,  in  that  length  of  time,  I  can  read 
the  morning  newspaper,  my  mail,  and  an  article  on  some 
favorite  subject. 

It  was  during  just  such  a  pleasantry,  many  years  ago,  that 
I  encountered  a  poem,  which,  since  then,  has  become  my 
favorite.    It  is  called:     "If  I  Had  a  Boy." 

IF  I  HAD  A  BOY. 

If  I  had  a  boy  I  would  say  to  him:     "Son, 
Be  fair  and  be  square  in  the  race  you  must  run, 
Be  brave  if  3'ou  lose  and  be  meek  if  you  win, 
Be  better  and  nobler  than  I've  ever  been. 
Be  honest  and  fearless  in  all  that  you  do, 
And  honor  the  name  I  have  given  to  you." 

If  I  had  a  boy,  I  would  want  him  to  know 

We  reap  in  this  life  just  about  as  we  sow. 

And  we  get  what  we  earn,  be  it  little  or  great, 

Regardless  of  luck  and  regardless  of  fate. 

I  would  teach  him  and  show  him,  the  best  that  I  could, 

That  it  pays  to  be  honest  and  upright  and  good. 
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I  would  make  him  a  pal  and  a  partner  of  mine, 
And  show  him  the  things  in  this  world  that  are  fine. 
I'd  show  him  the  things  that  are  wicked  and  bad 
For  I  figure  this  knowledge  should  come  from  his  dad. 
I  would  walk  with  him,  talk  with  him.  play  Avith  him,  too. 
And  to  all  of  my  promises  strive  to  be  true. 

We  would  grow  up  together  and  I'd  be  a  boy 
And  share  in  his  troubles  and  share  in  his  joy. 
"We  would  work  out  problems  together  and  then 
We  Avould  lay  out  our  plans  Avhen  we  both  would  be  men 
And  oh,  Avhat  a  wonderful  joy  it  would  be! 
No  pleasure  in  life  could  be  greater  to  me. 

Author  unknown. 

That  poem,  together  with  my  natural  qualities  enumerated 
in  paragraph  1,  answer  the  question  why  I  find  so  much 
pleasure  in  yearly  trips  from  California  to  Alaska.  Trips 
of  two  or  three  months'  duration  accompanied  by  from  7  to 
9  boys  from  the  San  Francisco  School  Department  whose  ages 
range  from  11  to  13  years. 

A  visit  to  Alaska  must  be  of  two  or  three  months'  duration 
to  really  justify  itself.  During  the  first  month  a  traveller 
usually  satisfies  selfish  Avhims  and  desires  floating  hither  and 
yon  as  fancy  decrees.  Perhaps  he  may  find  time  to  thank 
G-od  he  is  alive  and  able  to  do  as  he  pleases.  But  it  takes 
a  second  and  a  third  month  to  formulate  thanks  for  the 
locale,  the  scene,  the  background — to  branch  out  beyond  the 
''self"  in  silent  blessing  for  things  as  they  are. 

Oftentimes,  as  in  my  case,  it  takes  repeated  visitations, 
repeat  performances,  as  it  were,  before  total  awareness  occurs. 
Perhaps  this  justifies  my  nomadic  tendency.  At  least  it  satis- 
fies my  desires  to  do  the  things  I  want  to  do,  without  haste 
or  annoyance. 

I  pick  the  lads  who  are  to  accompany  me  a  year  in  ad- 
vance. I  train  them  and,  in  most  cases,  find  jobs  for  them 
so  they  may  earn  the  required  $80.40  Avhich  is  the  cost  of 
the  trip.  I  prefer  that  they  earn  this  sum  themselves  for 
experience  has  shown  me  that  the  boys  who  obtain  the  most 
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from  such  an  experience  are  the  boys  who  had  to  work  for 
the  opportunity.    I  said  ''I  train  them"— let  me  explain. 

I  am  a  firm  believer  that  there  is  no  substitute  for  good 
manners.  In  this  regard  I  can  readily  understand  why  the 
English  Captain,  aboard  the  barge  hauling  "hog-fuel"  into 
Ocean  Falls,  B.C.,  wears  his  navy  dress  suit  while  dining  alone 
in  the  evening.  Self-respect  is  dominant.  Carry  this  idea 
into  the  lives  of  children,  introduce  them  to  GOOD  MAN- 
NP]RS,  teach  them  to  respect  themselves,  to  respect  nature, 
to  respect  God — ah,  there  you  have  it,  for  it  follows  as  na- 
turally as  day  folloAvs  the  night,  that  they  will  be  respectful 
of  others. 

When  I  have  picked  my  little  band  for  the  following  summer 
we  sit  at  lunch  each  school  day.  We  eat,  laugh,  joke,  plan, 
and  dream — together — 

"We  would  work  out  problems  together  and  then 
We  would  lay  out  our  plans  when  we  both  Avould  be  men." 

I  note  and  try  to  correct  faults  in  speech,  in  mannerisms,  in 
viewpoints,  in  ambitions, — I  hope  I  have  bettered  a  single 
child. 

I  pick  boys  representing  each  religion,  for  I  am  a  strong 
believer  in  religious  tolerance  and  I  want  "my"  boys  to  re- 
spect each  other's  religions  for  all  of  them  are  good.  Re- 
member, I  said  "RELIGIONS,"  not  "Witnesses,"  "Cults,"  or 
"Clans,"  whether  the  latter  is  spelled  with  a  "C"  or  a  "K." 

While  they  are  all  "Americans"  yet  it  is  interesting  to 
note,  for  instance,  the  extractions  of  this  year's  group.  Two 
were  of  Irish  extraction,  one  of  English,  two  of  French,  and 
four  of  Jewish.  In  total,  forming  a  group  of  the  finest  lads 
imaginable.  There  may  be  groups  as  good,  but  no  group 
could  possibly  be  better. 

It  may  not  be  purely  coincidental  that  six  of  the  nine 
were  fatherless;  seven  of  the  ten,  if  I  include  myself.  In 
this  regard  I  hope  that  some  day  I  shall  meet  the  author  of 
my  favorite  poem,  because  I  should  like  to  tell  him  from  my 
own  experience,  supplemented  bj'  what  I  have  learned  from 
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"my"  boys,  what  we  miss.  Perhaps  it  would  cause  him  to 
write  another  beautiful  poem,  this  one  entitled,  "If  I  Had  a 
Dad!" 

We  travel  northward  on  the  SS.  Catala  of  the  Union 
Steamships  Ltd.,  of  Vancouver,  B.C.,  with  kindly,  generous, 
fatherly,  humorous.  Captain  James  Findlay  in  command.  He 
is  an  adopted  "Father"  of  whom  we  are  proud.  At  some 
time  or  other  I  have  travelled  northward  on  every  ship  of 
each  line  now  making  trips  to  Alaska.  In  recent  years  I 
have  resigned  myself  solely  to  the  Catala  for  its  personnel 
is  so  natural,  so  able,  so  informal,  so  helpful,  so  caretaking, 
so  friendly,  that  I  deem  it  a  privilege  to  have  "my"  boys 
"see"  England  and  Canada  at  its  best,  aboard  this  ship.  One 
Canadian  Line  is  too  prudish,  too  artificial,  too  up-ish ;  another 
is  less  care-taking,  and  the  American  Lines  have  too  many 
bars  for  navigational  safety  and  the  education  of  the  lads. 

I  am  limited  regarding  the  number  I  take  because  we 
travel  from  San  Francisco  by  automobile.  Each  yea"r  we  are 
"sold"  a  beautiful  new  special  built  De  Soto  automobile  by 
Mr.  Robert  Waters,  Sr.,  Vice-President  of  the  Jas.  F.  Waters 
Co.,  De  Soto  and  Plymouth  distributors  in  San  Francisco. 
Mr.  Waters  "sells"  us  this  car  for  the  sum  of  one  dollar,  then 
buys  it  back  from  us  at  the  end  of  our  trip  for  one  dollar. 
Needless  to  say,  in  this  deal,  he  places  generosity  ahead  of 
business  acumen,  for,  as  he  himself  says,  "I  have  kids  of  my 
own,  I  know  what  a  trip  like  this  means  to  them." 

I  wish  I  could  take  twent.v,  or  thirty,  or  forty  boj^s. 
Trouble?  Never,  Avhen  your  boy  knows  you.  When  he  knows 
that  you  mean  "yes"  when  you  say  "yes,"  and  "no"  when  you 
say  "no." 

"I  would  walk  Avith  him,  talk  with  him,  play  witli  him,  too. 
And  to  all  of  my  promises,  strive  to  be  true." 

Children  are  problems  only  when  the  parents  decree  or  per- 
mit themselves  to  be  problems.  When  a  child  does  not  know 
what  you  mean,  or,  what  is  more  important,  whether  or  not 
you  mean  it,  then  you  have  a  puzzled  child — and  the  parent 
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forms  the  puzzle.  The  child  does  not  know  You.  If,  on  the 
other  hand,  he  knows  that  you  mean  what  you  say  and  he 
can  rely  upon  this  fact,  if  he  feels  that  your  decisions  are  not 
hastily  made  but  are  predicated  upon  fairness,  if  you  do  not 
speak  too  spontaneousl}'^  nor  too  blatantly,  then  you  will  prob- 
ably develop  an  obedient  child,  and  obedience  is  the  founda- 


Mr.   Mervyn  Miller   and   some   of   his    hoys   on    their    trip    to 

Alaska.     This  was  taken  at  Boeing  Field,  Seattle,  Washington, 

June  1940.     Printed  hy  Mike  Lando. 

tion-stone  of  goodness.  Children  are  smart,  make  no  mistake  of 
that.  Do  not  under-rate  or  under-estimate  their  abilities  to 
diagnose — PARENTS,    parental    judgment,    parental    threats. 

"Be  honest  and  fearless  in  all  that  you  do 
And  honor  the  name  I  have  given  to  you." 

There  are  material  reasons,  too,  why  I  head  northward 
each  summer.  I  love  Alaska — its  mountains  of  snow,  its 
glaciers  of  indescribable  beauty  and  subtle  color,  its  nighttime 
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of  light,  its  individiialit.y  of  character,  its  iminenseness  coupled 
with  its  quietness  and  its  solitude.  Then,  too,  to  get  there 
you  must  travel  through  California's  Giant  Redwoods,  Ore- 
gon's beautiful  Lake  Tahkenitch,  and  we  include  Washington's 
Mount  Rainier,  covered  the  3-ear  round  Avith  snow.  We 
manage  to  stay  at  least  two  full  days  and  nights  at  Vic- 
toria's sumptuous  Empress  Hotel,  where  "my"  boys  see  the 
personification  of  all  the  good  manners  I  have  explained  to 
them.  Where  everyone  smiles,  where  talk  is  hushed,  where 
hustle  and  bustle  is  unknown,  and  yet  business  seems  to  go  on 
just  as  well  as  though  bedlam  Avere  unleashed.  Funny,  isn't 
it?  At  least,  to  "my"  American  boys,  it  is.  We  naturally 
include  a  visit  to  colorful  Butchard's  Gardens  in  Victoria, 
where  the  loA^ely  Lady  Butchard  herself  greets  us  and  serves 
us  cookies  of  grand  flavor  and  goodness,  made  by  her  genial 
Chinese  boy  "Jim."  And  I  must  not  forget  the  name  of 
Mr.  Steve  Stimpson,  Regional  Manager  of  United  Air  Lines, 
who  puts  a  21-passenger  Mainliner  at  our  disposal  during  our 
stay  in  Seattle.  Friends  such  as  ''Steve"  and  *'Bob"  prove 
that  if  you  do  something  good  for  children  you  will  have 
many  fine  people  helping  you.  It  is  so  pleasant  to  find  that 
out — that  in  a  world  Avhere  economic  betterment  demands 
constant  personal  attention  people  like  the  above  two  can  find 
time  and  have  the  means  to  make  the  lives  of  children,  of  other 
people's  children,  more  eventful,  more  educational. 
Yes,  if  I  had  a  boy,  I'd  take  him  to  Alaska. 

**I'd  teach  him  and  show  him,  the  best  that  I  could. 
That  it  pays  to  be  honest  and  upright  and  good. 
I  would  make  him  a  pal  and  a  partner  of  mine. 
And  show  him  the  things  in  this  Avorld  that  are  fine. 
I'd  show  him  the  things  that  are  Avicked  and  bad, 
For  I  figure  this  knowledge  should  come  from  his  Dad. 


And  oh,  Avhat  a  Avonderful  joy  it  Avould  be ! 
No  pleasure  in  life  could  be  greater  to  me." 

Editor's   Note:      Perhaps,   at   a   later   date,    we   can    entice   Mr. 
Miller  to  write  about  some  individual  experiences. 
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CATHOLIC  SCHOOL  OF  SOCIAL  SERVICE 

By  REV.  LUCIAN  LAUERMANN 

THE  investment  of  $350,000.00  on  property  and  buildings 
for  a  professional  school  may  not  appear  as  one  of  the 
corporal  works  of  mercy.  And  no  spiritual  work  of  mercy 
seems  to  obligate  an  expenditure  of  more  than  a  million  dol- 
lars in  the  operation  of  a  graduate  school  of  social  work 
during  nineteen  years.  Yet  this  has  been  done  by  persons 
who  uphold  the  corporal  and  spiritual  works  of  mercy  as  the 
preamble  to  their  constitution  of  Christian  charity.  In  fact, 
the  school  involving  this  large  financial  outlay  has  been  called 
"the  consecrated  tabernacle  of  a  great  ideal."  The  National 
Catholic  School  of  Social  Service  beginning  its  20th  year  in 
"Washington,  D.C.,  has  been  that  tabernacle,  a  tabernacle  of 
social  work,  the  modern  Catholic  way. 

The  modern  Catholic  way  of  social  work  may  not  be  that 
at  all.  The  Catholic  way  presumes  an  attachment  to  the 
teachings  of  our  Lord  and  a  lineage  which  goes  back  to  the 
Apostles  and  the  primitive  Christians.  Love,  as  a  motive 
is  not  modern.  So  the  designation  of  some  kind  of  social 
work  as  modern  Catholic  may  mean  only  that  what  Catholics 
have  known  and  done  for  centuries  appears  new  and  different 
and  strikingly  individual  in  comparison  with  its  1940  con- 
temporaries. 

PHIILANTHROPY    AND    CHARITY. 

There  Avas  ahvays  a  great  difference  between  secular  and 
Catholic  social  work.  Philanthropy  and  charity — the  terms 
our  ancestors  used  in  the  old  country — ^have  two  different 
directions.  Philanthropy  travels  horizontally.  It  goes  step 
by  step  along  the  same  plane.  Unquestionably  it  goes  forward, 
or  at  least  it  progresses  in  some  direction.  Charity  travels 
vertically.  It  goes  step  by  step  to  higher  planes.  It  moves 
though  it  isn't  concentrated  in  movement.  When  it  does  move, 
however,  it  moves  upward  toward  God. 
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Philanthropy  and  charity  can  be  very  good  companions. 
Philanthropy  loves  charity  as  another  fellowman,  cliarity  loves 
philanthropy  as  another  child  of  God.  Should  the  two  de- 
cide to  pick  two  fellow  creatures  out  of  a  gutter,  philanthropy 
would  certainly  adjust  the  new  friend  to  the  idea  that  he 
had  equal  power  and  place  on  earth  with  others  like  himself, 
while  charity  would  adjust  his  new  friend  to  the  idea  that 
he  was  an  heir  to  tlie  kingdom  of  heaven.  Philanthropy  and 
charity  may  be  very  close  companions  because  in  their  adjust- 
ing they  share  the  skilful  use  of  the  same  instruments — the 
thing  social  workere  call  techniques. 

The  clientele  of  philanthropy  and  of  charity  cannot  seem 
to  be  close  companions  because,  as  was  mentioned  before, 
they  are  pointed  in  different  directions.  The  ways  are  so 
diverse  that  many  wonder  how  philanthropy  and  charity  can 
get  along  at  all  when  they  meet  in  community  chests  and 
councils  of  social  agencies.  Their  mutvial  respect  for  each 
other  suffices  for  cooperation.  But  it  would  be  quite  fatal 
if  charity  became  satisfied  with  the  ideas  and  ideals  of  phil- 
anthropy and  it  Avould  be  quite  fatal  also  if  the  clients  of 
philanthropy  never  knew  about  charity. 

FIRST    CATHOLIC    SCHOOL. 

That  is  a  mere  crumb  of  the  ideology  which  went  into  the 
National  Catholic  School  of  Social  Service  from  the  Bishops 
of  the  National  Catholic  War  Council  in  1919.  During  the 
last  world  war  the  Hierarchy  of  the  United  States  realized 
that  there  was  no  established  institution  for  the  training  of 
women  social  workers.  Quickly,  a  school  was  set  up  at 
Clifton,  in  the  District  of  Columbia.  The  times  were  keyed  to 
rapidity  and  almost  before  a  second  bulletin  was  published, 
more  than  200  young  women  had  received  training  courses 
varying  in  length  from  six  weeks  to  six  months  and  in  the 
same  motion  a  strong  evidence  of  need  for  the  best  kind  of 
training  in  social  service,  the  Catholic  way,  was  built  up. 

Consequently,  in  1921,  a  school  was  started,  the  National 
Catholic  School  of  Social  Service.     It  was  a  daring  and  ex- 
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pensive  project.  Social  Workers  at  tlie  time  were  thought 
generally  to  be  either  revivalists  or  anti-saloon  agitators  or 
kindly  souls  with  effusive  hearts.  And  "women  in  profes- 
sions" was  a  question  on  which  moralists  had  varied  theories. 

SPONSORSHIP  OF  THE  SCHOOL. 

Just  as  daring  was  another  move  of  the  Bishops  in  the 
United  States.  After  establishing  the  school,  they  offered 
its  sponsorship  to  a  then  new  lay  organization  of  women,  the 
National  Council  of  Catholic  Women,  which  is  a  section  of 
the  National  Catholic  Welfare  Conference.  In  November, 
1921,  the  first  and  only  Catholic  professional  school  for  lay 
women  under  the  sponsorship  of  lay  women  began  writing 
its  history.  The  inside  pages  of  the  history  represent  many 
of  the  usual  things — all  schools  have  strong  and  weak  years, 
in  enrollment,  in  finance,  in  curricula  even.  The  one  feature 
about  this  school,  though,  which  is  not  usual,  is  the  persist- 
ency of  its  positive  Catholicity.  That  is  unusual  because  every 
school  is  tempted  along  the  line  to  be  experimental  at  the 
expense  of  being  Catholic.  For  example,  at  the  National 
Catholic  School  of  Social  Service,  courses  in  ethics  were  given 
when  psycho-analysis  would  have  attracted  students.  Seven- 
teen years  ago  when  the  National  Catholic  School  of  Social 
Service  accepted  membership  in  the  American  Association  of 
Schools  of  Social  Work  and  during  its  years  of  accreditation 
with  that  Association  ever  since,  the  "Service  School"  has 
been  known  as  "a  Catholic  School." 

INFLUENCE  OF  THE  SCHOOL. 

The  outside  history  of  the  'National  Catholic  School  of 
Social  Service  is  its  glory.  The  school  plants  seeds  which 
bloom  after  a  time  in  many  places.  There  are  graduates  in 
38  states  and  in  12  foreign  countries.  Each  year  the  student 
body  represents  at  least  half  the  states  in  the  union  and  one 
or  more  foreign  countries.  There  are  graduates  in  Miami  as 
well  as  in  Montreal.  One  graduate  supervised  the  foundation 
of  the  first  Catholic  welfare  bureau  established  in  Australia. 
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In  Guatemala,  the  Philippines,  Puerto  Rico  and  Central  Am- 
erica, travellers  have  found  a  N.C.  triple  S.  graduate.  It  is 
rumored  that  one  student  visited  successively  each  ecclesias- 
tical province  in  the  United  States  as  guest  of  school  alumna. 
The  students  of  the  school  represent  the  typically  normal 
American  Catholic  young  women.  The  age  range  for  admis- 
sion is  21-35.  All  must  be  college  graduates  before  admission 
and  all  must  be  capable  of  doing  the  class  work,  field  work, 
and  research  required  for  the  Masiter's  Degree.  As  an  affil- 
iate of  the  Catholic  University,  students  are  eligible  to  re- 
ceive the  Master  of  Science  in  Social  Work  degree  after  com- 
pleting two  years.  No  more  than  50  new  students  can  be 
enrolled  in  any  one  year  so  that  the  school  coukl  train  no  more 
than  100  at  any  one  time. 

DISCIPLINE  OF  THE   SCHOOL. 

Training  sounds  very  military  and  conjures  thoughts  of 
disciplinarians,  rules  and  punishments.  At  the  "Service 
School"  training  is  self-discipline  under  the  rules  which  are 
a  tradition  given  from  one  class  to  another.  Though  it  does 
not  happen  because  of  the  selective  standards  applied  to 
registrants,  the  worst  punishment  conceivable  to  N.C.S.S.S. 
students  would  be  the  deprivation  of  the  privilege  of  residence 
at  the  school.  Excepting  those  who  have  homes  in  Washing- 
ton— all  students  live  at  the  school.  Impromptu  and  informal 
"sessions"  where  opinions  on  all  subjects  are  expressed  by 
representatives  from  all  parts  of  the  country  are  the  influences 
which  keep  the  students  "home".  Even  the  day  vistas  or  the 
night  brilliance  of  Washington,  one  of  the  world's  beautiful 
capitals,  fail  to  compete  with  "tea  and  talk"  after  a  few 
hours  at  study  or  in  the  library. 

DESIRE  OF  THE  SCHOOL. 

There  is  a  difference  between  Catholic  social  work  training 
and  secular  social  work  training.  The  philosophies  are  dif- 
ferent and  the  moral  codes  are  different,  if  not  completely 
opposed.     The  Hierarchy  of  the  United  States,  aware  of  the 
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need  for  strengthening,  assisting  facilities,  have  encouraged 
the  Diocesan  Councils  of  Catholic  Women  to  make  heroic 
efforts  for  the  school  under  their  sponsorship.  There  is  no 
evasion  of  the  fact  that  despite  the  work  of  19  years,  Catholic 
social  work  education  has  yet  to  realize  its  full  potentialities. 
Often  circumstances  have  forced  it  to  follow  where  it  should 
have  led,  to  imitate  where  it  should  have  provided  the  model. 
At  times  parts  of  secular  philosophies  have  come  into  schools 
and  it  was  necessary  to  trust  the  Catholic  atmosphere  alone 
to  purge  them  At  times  when  trends  in  social  work  have 
been  condemned,  nothing  positive  has  been  offered  as  a  sub- 
stitute. Courageously,  facing  all  this  and  abetted  by  the 
alert  American  Hierarchy,  the  National  Council  of  Catholic 
Women  at  its  convention  in  Detroit  made  this  strong  resolu- 
tion: 

"We  solemnly  pledge  ourselves,  even  at  the  cost  of 
personal  sacrifice  to  collaborate  in  the  plan  proposed  to 
provide  the  National  Catholic  School  of  Social  Service 
with  an  assured  annual  income,  adequate  for  its  mainten- 
ance and  development,  confident  that  in  so  doing  we  will 
penetrate  the  social  thinking  and  planning  of  our  times 
with  the  eternal  value  and  regenerating  power  of  Christ's 
great  commandment  to  love  God  supremely  and  our  neigh- 
bour as  ourselves" 
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CHRIST  THE    KING 

T  TE  walks  in  Heaven's  garden 
*■  ^  Among  the  lilies  fair, 
And  sweeter  are  His  wounded  hands 
Than  all  the  blossoms  there ! 

He  walks  in  Heaven's  garden 
Where  spotless  lilies  grow ; 

More  beautiful  His  eyes  divine 
Than  all  the  garden's  glow. 

He  walks  among  the  lilies 
In  Heaven's  garden-close, 

The  spear-Avound  in  His  Sacred  Heart 
Gleams  redder  than  a  rose ! 

With  blood-drops  of  rich  treasure, 
To  save  the  souls  of  men. 

He  pays  unstinted  measure 
Again, — and   yet   again. 

The  Judgment  Day's  decision, 
The  Dooms  to  rend  the  skies, 

Lie  veiled  from  human  vision 
Within  His  pitying  eyes. 

The  small,  white  lambs  of  Heaven  — 
God's   children — crowd   around; 

They  bring  Him  scenes  of  Nazareth 
And  Galilee's  blest  ground. 

Among  the  stainless  lilies 

He  walks,  more  pure  than  they ; 

And  all  the  seraph-choirs   adore 
And  all  God's  Angels  pray. 


Monsignor  Dollard. 
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MARY'S  GLANCE 

LOOK  not  on  me   with  face   so   fair 
That  angels  fear  to  tarry, 
From  thy  abounding  beauty  rare 
My  lust  bound  heart  I  carry. 

Yet,  wilt  thou  not  permit  it  so, 
My  soul  by  thee  is  turned. 
In  cleansing  chastity  I  know 
My  sin  stains  will  be  burned. 

I  feel  that  you  were  ever  thus. 

But  blind  eyes  cannot  see. 

My  soul's  sight  was  till  now   in   dusk, 

While  flesh  felt  it  was  free. 

True  freedom  comes  when  will  is  lost. 
And  blindness  may  bring  sight, 
A  heart  on  surging  vice  once  tossed, 
Accepts  Thy  burden  light. 

Louis  P.  Kirchner,  0.  Carm. 


THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM  LOOKS  DOWN 

OH,  some  there  are  who  love  to  roam  by  land  and  air 
and  sea; 
But  others  love  to  have  a  home  where  they  may  happy  be. 
They  do  not  choose  to  wander  forth  from  Aklavik  to  Rome, 
Or  sup  with  Lamas  in  Tibet,  or  seek  for  gold  at  Nome. 
Their  aspirations  simple  are:  To  do  what  good  they  can 
And  try  to  live  in  perfect  peace  with  every  fellow-man. 
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They  love   the   utmost   good   in  life,   the   evil   they   deplore; 

And  more  than  all,  they  hate  the  greed  of  those  who  live  by 
war — • 

Who  take  by  force  of  arms  the  flocks  and  herds  their  neigh- 
bors own. 

And  being  fools,  they  reap  the  tares  they  have  in  blindness 
sown. 

They  make  of  life  an  evil  thing,  and  human  Avoes  increase, 

They  cast  aside  the  golden  rule  of  One  who  taught  them  peace. 

And  that  is  why  at  Christmastide  we  celebrate  His  birth, 
And  gather  Avith   our  dear  ones   'round  the  hearthstones  of 

the  earth. 
"We  give  to  others  our  good  gifts,  like  Wise  Men  did  of  old, 
Who  brought  to  loAvly  Bethlehem,  myrrh,  frankincense  and 

gold. 
And  this  tradition  shall  remain  and  Avars  of  conquest  cease, 
For  Avise  men  shall  in  unity  uphold  the  cause  of  peace. 

The  Star  of  Bethlehem  looks  doAvn — in  sorrow   (as  it  must), 
Where  home  and  halloAved  edifice  be  smashed  to  crumbling 

dust. 
Where  beauty  of  the  earth  is  marred  and  split  in  tAvain — for 

what? 
That  Might  shall  be  the  laAv  of  life,  as  tyrants  ever  taught. 
But  faithful  hosts  are  pressing  on.  foresAvorn  to  bring  release, 
A  valiant  army  bringing  Hope,  an  army  bringing — Peace. 

And  lo!  transcending  all  the  might  of  pagan  hordes  arrayed 
The  Legions  of  the  Right  advance  undaunted,  undismayed. 
And  Avhen  the  DaAvn  of  Victory  shall  SAveep  across  the  skies. 
The  Freedom  of  the  World  shall  be  our  sacrificial  prize. 
The  Star  of  Bethlehem  looks  doAvn  on  scenes  of  ruthless  Avar ; 
But  Peace  on  Earth  shall  yet  prevail  more  truly  than  before. 

Henry  Aynesworth  Britton. 


ffiommunitg 


At  the  Silver  Jubilee  Convention  of 
the  Catholic  Hospital  Association  of  the 
United  States  and  Canada  held  in  St. 
Louis,  Mo.,  Reverend  Mother  Margaret, 
Sister  M.  Irene  and  Sister  de  Sales  (de- 
ceased) received  the  Award  of  the  Dis- 
tinguished Service  Cross.  Reverend 
Mother  is  President  of  the  Canadian  Ad- 
visory Board  and  is  an  officer  in  the 
Ontario  Conference  of  the  Hospital 
Association  and  during  the  past  eight 
years  "has  made  her  Congregation  the 
most  influential  factor  in  Catholic  hos- 
pital work  in  Canada." 


Cross  awarded  by 
the  C.H.A.  for  Dis- 
tinguished   Service. 


St.  Joseph  Lilies  offers  sincere  congratulations  to  the 
Reverend  George  Daly,  C.SS.R.,  on  the  celebration  of  the 
golden  jubilee  of  his  profession  and  joins  with  his  many 
friends  in  prayerful  "Ad  Multos  Annos." 


We  show  a  few  views  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy  Hospital 
which  was  opened  a  few  months  ago  for  the  care  of  incurable 
patients  of  all  ages.  The  architects  of  the  building — ]\Iarani, 
Lawson  &  Morris. 


HOUSE   OF   PROVIDENCE. 

The  annual  outing  given  by  the  Knights  of  Columbus 
for  the  old  people  resident  at  the  House  of  Providence  was 
held  September  19th. 

His  Grace,  the  Archbishop,  honoured  the  event  with  his 
presence.    Those  in  charge  were  Grand  Knight  Gleason  Smith, 
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Knights  Jas.  Farley,  John  Carolan,  W.  A.  Bennett  and  Dr. 
Pocock.  At  1.30  the  long  line  of  cars  with  their  occupants  left 
for  a  delightful  ride  in  the  country.  On  their  return  the 
Knights  went  through  the  House  with  gifts  of  candy  for  the 
ladies  and  pipes  and  tobacco  for  the  men.  Then  was  enjoyed 
a  sumptuous  chicken  supper  and  afterward  a  Perfect  Day  was 
closed  with  a  moving  picture,  "The  Good  Fairy." 

*  in  * 

A  promising  young  artist,  Miss  Babs  Sisley,  a  student  in 
Vocal  Dramatics  and  a  former  pupil  of  St.  Joseph's  College 
School,  gave  a  delightful  entertainment  to  the  Sisters  and 
residents  of  the  House  of  Providence. 

*     *     * 

In  September,  two  pictures  painted  by  Sister  Agnes,  were 
hung  in  the  front  hall  at  the  House  of  Providence.  The  sub- 
jects are  *' Christ  Knocking  at  the  Door"  and  "Evenilig  at 
Nazareth."  

ST.  JOSEPH'S  HIGH  SCHOOL. 

Our  three  days'  retreat  opened  on  October  23rd.  The 
lectures  given  by  the  Rev.  Hugh  Callaghan  were  given  in  the 
Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes.  On  Thursday  and  Friday 
mornings  Ave  took  part  in  the  Missa  Recitata  and  on  Friday 
afternoon  the  three  days  of  prayer  and  meditation  ended. 


ST.   MICHAEL'S   HOSPITAL. 

The  Alumnae  entertained  at  a  tea  in  the  auditorium  in 
honour  of  the  Nursing  Sisters  at  Toronto  Military  Hospital. 
Sister  Marie  Reine,  Miss  Helen  Sexton,  Convener,  Matron 
Gladys  Sharpe  and  the  Nursing  Sisters  received  the  many 
guests.  The  tea-table  and  auditorium  were  decorated  with 
flowers  sent  from  Miss  Irene  Sennett's  garden.  Miss  Conlin 
of  the  Public  Health  Department,  Mrs,  J.  Shea,  and  Mrs. 
Scully  poured  tea  and  were  assisted  by  the  Misses  Claire 
Cronin,  Kathleen  Meagher,  Marion  Holmes,  Peg  McDonald 
and  Kathleen  Walsh.  The  Rt.  Rev.  E.  M.  Brennan,  President 
of  St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  addressed  the  Nursing  Sisters, 
and  Col.  A.  R.  Hagerman,  ]\[.C.,  assisted  by  Miss  Teresa 
Harrison,  presented  identification  lockets  to  them. 

if  *  * 

The  Sisters  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital  were  invited  to  the 
Toronto  Military  Hospital.  They  were  received  by  Matron 
Sharpe  and  accompanied  her  on  a  tour  of  inspection. 


.''-'    <>: 


^  t: 


<2  ^ 


s. 


fa  "" 


442  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

Retreats  for  the  nurses  Avere  held  in  September.  Rev. 
Father  A.  Kelly,  C.SS.R.,  conducted  the  first  retreat,  and 
Rev.  Father  J.  McCormack,  C.SS.R.,  the  second.  The  Senior 
nurses  made  a  closed  Retreat,  while  the  Junior  nurses  ob- 
served an  open  Retreat. 

*  *     * 

Many  of  the  alumnae  not  only  gave  active  support  but 
renewed  old  acquaintances  and  made  new  ones  when  they 
took  part  in  the  events  on  the  November  Calendar. 

Nov.  5 — Refresher  Course  Lecture,  ''The  Miller-Abbott 
Tube."    Speaker,  Dr.  W.  G.  Carscaden. 

Nov.  7 — Mass  for  deceased  members. 

Nov.  8 — Subscription  Dance  held  at  the  Royal  York  Hotel. 

Nov.  12 — Refresher  Course  Lecture,  "Gynaecology."  Speak- 
er, Dr.  Frank  Melnnis. 

Nov.  19 — Refresher  Course  Lecture,  "Ear,  Nose  and 
Throat."    Speaker,  Dr.  J.  A.  Sullivan. 

Nov.  24^Silver  Tea  held  in  the  Auditorium  of  St.  Michael's 
Hospital.     Proceeds  for  the  Scholarship  Fund. 

Nov.  26 — Refresher  Course  Lecture,  "Chest  and  Pneu- 
monia."    Speaker,  Dr.  J.  H.  Elliott. 

*  *     * 

The  15th  General  Hospital  Nursing  Sisters  have  now  moved 
overseas,  and  a  new  staff  is  carrying  on  at  the  Toronto  Mili- 
tary Hospital  under  the  direction  of  Matron  Gladys  Sharpe. 
St.  Michael's  Hospital  nurses  appointed  to  the  staff  include: 
Nursing  Sisters  Marie  Pilon,  Helen  Hjdand,  Constance  Bond, 
Flora  Brohman,  Beatrice  Curtis,  Lily  CI  egg,  Kathleen  Zeag- 
man,  Lorraine  Thompson,  Elizabeth  Iloey  and  Elizabeth  Dunn. 

«     «     * 

St.  Michael's  nurses  taking  the  Public  Health  Course  at 
the  University  this  year  are  Sister  Albertine,  Sister  Marion, 
Marguerite  Grossmith,  Madeline  Herbert,  and  Lucille  Bonin. 

*  *     * 

Recently  a  series  of  lectures  was  arranged  by  Dr.  George 
Wilson  and  given  by  Dr.  W.  D.  Smith  in  the  Lecture  Hall  on 
"Emergency  Home  Service." 

*  «     * 

Miss  Grace  Murphy  was  chosen  to  make  the  record  of  the 
five  minute  Christmas  message  to  be  sent  by  radio  overseas 
to  our  nurses. 
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It  Avas  with  deep  regret  we  heard  of  the  death  of  Niirsinj? 
Sister  Marion  Bell,  attached  to  the  loth  General  Hospital 
C.A.S.F".  in  England,  on  Sept.  26,  1940.  Marion's  keen  sense 
of  humour  and  cheerful  disposition  endeared  her  to  all  and 
we  wish  to  express  our  deepest  sympatliy  to  lior  mother,  Mrs. 
W.  II.  Bell,  in  her  great  loss. 


ST.  MARY'S. 

On  the  feast  of  St.  Cecilia  the  Music  pupils  of  St.  Mary's 
Academy  held  an  enjoyable  social  evening. 

ijc  «  4c 

As  we  go  to  press  preparations  are  under  way  for  the 
staging  of  the  Christmas  Operetta  by  the  Kindergarten  Class, 
on  December  6tli  and  7th.  Reports  tell  us  that  Santa  Claus 
is  expected  to  visit  the  Academy  pupils  the  week  before 
Christmas.  *     #     » 

The  Rhythm  and  Melody  Bands  are  keeping  up  in  numbers 
and  in  enthusiasm. 


Bernice  and  Ann  Cownden,  pupils  of  St.  Mary's  Academy, 
Toronto,  who  obtained  First  Class  Honours  in  Grade  Five, 
Conservatory  of  Music,  Toronto. 
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ST.  JOSEPH'S  HOSPITAL. 

Early  in  September  the  annual  Retreat  for  the  student 
nurses  was  conducted  by  Rev.  Father  Bondy,  C.S.B.  Now 
that  eight-hour  duty  is  in  effect,  all  the  Catholic  nurses  were 
able  to  make  a  Closed  Retreat. 


Misses  Joan  Ward  and  Reta  Gendren  represented  the  School 
in  the  Inter-School  Tennis  Tournament. 


For  the  present  year  the  Student  Nurses'  Sodality  elected 
the  following  officers:  Director,  Rev.  A.  Clancy;  President, 
Mildred  O'Gorman ;  Vice-President,  Margaret  Vale ;  Secretarj-- 
Treasurer,  Margaret  Hall;  Sacristan,  Rita  Moyle. 

*  Jl!  :|i 

On  Oct.  19th  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  Nurses'  Alumnae  held 
a  Tenth  Anniversary  tea  in  the  Auditorium,  Nurses'  Residence. 
The  President,  Miss  Teresa  Hushin,  received  the  guests.  Mrs. 
Chas.  Knowlton,  Veronica  Sylvain,  Olga  Kidd  and  Lelia 
Tracey  poured  tea.    The  convener  Avas  Miss  Ursula  Smith. 

*  :;:  * 

Miss  Bernice  Bidlbrook,  Sept..  1940  class,  Avas  chosen 
valedictorian  at  the  Graduation,  Notre  Dame  Convent,  Water- 
down. 

*  :::  * 

The  October  issue  of  Canadian  Nurse  contained  an  article 
—joint  authorship  of  tAVO  of  our  nvirses.  Miss  I.  Calhoun  and 
Miss  D.  Payne. 

Along  the  Queen  Elizabeth  highway  the  trees  Avere  re- 
splendent in  Autumn  tints  Avhen  on  October  tAventieth  the 
Preliminary  Class  took  a  bus  trip  to  Niagara  Falls.  Stops 
were  made  at  Brock's  Monument,  Lundy's  Lane,  Oakes  Garden 
Theatre,  Loretto  Convent,  Mount  Carmel  College.  The  climax 
of  the  trip  Avas  the  "Falls"  in  sunshine,  croAvned  Avith  Nature's 
rainboAv  and  again  in  the  riot  of  colours  of  the  night  illumina- 
tion. 

On  November  28,  the  Student  Nurses  sponsored  a  dance  at 
the  Boulevard  Club  in  aid  of  the  Red  Cross  and  Charities. 
The  Conveners  Avere  Misses  Joan  Warner,  Eleanor  Colpitts, 
Geraldine  OatAvay,  Dorothea  Ceauette,  Veronica  Malone  and 
Irene  Headon. 
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ST.  CATHARINES,   OXT. 

ST.   JOHN'S   SCHOOL. 

At  the  Crusade  meeting  held  on  the  afternoon  of  Oct. 
19th,  Grades  V  and  VI  demonstrated  a  lesson  on  the  Sacra- 
ments while  Grades  II  and  III  gave  talks  on  the  duties  of  a 
Crusader.  Eighteen  dollars,  the  result  of  enthusiastic  work  of 
the  Crusaders,  was  forwarded  to  the  Director  of  the  Holy- 
Childhood  Association — Rev.  R.  Egan. 

*  *     * 

What  are  we  doing  to  help  the  Red  Cross?  Half  a  day 
every  week  we  spend  quilting.  Under  the  direction  of  Members 
of  the  C.W.L.  we  have  finished  a  large  squared  flannelette 
quilt  and  are  now  engaged  in  making  another  with  print 
squares. 

*  *     * 

Our  Sodality  of  the  Holy  Angels  iiK*reased  in  numbers 
when  on  the  first  Sunday  in  October  the  Very  Reverend 
Dean  Cullinane  received  ten  new  members  who  now  proudly 
wear  their  ribbons  and  medals. 

*  *     <* 

A  prize  has  been  offered  for  the  best  poster  and  our  boys 
especially  are  interested  in  the  subject  and  also  in  the  reward. 


ST.   JOSEPH'S   SCHOOL. 

At  the  invitation  of  Inspector  Carefoot,  Grades  7  and  8 
gave  a  demonstration  of  Choral  Reading  at  the  Lincoln  Co. 
Convention  held  in  Grantham  Consolidated  School.  Sister 
Mary  Rudolph  gave  an  introductory  talk  on  the  benefits  of 
Choral  Reading  and  conducted  her  class  successfully  through 
five  numbers,  both  unison  and  three  part  work.  Sampan, 
a  Chinese  piece,  in  which  the  girls  spoke  the  solo  and  the  boys 
accompanied  them,  called  forth   great  applause. 


OBITUARY. 
Sister  M.  Placidia. 

Sister  M.  Placidia  died  at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  November 
9th,  after  a  week's  illness. 

The  deceased  Sister,  formerly  Elizabeth  O'Neil,  Avas  born 
in  Erinsville,  Ontario.  She  entered  St.  Joseph's  Convent  at 
the  age   of  seventeen  and  for   almost   sixty-two  years,   gave 
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herself  generously  to  the  works  of  the  Community.  Endowed 
with  a  charming  personality,  a  sunny  disposition  and  a  ready 
Irish  wit,  she  never  failed  to  spread  happiness. 

Sister  Placidia  taught  in  Thorold,  Ont.,  and  in  St.  Francis' 
School  and  St.  Joseph's  Academy.  Toronto.  She  held  the 
positions  of  Mistress  of  the  Academy ;  General  Secretary, 
superiorship  in  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Winnipeg ;  St.  Alphonsus' 
Convent,  Winnipeg,  and  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Comox.  She 
spent  the  last  five  years  at  the  Mother  House,  Avhere  old 
and  new  friends  of  the  Community  found  her  an  ideal  Guest- 
Mistress.  In  this  capacity  she  was  untiring  in  her  efforts  to 
become  "all  to  all,  in  order  to  gain  all  for  Christ,"  and  at  the 
same  time  her  whole-hearted  loyalty  to  her  Community,  her  un- 
failing cheerfulness,  her  sweet  charity  and  her  simple  fervent 
observance  of  rule  was  a  constant  source  of  edification  to  her 
Sisters. 

Sister  Placidia  was  the  last  of  her  immediate  family.  Mrs. 
Wm.  Ryan,  Toronto,  is  a  niece  and  several  nieces  and  nephews 
live  in  Erinsville,  Ontario,  and  in  California.  The  funeral 
took  place  on  Nov.  11th.  The  Solemn  Mass  of  Requiem  was 
offered  in  the  Convent  Chapel  by  Msgr.  McCann,  assisted  by 
Rev.  J.  Ryan,  C.S.B.,  as  deacon,  and  Rev.  V.  Burke,  C.S.B,, 
as  sub-deacon.  Interment  took  place  in  Mount  Hope  Ceme- 
tery, Rev.  L,  Murray  officiating  at  the  grave.    R.I.P. 


Another  year!     Another  bead  is  told 

Upon  the  Rosary  of  Life's  short  days. 
The  past  is  dead,  the  Hands  of  God  enfold 

And  hide  away  the  future  from   our  gaze. 
What  does  it  hold  for  you,  for  me?     He  knows. 

If  we  but  cling  to  Him  all  will  be  well, 
,And  we  may  hope  when  Life  and  all  its  woes 

Are  past,  to  reach  the  Land  where  He  and  Mary  dwell. 


^i 


2i    ^ 


a. 


O  '^^ 


^lumnae 


ST. 


ALUMNAE  OFFICERS 
OF 
JOSEPH'S   COLLEGE  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION. 
1940  -  1942 


Honorary  President 
The  Reverend  Mother  General  of  the  Community  of  St.   Joseph. 

President 
Mrs.  E.  F.  Ellard 

Y  ice-Presidents 

Mrs.  Leo  Hall         Mrs.  W.  C.  Gilchrist        Mrs.  B.  J.  Unser 

Mrs.  Colin  Grant        Mrs.  D.  M.  Goudy 


Recording  Secretary 
Miss  Mary  Coghlan 


Corresponding  Secretary 
Miss  Aurelie  Way 


Press  Secretary 
Miss  Viola   Lyon 


Treasurer 
Miss  Mabel  Abrey 
Counsellors 
Mrs.  W.  E.  Apted  Mrs.  Arthur  Rogers  Mrs.  Jack  Jones 

Miss  Jane  Morin        Miss  Helen  Hetherman 

Hist07-ians 
Mrs.  Fred.  O'Connor        Miss  Margaret  Kelman 


At  the  fashion  show,  bridge  and  tea  held  by  St.  Joseph's 
College  Alumnae  Association  in  the  school  auditorium,  guests 
were  received  by  Miss  Viola  Lyon  and  Miss  Aurelie  Way, 
conveners,  and  Mrs.  E.  F.  Ellard,  president  of  the  Alumnae. 
Mrs.  Palmer  Hayhurst  was  commentator  for  the  fashion  show. 
Rev.  Thomas  F.  Battle  made  the  draw  for  the  lucky  number 
bridge  prizes  and  the  winners'  names  were  announced  by 
Mr.  Jim  Hunter.  Miss  Jean  MeCabe  was  prize  convener  and 
Mrs.  B.  J.  Unser  was  in  charge  of  tea  arrangements. 

Assisting  on  the  committee  were :  Mrs.  Thomas  McGoey, 
Miss  Mary  Frawley,  Miss  Jane  Morin,  Miss  Carmelita  Reilly, 
Mrs.  Bernard  Le  Maitre,  Miss  Mary  Kidd,  Miss  Nora  MeCann, 
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Miss  Mabel  Abrey,  Miss  Agnes  Costello,  Mrs.  Robert  Jones, 
Miss  Eileen  O'Sullivan,  Mrs.  Arnold  Hendricks,  Miss  Adele 
Tremble,  and  Mrs.  Arthnr  Rogers. 

Music  for  the  fashion  show  was  provided  by  Mr.  W. 
Hector  Lyon.  Many  former  students  and  graduates  of  the 
college  attended. 

IN  «  41 

The  autumn  quarterly  meeting  of  St.  Joseph's  College 
Alumnae  Association  was  held  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent  on 
September  29th. 

The  President,  Mrs.  E.  P.  Ellard,  was  in  the  chair  and 
extended  a  cordial  welcome  to  the  guests  of  honour,  the 
College  graduates  of  1940  and  also  expressed  a  vote  of  sincere 
gratitude  to  the  retiring  President,  Mrs.  J.  G.  Reid  and  her 
executive  for  their  great  service  to  the  Association. 

The  Alumnae  Scholarship  was  presented  to  Miss  Anne 
Golden,  who  heartily  thanked  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph's  and 
the  alumnae,  Avho  had  made  possible  her  achievement. 

Miss  Rosemary  Ramage  favoured  the  Alumnae  Avith  two 
lovely  cello  compositions. 

Following  Benediction  in  the  Convent  school  chapel,  tea 
was  served.  The  tea  table  was  attractively  arranged  with 
Autumn  flowers  on  a  filet  lace  cloth.  Presiding  at  the  tea 
table  were  Mrs.  Arthur  Rogers  and  Mrs.  Robert  Jones. 

Viola  E.  Lyon, 

Secretary. 


JUNIOR  ALUMNAE. 


On  November  the  third  a  meeting  of  the  Junior  Alumnae 
was  held  at  St  Joseph's  Convent  with  the  President,  Miss 
Margaret  Conlin,  in  the  chair.  The  nineteen-forty  graduating 
class  was  welcomed  and  Miss  Gerardine  Kane,  '35,  of  Quebec 
City,  attending  her  first  meeting  since  leaving  St.  Joseph's, 
was  also  greeted.  A  letter  from  the  Catholic  Women's  League 
for  a  fifty  dollar  donation  made  by  the  Junior  Alumnae  to 
their  War  Hut  Fund  was  read  and  a  report  of  the  $100 
donation  to  the  College  School  Library  given. 

Miss  Sunny  McLaughlin,  who  convened  the  June  tea- 
dance  in  honour  of  the  1940  graduating  class,  reported  that 
this  affair  held  at  Newman  Club  was  very  much  enjoyed  by 
the  Graduates.  Miss  Eileen  McKinnon,  convener  of  "Home- 
bridges,"  reported   "on  Bridges"   to   date   and   the   members 
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were  iirjred  to  continue  this  work  Conveners  for  the  Fall 
Bridge  and  Tea  to  be  held  in  the  College  School  Auditorium, 
November  the  thirtieth,  were  named — Miss  Teresa  Conlin  and 
Miss  Margaret  Maloney.  A  showing  of  Winter  Sports  Clothes 
will  be  held  in  conjunction  with  this  atfair.  December  the 
eight,  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  is  Communion 
Sunday  for  the  members.  Miss  Frances  Grimes  was  appointed 
convener  of  the  Communion  Breakfast.  The  annual  meeting 
on  this  occasion  will  be  held  the  same  day. 

A  vote  of  thanks  was  given  the  conveners  of  the  Sunday 
Tea,  Miss  Carol  Cockburn  and  Miss  Anne  Pape,  who  arranged 
the  details  for  the  refreshments  which  were  served  after  Bene- 
diction. Mrs.  Fred.  Quinn  and  Mrs.  Norman  Kasta  presided 
over  the  attractivelv  decorated  tea-tables. 


My  dear  Sister  Leonarda : 

I  am  sorry  to  be  late  for  ''Deadline",  but  I  hope  it  can  be 
resurrected  for  a  brief  letter  from  us  to  wish  the  usual  "Com- 
pliments of  the  Season"  to  all  our  alumnae  and  friends.  It 
seems  a  little  premature  on  this  day,  November  11th,  but  by 
the  time  we  are  in  the  hands  of  our  readers  (literally,  and 
yet  not  literally,  if  you  know  what  I  mean),  it  will  be  Decem- 
ber, and  so  we  wish  all  the  joys  of  Christmas,  with  peace 
in  1941  to  all  our  readers! 

Along  with  hundreds,  I  attended  the  Memorial  Mass,  said 
by  His  Grace,  Archbishop  McGuigan,  in  St.  Michael's  Cath- 
edral this  morning,  at  the  request  of  the  Catholic  Legion- 
naires, Knights  of  Columbus  and  Holy  Name  Society  for  the 
souls  of  those  who  made  the  Supreme  Sacrifice.  It  poured 
rain  but  that  did  not  interfere  with  the  March-past  the  Re- 
view Stand,  nor  the  ceremony  at  the  Cenotaph,  much  less 
the  edifying  sight  of  the  congregation  minimizing  the  smaller 
sacrifice  of  a  day's  drenching  in  the  light  of  the  greater  one 
of  their  former  comrades.  The  Cathedral  was  over-flowing, 
the  sermon  by  Monsignor  Nicholson  thrilling,  and  the  singing 
of  Father  Ronan's  boys,  angelic.  It  was  worth  a  drenching, 
and  I  am  sure  many  of  those  present  remembered  in  their 
prayers  the  soul  of  our  dear  Sister  Placidia,  whose  funeral 
Mass  was  being  said  at  the  same  hour  in  our  Convent  Chapel. 
May  her  lovely  soul  rest  in  peace! 

This  has  been  such  a  very  busy  autumn  that  to  try  to 
chronicle  the  doings  of  the  alumnae  of  a  school,  which  has 
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been  sending  its  graduates  into  the  active  business  of  living 
since  the  "eighty's"  would  be  well  nigh  impossible,  but  al- 
most every  war  effort  includes  in  its  active  membership  girls 
of  S.J.C. — young  and  old.  To  read  the  reports  read  at  the 
meeting  of  the  Catholic  Junior  League,  is  to  take  off  one's 
hat  to  the  young  girls  of  today!  And  the  achievements  of 
the  Senior  C.W.L.,  as  sho\vn  at  their  convention  in  St.  John, 
N.B.,  are  mighty,  as  always.  Our  alumnae  are  active  mem- 
bers in  both. 

The  Study  Club  of  the  Canadian  Federation  of  Convent 
Alumnae  has  resumed  its  monthly  meetings.  In  this  group 
are  the  presidents  and  Mary  Day  chairmen  of  all  our  local 
Alumnae  Associations  and  circles  or  chapters,  the  national 
officers  and  chairmen  of  the  many  activities  as  well  as  repre- 
sentatives from  many  alumnae  associations  throughout  the 
world  who  have  no  headquarters  in  Toronto.  These  include 
representatives    of   the   following   Alumnae   Associations : 

St.  Michael's   College,   Toronto   Out.; 

St.  Joseph's  College,  Toronto,  Ont. ; 

Loretto  Alumnae,  Toronto,  Ont. ; 

St.  Joseph's  College  School,  Toronto,  Ont. ; 

St.  Joseph's  College-School  Junior  Members,  Toronto,  Ont. ; 

St.  Joseph's  High  School,  Toronto,  Ont. ; 

Ursuline   Convent,   Toronto   Chapter,   Toronto,   Ont. ; 

Congregation  de  Notre  Dame    (C.N.D.),   Toronto,   Ont.; 

Sacred  Heart  Convents  of  Sault-au-Recollet,  Que.; 

Sacred  Heart  Convents,  Kenwood,  N.Y. ; 

Sacred  Heart  Convents,  Roehampton,  England; 

Notre  Dame  de  Namur,  London,  England; 

Mount  St.  Vincent  College,  Halifax,  N.S. ; 

Mount  St.  Bernard  College,  Antigonish,  N.S. ; 

Convent   of  the   Child  Jesus,   N.   Battleford,    Sask. 

So  you  see,  with  the  National  officers,  chairmen,  and  Mary 
Day  Chairman,  Readers  Advisor  and  so  forth,  this  makes  a 
very  interesting  group,  and  its  Study  Hours  are  of  great 
value  to  the  Association  whose  officers  participate  in  them, 
monthly. 

Besides  wishing  the  Season's  Greetings,  please  may  we 
offer  our  felicitations  to 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Paul  S.  O'Brien  (the  bride  was  Miss  Eileen 

Mary  O'Donnell)  ; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Gerald  Fry   (the  groom  is  the  son  of 
Mrs.  Elsie  Fry,  of  St.  Catharines)  ; 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  C.  Walker  (the  bride,  Miss  Evelyn  Brown)  ; 

and  our  Congratulations  to 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Alan  Contway,  of  Kirkland  Lake,  (^Madeline 

Wright),  on  the  birth  of  a  son,  Oct.  26th.; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  L.  L.  Hall,  a  son,  Oct.  27th.; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leonard  Ilynes,  (Jessie  Grant),  a  son,  dur- 
ing the  summer; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ross  Dunn,   (Margaret  Ilynes),  a  son; 
Mr.   and  Mrs.  Jack   Calvert    (Mary   Coughlan),   Kirkland 

Lake,  a  son,  John  Arthur ; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Clary,   (Eleanor  Flahiff),  Hamilton, 

a  son,  John,  in  August. 
Two  of  our  College  Graduates  are  due  for  Congratulations 
on  being  awarded  Scholarships  to  the  School  of  Social  Science 
in  the  University  of  Toronto,  Miss  Ray  Godfrey,  "vvho  received 
the  J.  J.  Murphy  Memorial  Scholarship,  and  Miss  Helen  Gear- 
on,  who  received  the  Mary  Kernahan  Memorial.  Both  of  these 
young  ladies  are  now  well  into  the  course  and  enjoying  it 
immensely. 

Visitors  to  S.J.C.  since  our  last  issue  include  Miss  Ruth 
Agnew,  of  Smith  College,  Northampton,  Mass.; 

Mrs.  A.  L.  Vincent  (Anna  Belle  Eagan),  and  her  sisters, 
Lucy,  Nora  and  Harriet ; 

Mrs.  W.  Cluny  and  her  daughter  Alma; 

Mrs.  Walsh,  (Rita  Hetherman),  of  Millington,  N.J.,  and 
Miss  Pauline  Bondy ; 

Mrs  Shirley  MacDonald,  (Pauline  McDonough),  just  home 
from  Peru,  S.A. 

We  offer  our  sympathy  and  more  particularly  our  prayers 
to  Miss  Mary  McGarvey,  on  the  death  of  her  father,  and  to 
Miss  Eileen  O'Hara,  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  (Anne  O'Con- 
nor), and  to  our  own  St.  Joseph's  Community  in  its  great 
loss  of  Sister  Placidia. 

With  all  good  wishes,  I  am, 

Yours  truly, 
Gertrude  (O'Connor)  Thompson. 
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SENIOR  ALUMNAE. 

November  5,  1940. 
Dear  Alma  Mater  and  the  Girls-at-Home : 

Another  December  Lilies  to  press !  And  so  the  gleanings 
of  the  past  few  months  must  be  assembled,  blue-pencilled  and 
arranged  for  the  approval  (or  otherwise)  of  Ye  Ed.  It  strikes 
me  as  rather  strange  that  I  should  address  the  other  alumnae 
as  the  Girls-at-Home,  for  most  of  the  items  mentioned  in  my 
letters,  I  learn  from  conversations  in  or  near  the  city  of  our 
Alma  Mater.  I  do  get  items  from  elsewhere,  and  although 
Toronto  Society  columns  carry  the  names  of  many  of  our 
alumnae,  I  assure  you  there  is  little  plagarism  on  our  part. 

Across  from  my  window  here  at  the  office  is  a  Canadian 
army  training  centre.  It  once  was  an  Exhibition  Park ;  not 
large — perhaps  25  acres,  but  within  a  week  there  arose  build- 
ings which  formed  the  nucleus  of  the  little  city  to  be  in- 
habited by  the  boys  of  the  * 'first  call."  There  are  close  to 
a  thousand  boys  there  now,  completing  their  30  days  compul- 
sory training  and  it  is  estimated  that  about  20%  will  go  on 
active  service  at  once — just  because  they  like  army  life  so 
well. 

There  is  something  about  discipline  that  agrees  with  us, 
after  the  first  stringent  days  of  doing  what  someone  else 
wants,  for  a  change.  I  guess  that's  the  reason  anyone  in  war 
work  likes  it  so  well, — the  air  of  organization  agrees  with  us. 
We  get  so  used  to  seeing  uniforms  all  about  us,  seeing  com- 
panies marching,  drilling,  passing  in  trucks,  departing  in 
trains,  that  we  Avonder  why  we  ever  stared  at  uniforms  (or 
planes)  in  the  first  days  a  year  ago.  Even  ' '  Tipperary, "  our 
young  spaniel,  discriminates  no  more,  and  drags  army  boots 
from  their  places  for  a  good  chew  now  that  he  has  finished 
the  best  bedroom  shoes  in  the  house.  (Incidentally,  the  boots 
are  twice  as  big  as  he).  I  doubt  if  there  are  many  of  us  who, 
in  spite  of  taking  things  in  our  stride,  don't  still  have  to 
swallow  a  lump  or  two  each  time  troops  pass  on  the  march. 
Maybe  it's  because  I've  seen  my  three  brothers  pass — on  the 
march. 

There's  an  item  to  make  us  all  proud  (to  contiiuie  this 
war  note)  which  I  must  certainly  include.  Letters  from  Peg 
Reynolds  (Monica  on  the  books)  are  most  interesting.  She 
is  in  England — one  of  the  two  Canadian  dietitians  with  the 
Canadian  forces.  Her  sister  Aileen  (Mrs.  Donald  Tudhope) 
is  taking  time  out  from  her  strenuous  duties  with  her  young 
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son,  Tony,  to  teach  Red  Cross  Home  Niir.sin!;  and  first  aid 
courses  in  Toronto,  and  l?;indly  passed  on  to  me  items  from 
Peg's    letters    for    the    members  of  our  Alumnae. 

As  Aileen  says,  "Peg  is  very,  very  happy,  and  loves  the 
life."  Pier  last  lettei-  was  written  over  a  j^eriod  off  8  hours  in  an 
air-raid  shelter  while  she  was  on  her  first  leave  in  London. 
She  says  it  is  amazing  how  prepared  they  ahvays  are  for  these 
alarms,  as  she's  become  quite  used  to  calmly  and  automatic- 
ally donning  a  tin  hat,  hanging  on  a  respirator,  bundling  into 
a  great  coat,  and  making  for  the  funk  hole  outside  her  door. 
I  may  have  mentioned  in  my  September  letter  that  Peg  had 
gone  to  Scotland  to  visit  relatives  of  Ruth  Webster's — the 
home  sister  (or  hostess)  of  the  hospital.  Ruth  is  a  Toronto 
girl,  her  father  having  been  former  dean  of  the  Faculty  of 
Dentistry.  "The  boys  of  the  family  w^e  visited  in  Scotland 
are  in  the  army  and  happened  to  be  on  leave  at  the  time 
of  our  arrival.  They  sang  folk  songs  for  us  one  day,  and 
Ruth  and  I  retaliated  by  singing  'Hill-Billy,'  cowboy,  and 
negro  ditties."  We  don't  realize  how  different  these  songs 
sound  to  them,  yet  we're  so  used  to  them. 

Here  are  some  of  the  more  outstauding  remarks  in  Peg's 
letters:  "As  we  landed  we  heard  of  the  bombing  of  our 
convoy,  and  we  Avere  amused  because  never  on  our  whole  trip 
did  Ave  have  any  cause  for  nervousness.  Between  God  and 
the  British  Navy  w^e  had  luck  and  good  Aveather,  and  arrived 
safely.  I  had  a  feeling  all  the  time  that  Ave  Avere  looking  at 
a  motion  picture  of  a  convoy,  it  all  seemed  so  unreal.  The 
officers  on  our  ship  Avere  the  typical  calm  young  Britishers. 
On  landing  Avhen  I  first  gazed  over  this  part  of  the  country 
I  Avas  choked  Avith  tears  over  the  amazing  beauty  of  it.  The 
lighting  is  so  soft  because  of  the  light  mists,  and  you  cannot 
imagine  the  shades  of  green,  yelloAv  and  mauA'e  blending  so 
subtly.  I  have  been  A'ainly  trying  to  recall  John  O'Gaunt's 
perfect  description  of  'this  realm,  this  England.'  I  take  back 
any  disparaging  remarks  I  may  have  made  about  the  people 
or  their  'antiquated'  methods.  From  Avliat  I  have  seen  in  their 
subtle,  quiet  Avay  they  are  so  far  ahead  of  us  in  many  things. 
It  is  amazing.  There  is  no  Avaste  land  as  Ave  haA^e  in  Canada. 
Instead  of  fences,  there  are  hedges  and  Avails  separating 
the  lands  into  Avhat  looks  like  the  remnants  of  feudal  lots. 
The  people  are  amazingly  calm  and  stubborn.  It  is  a  revela- 
tion and  I  admire  them  more  every  day.  They  are  doing 
Avithout  anything  luxurious  and  making  a  delightful  'English' 
joke  about  their  frequent  air  raids.    'Wailing  Willia'  is  crying 
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all  the  time  these  last  few  days.  I  wish  Dad  could  see  some 
of  the  balloon  barrages  that  prove  such  an  invaluable  defence 
here.  The  balloons  look  like  gigantic  silver  elephants.  To- 
day we  watched  a  huge  air  battle  right  above  us.  This  was 
longer  and  louder  than  usual  and  we  stood  around  watching 
them  dart  in  and  out  of  the  clouds.  The  crowning  note  was 
to  watch  the  two  German  pilots  bail  out.  One  is  with  us 
and  I  must  see  him.  The  raid  lasted  an  hour  and  upset  my 
game  of  tennis.  To-night  we  heard  racketing  again.  As  you 
know,  when  caught  the  Germans  seem  to  drop  everything  and 
then  it  sounds  as  if  someone  were  banging  doors  and  shaking 
the  house  down." 

On  her  leave  in  London,  Peg.  visited  a  Canadian  Red  Cross 
headquarters  and  of  it  says:  "They  have  a  fine  building, 
and  Captain  Kennedy,  a  former  science  teacher  at  Central 
Tech.  when  I  taught  there,  Avas  very  kind.  It  gave  me  quite 
a  thrill  to  see  Avhat  Ave  were  making  in  Canada — pneumonia 
jackets,  bandages,  refugee  booties,  etc.  Fortunately,  through 
the  Red  Cross  I  Avas  able  to  get  diabetic  fruits  and  diabetic 
bread.  Noav  all  Ave  need  are  glass  drinking  tubes  to  replace 
the  rubber  tubing  the  nurses  are  using  uoav." 

I  hope  the  other  alumnae  Avill  be  as  delighted  as  I  Avas  to 
read  of  Peg's  experiences.  I  hope  to  ha\'e  more  ncAvs  from  her 
for  the  March  issue.  Catherine  Corkery  was  interested  to 
knoAV  that  Peg  had  met  a  classmate  of  hers  from  Osgoode, 
as  Avell  as  several  other  1940  graduates  of  U.  of  T.  in  England. 

Congratulations  are  in  order  to  the  folloAving  alumnae  and 
their  families :  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fred.  Peart  (nee  Mary  Danks) 
on  the  arrival  of  their  daughter  in  September.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Harold  Brain  (Daisie  Callaghan)  on  the  arrival  of  John 
Terence.  Miss  Margaret  MacDonell  on  her  appointment  as 
Separate  School  inu'se  in  Peterborough.  Her  sister,  Mary, 
also  a  graduate  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  is  teaching  at  the 
hospital  this  year.  Mary  Gallagher,  Avho  Avas  called  to  the 
bar  on  September  19th.  Best  Avishes  to  Helen  Dolan,  Avho  Avas 
married  this  summer,  and  to  Lillian  Scanlon,  who  is  uoav 
Mrs.  Bernard  J.  LelMaitre.  Marybel  Quinn  is  also  married 
and  is  living  in  Quebec  City.  Mary  McNamara  is  still  pur- 
suing her  studies  in  the  Province  of  Quebec.  Anarita,  her  sis- 
ter, is  on  the  staff  of  Sanford  University  Hospital  in  Cali- 
fornia. 

Genevieve  Conlin  Avas  one  of  the  charming  attendants  at 
the  marriage  of  her  brother  Jerry  not  so  long  ago.  "VVe  have 
recollections  of  Jerry  groping  his  Avay  doAvn  from  St.  Mich- 
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ael's  in  the  cold  gray  dawn  to  serve  Mass  for  Father  Sharpe 
some  years  ago — of  course  we  were  in  the  chapel  then  about 
half  an  hour.  Jerry  is  a  graduate  of  Queen's  and  is  now 
with  the  R.C.E.  at  Barrie.  Freda  Horgan  is  still  in  Valley- 
field,  Que.  Gerry  Kane,  who  lives  in  Quebec  City,  was  in 
Toronto  for  holidays  and  attended  a  Junior  Alumnae  meeting 
on  November  3rd.  The  account  of  the  meeting  has  been 
sent  in  by  the  Secretary.  Margaret  Conlin,  who  is  President 
of  the  Jr.  Alumnae,  is  teaching  with  the  Sisters  of  Loretto 
in  Hamilton.  Another  alumna,  Teresa  Breen,  was  pointed 
out  to  me  at  the  recent  performance  of  "The  Philadelphia 
Story."  She  also  seemed  to  be  enjoying  Miss  Hepburn's  per- 
formance. 

Catherine  Flahiff  and  Dorothy  Chambers  had  much  to  tell 
me  of  their  trip  to  Banff — they  even  had  an  excursion  to 
British  Columbia  while  there.  Their  biggest  ambition  now, 
I'm  told,  is  to  fly  to  Prince  Edward  Island  (from  Nova 
Scotia,  of  course)  as  it  is  the  only  province  they  haven't 
visited  to  date.  They  had  previously  only  regarded  Western 
Canada  (without  serious  consideration,  of  course),  as  a  means 
to  arriving  at  Alaska,  their  original  goal.  But  since  Uncle 
Sam  owns  Alaska,  pa.ssports  were  necessary,  etc.,  and  the 
trip  was  shortened  somewhatly.  Emerald  Lake  was  their 
choice  of  exquisite  scenery.  They  had  been  to  New  York's 
Fair  also,  and  Dorothy,  who  had  seen  the  Exposition  at  San 
Francisco  in  1939,  reports  that  the  New  York  fair  far  sur- 
passed the  Frisco,  both  in  items  of  interest  and  in  layout. 

All  the  alumnae  here  in  Peterborough — there  are  about 
15  all  told, — are  Avell  tied  up  for  the  winter  with  lots  of 
knitting.  Women's  Service  Corps,  Music,  Red  Cross,  bespat- 
tered as  they  are  with  Badminton  and  Skating.  Catherine  Cor- 
kery  is  a  member  of  the  Philharmonic  Orchestra,  and  will  play 
her  violin  before  the  Catholic  Women's  League  to-night. 

The  notes  have  been  exhausted,  and  perhaps  you  are  all 
glad  they  are.     Merry  Christmas  to  all! 

Hilda  Sullivan. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS. 

St.  Petersburg,  Fla. 

...  I  wonder  if  you  know  just  how  much  it  means  to  hear 
from  dear  friends  when  so  far  away,  and  as  for  the  copy  of 
Lilies  it  really  made  me  homesick. 


458 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

I  shall  probably  remain  here  as  least  until  Spring.  I  enjoy 
my  work  thoroughly  and  am  meeting  so  many  interesting  peo- 
ple. I  have  a  luxurious  private  office,  and  a  charming  young 
secretary.  I  feel  that  life  is  being  very  kind  now.  However, 
I  am  looking  forward  to  a  trip  home  in  the  Spring  when  I 
shall  see  all  my  old  friends. 

This  is  really  a  beautiful  city,  I  drive  to  my  office  each 
day  along  the  edge  of  the  Atlantic  bordered  with  palms  of 
many  types,  and  moonlight  over  that  water  is  something 
utterly  beyond  me  to  describe. 

Mrs.  C.  R.  Ilutton  Milne. 
*     «     * 

Millington,  N.J, 
...  Of  course  I  am  reading  ''The  Lilies"  from  cover  to 
cover  with  untold  pleasure.  It  brings  back  the  most  pleasant 
of  memories  of  the  Convent  School  and  of  St.  Michael's  Hos- 
pital. I  felt  very  sorry  when  I  read  of  Sister  Bdana's  death. 
Sister  was  a  wonderful  character.  I  am  so  glad  I  had  the 
good  fortune  to  receive  my  "Operating  Room"  training  under 
her  supervision. 

(Mrs.)    Rita  Hetherman  Walsh. 


A  letter  from  Lampman,  Sask.,  from  Mrs.  L.  Keating 
(Loretto  Marren)  who  attended  St.  Joseph's  in  1908,  1909 
and  1910,  says:  "I  would  love  to  visit  St.  Joseph's  but  my 
life  is  a  busy  one.  We  have  seven  children  and  one  grand- 
son. My  daughter,  Majella,  lives  in  Nelson,  B.C.  We  live  on 
a  farm. 

I  am  President  of  the  Red  Cross  Branch  here.  Secretary- 
Treasurer  of  our  village  school  and  also  a  trustee. 

Just  now  we  are  working  on  a  church  library  and  we  need 
a  good  course  for  religious  instruction  in  our  school." 

The  purpose  of  her  letter  was  to  find  out  Avhether  or  not 
the  Catechism  of  Perseverance  is  still  being  used  at  St. 
Joseph's.  She  still  has  her  copy — 'Or  what  texts  have  replaced 
it.  In  conjunction  with  the  parish  priest,  Father  McLellan, 
she  is  trying  to  get  a  course  in  religion  established. 


Your  prayers  are  requasted  for  Rev.  P.  Costello,  Rev.  Father 
Donnelly,  C.S.B.,  Msgr.  Clarkson ;  Sister  Emerita;  Sister 
Imelda;  Sister  Josephine;  Mr.  R.  Bertrand ;  Lieut.  T.  Senior; 
Mr.   M.   Murphy;   Mr.   B.   Devine;   Mr.    T.   Moreau ;   Miss   J. 
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Kenny;  Dr.  James  McKenty;  Mr.  0.  Lachanee;  Mr.  J.  Skelly; 
Miss  M.  Sexton;  Mr,  Roach;  Mr.  MeSweeney;  Mr.  D.  Brioux; 
Mrs.  Gaffney;  Mrs.  Egerton;  Mr.  Patterson;  Mr.  Steele;  Mr. 
McConkey ;  Mrs.  Giroux ;  Mrs.  T.  Sullivan ;  Mrs.  J.  Moore ;  Mr. 
T.  Guay ;  Miss  M.  Murphy ;  Mrs.  Mohan ;  Mr.  L.  Ilubbert ;  Miss 
A.  Halli^an;  Mrs.  O'Hara;  Mr.  McConkey;  Mr.  J.  Mullroy ; 
Mr.  J.  McGarvey;  Mrs.  G.  F.  Smith;  Mrs.  McCarthy;  Mrs. 
Jaekman;  Mrs.  J.  McAvoy;  Mr.  L.  Curley;  Mrs.  M.  Weiler; 
Miss  Ilefferman;  Mr.  Williams;  Mr.  B.  Steele;  Mr.  Ploward, 
Mrs.  Murphy,  Mr.  C.  Miller. 

Etiernal  rest  grant  unto  them,  0  Lord,  and  let  perpetual 
lijiht  shine  upon  them.     May  they  rest  in  peace. 


TO  A  NUN 


STILL  to  be  simple,  yet  to  be  sweet. 
As  though  a  bosom  friend  to  greet, 
Still  to  be  loved,  no  more  desired, 
Not  Cupid's  bow  her  heart  has  fired. 

Though  veiled  in   mourning,   no  widow  she. 
Her  love  is  vowed,  her  soul  is  free. 
Garbed  with  the  beauty  of  chastity  mild. 
The  heart  of  a  maiden,  the  soul  of  a  child. 

Still  to  be  happy,  yet  to  be  sad, 
Loving  the  good,  not  hating  the  bad, 
Still  to  have  peace,  yet  to  know  strife, 
Though  not  enamoured,  in  love  all  her  life. 

Louis   P.   Kirehner,   O.Carm. 


I  poofe  3&ebiettisJ  j 
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ARY  IN  HER  SCAPULAR  PROMISE.  By  John  Matthias 
liaffert,  published  July  16th,  1940,  by  The  Garden  State 
Publishing  Co.,  Sea  Isle  City,  N.J.,  U.S.A. 

To  write  a  note  of  appreciation  upon  the  above  volume 
might  be  regarded  as  a  pleasure  and  also  as  a  task.  The 
pleasure  would  be  derived  from  the  fact  that  a  review  of 
the  innumerable  instances  quoted  of  miraculous  favours  be- 
stowed by  Our  Blessed  Lady  upon  those  clothed  with  her 
livery, — the  Scapular. 

In  regard  to  the  task,  a  review  necessarily  limits  the  words 
of  commendation,  thus  making  it  difficult  to  include  much  of 
the  praise  one  might  wish  to  bestow.  Suffice  it  to  say  that 
the  book  tells  its  own  story  in  a  clear  and  interesting  manner 
to  all  who  peruse  its  pages. 

It  contains  an  Introduction  by  Mgr.  Fulton  Sheen,  in 
itself  a  masterpiece.  There  are  thirty  pages  of  references  at 
the  end  of  the  book  showing  from  Avhat  sources  the  writer 
derived  many  of  his  statements. 

The  Avork  is  dedicated  to  St.  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus, 
whose  sister.  Mother  Agnes  of  Jesus,  having  read  the  manu- 
script, promised  to  place  the  success  of  the  volume  in  the 
care  and  under  the  patronage  of  her  Sister  in  Heaven. 

Sr.   Innocentia,   C.S.J. 


CATHOLIC    MARRIAGE.      Bv   Most   Rev.    John    J.    Swint. 
Church  Supplies  Co.,  Wheeling,  W.  Va.,  U.S.A.;  10c. 

Within  the  thirty-two  pages  of  this  excellent  pamphlet  the 
Bishop  of  Wheeling  presents  a  brief  but  adequate  view  of  the 
nature  and  sanctity  of  marriage,  the  Catholic  Church  and  di- 
vorce, and  Mixed  Marriages.  Of  particular  value  is  the  chap- 
ter explaining  the  dangers  following  upon  mixed  marriages. 
Written  in  clear,  simple  style,  the  treatment  throughout  is 
eminently  practical  rather  than  theological.  Here  is  a  book- 
let that  should  be  read  by  every  young  person;  while  it  could 
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be  placed  with  profit  in  the  hands  of  any  non-Catholic  who 
aspires  to  marriage  with  a  member  of  the  Chnrch. 

Rev.  W.  A.  Kennedy. 


T>  ADIO  REPLIES— This  is  the  Second  Volume  of  Radio 
Replies,  given  from  the  Catholic  Broadcasting  Station, 
2  A.M.  Sydney,  Australia,  by  Rev.  Dr.  Leslie  Rumble,  M.S.C., 
and  edited  in  collaboration  by  Rev.  Charles  Mortimer  Carty, 
with  a  Preface  by  the  Archbishop  of  Saint  Paul,  Minn.  As 
the  title  indicates,  the  book  is  a  collection  of  answers  to 
difficulties  in  matters  of  faith  proposed  by  Catholics,  Pro- 
testants, Jews  and  Atheists,  over  a  period  of  seven  years. 
This  volume,  like  its  predecessor,  is  a  veritable  mine  of  val- 
uable information  on  the  teachings  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
and  ought  to  find  a  place  not  only  in  Church,  College  and 
School  Libraries  but  in  every  Catholic  home.  Study  Clubs 
will  find  it  invaluable  and  we  can  imagine  few  books  more 
suitable  as  a  gift  for  converts  or  for  non-Catholics  who  are 
interested  in  our  religion.  The  price  is  50c — the  publisher 
'Radio  Replies',  St.  Paul,  Minn.,  U.S.A. 

Sr.  St.  John,  C.S.J. 


THE   BUILDERS— Florence   Lansing— Bruce   Pub.    Co.,   Mil- 
waukee, Wis. — $1.16. 

This  book  is  planned  to  help  build  character  and  idealism 
in  boys  and  girls  and  to  guide  them  to  a  realization  of  the 
problems  of  life.  It  is  composed  of  twelve  units  which  aim  to 
teach  youth  (1)  to  analyze  his  own  problems,  (2)  to  accept 
his  own  responsibilities  and,  (3)  to  decide  upon  a  worthy 
course  of  action  Avhich  will  lead  to  a  happy,  successful  ma- 
turity. 

Sr.  St.  Luke,  C.S.J. 


%o\kp 


A  THOUGHT  FOR  1940 

"Oh,    never    fear,    man;    nought's    to    dread; 
Look  not  left  nor  right; 
In  all  the  endless  road  you  tread 
There's   nothing   but   the   night." 

A.    E.    Housman. 

Thus  spoke  the  poets  after  the  last  war.  Instead  of  hymns 
of  victory,  they  sang  only  of  disillusionment  and  a  longing  for 
"the  quiet  sleep".  Perhaps  their  despair  came  nearer  to 
Robinson  Jeft'ers'  startling  lines : 

"Death's  like  a  little  gay  child  that  runs 
The  world  around  with  the  keys  of  salvation  in  his 
foolish  fingers." 

Why  should  pessimism  prevail  in  the  post-war  period  of 
material  prosperity  ?  Must  we  fear  such  an  aftermath  to  1940 1 
As  non-combatants,  our  duty  lies  in  planning  for  the  ultimate 
peace.  Only  a  belief  in  immortality  and  in  the  dignity  of  man 
will  forestall  another  wave  of  pessimistic  literature  which  will 
have  a  disastrous  effect  on  men  and  Avomen.  As  university  stu- 
dents, we  should  build  up  a  spirit  of  christian  hope  in  our 
intellectual  spheres.  We  must  be  the  leaders  in  helping  our 
world  find  again  faith  in  God  and  man.  In  this  effort  lies  true 
patriotism  and  true  Catholicism. 

Marv  Trimble. 


QUR  SCHOLARSHIP  STUDENTS.  And  now,  with  a  fan- 
fare,  we  present  our  scholarship  students. 

Valedictorian  of  the  class  of  '40,  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent, 
Anne  Golden,  sailed  across  St.  Alban's  Street  on  the  Alumnae 
Scholarship.  With  the  passing  of  the  years  we  expect  to  see 
Anne  with  her  degree  in  Moderns  and  safely  launched  on  her 
nursing  career. 

Mary  Mooney,  another  Convent  girl,  captured  the  First 
Fontbonne   Scholarship   and   she   intends   to   use   the  English 
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Language  and  Literature  Course  as  a  stepping  stone  to  a  teach- 
ing career.  Incidentally,  Mary  reserves  her  opinion  of  college 
until  after  examinations. 

Kirkland  Lake  may  boast  of  Violet  Pluta  who,  Avith  a  firm 
grasp  of  the  Second  Fontbonne  Scholarship,  came  to  Varsity 
and  Household  Economics.  Violet  intends  to  be  either  a  buyer 
or  designer  and  expresses  her  opinion  of  her  course  in  the 
words,  "Splendid  but  deep". 

The  Carter  Scholarship,  and  the  Gertrude  Lawler  Memorial 
Scholarship  in  English  and  History  have  provided  the  impetus 
for  Clare  Ilavey's  entrance  to  College.  Clare  will  take  English 
Language  and  Literature  and  later  O.C.E.  in  her  stride.  Arn- 
prior  High  and  Renfrew  County  are  proud  of  this  native  daugh- 
ter who  "made  good". 

Since  the  above  was  written  Maureen  Kelly  has  been  noti- 
fied that  she  is  winner  of  the  Robert  Simpson  Scholarship. 
Maureen  was  a  pupil  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  of  North 
Bay. 

And  Lina  Aimone  hears  that  she  has  avou  a  $30.00  Burse 
from  Cobalt  High  School.     Our  congratulations  to  both. 

Kathleen  Lawrence. 


VjISSION  SOCIETY.  On  Monday  afternoon,  October  twen- 
ty-first,  our  Mission  Society  held  its  first  meeting  of  the 
year.  Tea  was  served  at  four-thirty,  followed  by  the  meeting 
proper,  at  which  time  Aileen  McDonnough,  Mildred  Ogle, 
and  Violet  Pluta  read  papers  on  the  aspects  of  missionary 
work  in  Canada.  The  thought  that  the  missions  and  mission- 
aries need  spiritual  as  well  as  material  aid,  was  stressed  at  the 
close  of  the  meeting. 

The  event  of  paramount  importance  sponsored  by  the  Mis- 
sion Society  was  the  Harvest  Supper  on  November  third. 

Autvimn  leaves  and  flowers  were  used  throughout  the  rooms 
as  decorations.  The  centrepiece  on  the  serving  table  was  a 
massive,  triple-tiered  compote  of  antique  silver,  laden  with 
fruit  and  nuts.  The  girls  of  the  college  served  the  many  guests 
throughout  the  afternoon.  From  both  a  social  and  a  financial 
standpoint  the  tea  was  highly  successful. 

The  executive  wish  to  make  the  society  more  active  this 
year  than  in  former  years.  Owing  to  the  fact  that  the  war- 
torn  countries  will  be  unable  to  contribute  to  the  mission 
funds,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  we  all  will  do  our  utmost  to 
make  up  this  deficit. 

Sheilagh  Ryan. 
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CODALITY  SUNDAY.  The  first  sodality  meeting  of  the 
^  year  was  held  on  October  27th.  The  College  Sodalists 
attended  in  record-breaking  numbers.  Mass  was  celebrated 
by  Rev.  Father  Ignatius,  O.F.M.,  who  also  delivered  an  in- 
spiring talk  about  the  importance  of  the  Feast  of  Christ  the 
King  and  shoAved  us  how  Sodalists  can  be  soldiers  of  Christ 
the  King.  After  the  Office  of  The  Blessed  Virgin  was  recited, 
breakfast  was  served  in  the  common  room  and  then  the  meet- 
ing was  called  to  order.  The  president,  Glenise  McKenna, 
said  a  few  words  to  the  girls  and  then  the  roll  call  was  taken. 
Mildred  Ogle  made  an  announcement  to  the  Debating  Society 
and  Evelyn  Gore,  representing  the  Dramatic  Club,  told  of  the 
plans  for  "The  Marriage  of  St.  Francis".  The  meeting  closed 
with  a  short  talk  by  Sister  Bernard  on  the  Dialogue  Mass 
which  is  in  keeping  Avith  the  purpose  of  our  Sodality — "To 

help  others  as  well  as  ourselves"      ^  /-.  -/v.      /o.        .        % 

Grace  Grimn  (Secretary), 


■r\RAMATICS.  Dramatic  activities  for  the  year  were  ushered 
in  with  three  exceedingly  well  presented  plays,  casts  being 
composed  mainly  of  the  American  freshettes.  All  three  were 
ably  directed  by  Miss  Elizabeth  MeCabe.  "Catharine  Parr" 
and  "The  Drawback,"  two  of  Maurice  Baring's  diminutive 
dramas  were  verj^  delightful.  Colourful  costumes  along  with 
the  humorous  dialogue  made  "Catharine  Parr"  a  success.  It 
Avas  a  clever  depiction  of  a  breakfast  scene  between  Henry 
VIII  and  the  last  of  his  wives.  Catharine  Avas  played  by  Mary 
Ann  Griffin  and  Henry  by  Agnes  Moynahan,  "The  Draw- 
back" or  "He  and  She"  had  a  more  modern  setting.  "He" 
AA^as  played  by  Betty  Mondo  and  "She"  by  Eileen  Mulligan. 
"Brother  Sun",  one  of  the  little  plays  about  St.  Francis  of 
Assisi  by  Laurence  Ilousman  AA-as  of  particular  interest  due 
to  the  forthcoming  presentation  of  "The  Marriage  of  St, 
Francis"  by  the  St.  Michael's  College  Players.  It  is  a  con- 
trast of  the  ascetic  life  of  the  Franciscans  and  the  oriental 
luxury  of  a  Sultan's  court.  St.  Francis  Avas  played  by  Gene- 
vieve Hopkins  and  the  Sultan  by  Ruth  Sullivan.  Excellent 
acting  was  also  done  by  Bea  Dobie,  Mary  Mogan  and  Mildred 
Ogle,  personages  at  the  Sultan's  court.  Much  hitherto  un- 
known talent  Avas  brought  to  light  by  this  entertainment. 

Glenise  McKenna. 


npHE  FRENCH  CLUB.     Wednesday,  October  23rd,  saw  the 

*■  opening  of  the  Cercle  Francais  for  the  present  year.     To 

say  that  Father  Bondy  AA^as  the  guest  speaker  is  to  say  that 
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the  meeting  was  a  successful  one.  In  the  clear,  simple  French 
which  we  are  accustomed  to  hear  from  this  favourite  visitor  to 
the  club,  Father  Bondy  gave  us  an  interesting  account  of  the 
life  and  character  of  Chateaubriand. 

Mile.  Paule  Ladouceur  gave  us  a  helpful  and  encouraging 
talk  on  the  club  itself,  making  it  clear  that  it  is  the  duty  of 
all  the  members  to  work  for  its  success  and  thereby  to  help 
themselves  in  their  French  studies. 

Panic's  further  contribution  to  the  meeting  was  a  delight- 
ful 'cello  solo,  Wagner's  ' '  Evening  Star".  Mary  Mogan  played 
the  accompaniment.  While  tea  and  cakes  were  being  served 
at  the  conclusion  of  the  meeting  Miss  McCabe  kept  up  the 
French  interest  with  a  French  question-and-answer  game. 

The  officers 'for  this  year  are  President,  Eileen  Egan;  Vice- 
President,  Mary  Mogan;  Secretary,  Paul  Ladouceur. 

Eileen  Eeran. 


INITIATION — a  word  which  means  a  great  deal  to  the  stu- 
dent on  coming  to  the  university,  giving  him  an  exalted, 
yet,  perhaps,  a  slightly  timorous  feeling.  That  timidity  is,  how- 
ever^ buried  deep  within  and  must  never  be  uncovered. 
Although  I  looked  forward  to  initiation,  I  was,  I'm  ashamed 
to  admit,  somewhat  apprehensive,  that  however  ended  a  cer- 
tain night  when,  after  being  rudely  awakened  in  the  middle 
of  the  night  by  two  shadowy  unknowns  I  Avas  blindfolded 
before  being  fully  awake  and  made  to  undergo  a  few  tests 
while  the  high  and  mighty  sophs  paraded  before  us.  These 
mysterious  nightly  affairs  are  known  only  by  those  who  ex- 
perience them. 

No  doubt,  you  saw  the  St.  Joseph  girls  bedecked  in  beauti- 
fully braided  hair,  odd  shoes  (they  really  were  quite  in  fash- 
ion those  first  few  weeks)  with  a  tew  added  articles  of  rai- 
ment like  the  bustle  bows  our  grandmothers  wore — only  ours 
were  paper.  With  these  distinguishing  features  we  were 
marked  for  a  whole  week.  There  were  in  addition  a  few 
odd  tasks,  the  making  of  beds  and  Avashing  of  silver  for  the 
benefit  of  the  sophs.  In  that  respect,  I  really  do  think  they 
were  just  a  little  paresseuses. 

On  the  whole,  we,  the  freshmen  were  treated  too  gently. 
So  in  a  few  days  came  to  an  end  a  performance  which  made 
us  members  of  that  great  student  body  of  this  University. 
But  now,  I'm  already  thinking  of  next  year's  initiation.  So — 
beware,  freshmen  to  be! 

Violet  Pluta. 
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vy  AR  ACTIVITIES.  Since  the  opening  of  the  fall  term  the 
^^  girls  in  residence  have  been  most  eager  to  do  their 
share  in  winning  the  war.  Academic  work  leaves  little  time 
free,  and  there  is  always  knitting  to  pick  up  in  the  odd  mo- 
ment. Helmets,  mittens,  sweaters,  and  wristlets  are  the  fa- 
vorite articles,  and  are  distributed  according  to  the  ability  of 
the  individual.  The  work  is  distributed  by  the  Red  Cross 
whose  representative  calls  each  week  to  keep  check  on  pro- 
gress made.  When  the  war  is  won  there  will  be  little  doubt 
as  to  whose  stitches  won  it ! 

Betty  Lynott. 


'T^HE  GRADUATES  OF  4T0.     "Lest  auld  aequaintance  be 

forgot  and  never  brought  to  mind"  we  write  this  in  re- 
membrance of  the  graduates  of  4T0.  Not  that  we  shall  ever 
forget  them  or  cease  to  see  them  in  their  favourite  settings, 
and  feel  them  present  at  all  our  activities.  They  are  as  much 
a  part  of  St.  Joseph's  as  the  arch  over  the  drive,  as  the  gong 
on  the  first  floor  and  the  round  table  on  the  third. 

We  had  a  fine  graduating  class  last  year.  Although  some 
are  not  at  present  following  up  their  early  ambitions,  we  can 
only  hope  that  there  will  come  a  time  when  their  work  will 
not  be  too  far  from  the  work  of  which  they  dreamed. 

Remember  Lorna  Smith  and  Jean  McLeod?  Their  remark- 
able attendance  at  Pharmacy  lectures,  their  portable  radio, 
their  false  teeth  (acquired  of  course!)  Well,  that  great  team 
has  finally  been  broken  up,  much  to  the  sorrow  of  both  Lorna 
and  Jean,  and  all  of  us  who  realized  the  closeness  of  that 
friendship.  Lorna  is  taking  a  business  course  in  the  city  and 
Jean's  preparing  herself  for  a  position  in  the  Radiology  De- 
partment in  Ottawa.  We're  Avaiting  for  that  scoop  Lorna, 
with  added  light  touches  by  McLeod  Incorporated. 

Ellen  Harkness  is  putting  in  her  last  months  of  internship 
at  the  Workmen's  Compensation  Board  downtown.  Good  luck 
to  your  labours  for  afflicted  mankind. 

Rochester  called  and  Marjorie  Karal  answered.  Marj. 
is  now  resting  after  a  hard  four  years  at  Pharmacy  and  Fine 
Art  lectures.     We  miss  you,  Marj. 

Gertrude  Mulcahy,  last  year's  Head  Girl,  has  a  wonderful 
position  in  the  Bank  of  Commerce  in  Ottawa.  We  know 
you're  lonely,  Gert.,  but  our  thoughts  are  often  with  you. 

Remember  Peggy  Arnold  and  Doreen  Molloy,  the  B.  of 
H.  Sc's?  Well,  Peg  is  combining  cooking  and  P.T.  in  her 
training  at  O.C.E.  "School   days.   School   days — "   "Legs"   is 
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cooking-  up  some  fancy  dishes  at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  in  Vic- 
toria.    Patience  "Leg's"  and  no  garlic,  please! 

Little  Joan  Kruger.  I'll  never  understand  how  she  can  do 
her  work  in  Physiotherapy.  She  is  so  little!  Joan's  interning 
at  the  Toronto  General  until  Christmas.  After  that,  who 
knows  ? 

Mary  Kennedy,  the  bright  light  of  St.  Joseph's  and  the 
Dental  Nursing  Course  for  just  one  year  in  Toronto,  is  now 
helping  Dr.  Mahaft'ej'  in  his  painful  work  in  Sudbury.  Who 
ever  said  the  Soc.  and  Phil,  course  was  no  good? 

Remember  the  Marjory  DriscoU  and  Dorothy  Quinn  duo? 
They're  now  knocking  the  keys  in  double  time  at  the  Meister- 
shaft  on  St.  Clair. 

Betty  Gallagher  is  taking  the  windy  walk  to  O.C.E.  every 
morning.  Remember  the  sessions  at  the  Round  Table?  Let's 
hope  that  your  students  will  appreciate  you  as  much  as  we 
did,  Betty. 

Helen  Gearon,  the  Latin  whiz,  is  working  on  a  scholarship 
in  Social  Science.     The  course  was  made  for  you,  Helen. 

Marjorie  Cherry,  the  modest  English  and  Spanish  student, 
is  mastering  the  keys  at  Shaw's.  She'll  be  an  asset  to  some 
office ! 

Victoria  Longo  and  Elda  Teolis,  with  Marge  and  Dotty 
make  up  the  quartette  of  St.  Joseph  girls  at  the  Meistershaft. 
I  can  hear  the  music  of  the  keys  already,  can  you? 

Winifred  Flanagan,  our  sportswoman,  has  gone  in  for  big- 
ger and  better  sport.  She's  working  at  the  R.C.A.F.  office 
down  on  Front  Street. 

The  Bennett  girls  are  laughing  their  way  through  O.C.E. 
Keep  your  chins  up,  girls — all  of  them. 

Kay  Richard  and  Laurine  Sinclair,  the  inseparable  (we 
could  never  tear  them  apart  for  the  longest  time)  branched 
off  to  O.C.E.  and  rest  respectively.  You  need  a  rest  Laurine, 
you  can't  head  your  course  on  orange-juice. 

Francis  Grimes,  the  college's  master  chauffeur,  is  at  present 
taking  life  easy.  AVith  a  car  like  that  and  pals  like  us,  who 
wouldn't  ? 

Josephine  Ceeconi. 


XJEWMAN  CLUB.  Newman  Club,  the  "home  away  from 
''■^  home"  of  Catholic  university  students,  swung  into  action 
almost  immediately  after  the  opening  of  the  university.  Des- 
pite the  war,  the  club  has  presented  its  usual  full  programme 
in  its  three  spheres  of  action;  religious,  intellectual  and  social. 
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The  first  Communion  Breakfast  of  the  year,  featuring  a 
short  address  by  Mr.  Wm.  O'Brien,  chairman  of  the  Board  of 
Governors  of  Newman  Club,  was  a  marked  success.  The  Club 
was  likewise  honored  recently  by  a  visit  from  Archduke 
Felix  von  Hapsburg. 

The  outstanding  event  of  the  fall  season  was  the  reception 
and  the  unveiling  of  the  painting  of  the  club's  benefactor. 
Senator  Frank  P.  O'Connor,  K.C.S.G.,  presented  by  His  Grace, 
Archbishop  McGuigan.  Among  notables  present  were  Sir 
William  Mulock,  Dr.  Cody,  President  of  the  University,  and 
Francis  J.  Haxley,  the  painter.  Following  the  unveiling  in  the 
Oak  Room,  tea  was  served;  afterwards,  His  Grace  the  Arch- 
bishop  gave  benediction  in  the   chapel. 

The  first  social  get-together.  Open  House,  attracted  to 
Newman  Hall,  a  huge  crowd  of  old  faces  and  new.  The 
Freshman  Tea  Dance  to  Avhich  "freshies"  were  admitted  free 
of  charge,  Avas  the  occasion  for  introducing  many  new  students 
to  the  club.  Perhaps  the  climax  of  the  tea-dances  was  reach- 
ed on  Saturday,  November  2nd,  the  Sadie  Hawkins  Day; 
then,  in  the  interests  of  the  indomitable  Dogpatch  Damsel,  the 
fair  sex  took  all  the  initiative. 

The  annual  "Hard  Times  Partj^",  held  on  HalloAve'en  was 
a  very  popular  event;  especially  attractive  is  the  informal 
carefree  atmosphere  prevalent  for  that  one  night.  Something 
novel  in  the  way  of  parties  was  the  Firelight  Fling,  sponsored 
by  the  Newman  Newsman.  The  high  points  of  the  evening 
were  the  art  contest,  to  find  a  cartoonist  for  the  Newsman; 
and  the  Dagwood  Supper  featuring  hamburgers  plus?  and 
real  apple  cider!  The  reception  given  the  Fling  by  Newman- 
ites  augurs  favorably  for  the  remainder  of  the  social  season. 

Mary  Mogan. 


QUEEN'S  PARK 

Now  I  ask  you  F.  F.  (short  for  Fellow  Frosh)  have  you 
ever  tried  to  write  an  intelligent  article  on  Queen's  Park? 
Yes,  I  certainly  have.  Pages  and  pages,  tattered  and  torn 
(kindly  note  alliteration)  lie  in  mountain  masses  (K.N.A. 
again!)  around  my  desk.     It  is  impossible. 

The  only  people  who  cross  the  Park  are  weary,  way-worn 
students  all  in  a  hurry,  all  ignoring  my  eagle  eye — my  eye 
frantically  searching  for  signs  of  animation  on  impassive 
faces. 

Of  course,  there  is  the  nature  angle.     I  could  make  a  few 
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bright  remarks  about  the  golden  carpet  nature  has  laid  at  my 
feet  (size  5i/^A) — (I  simply  cannot  think  of  nature  in  this 
Common  Room — everyone  is  talking.  Nobody  appreciates  the 
fact  that  Genius  Is  At  Work). 

I  will  admit  many  a  jolt  I  have  received  as  I  sprinted 
for  Spanish.  There  was  the  awful  day  that  Anne  and  I  met 
Miss  McCabe  who  murmured  something  at  us — and  it  was 
not  until  I  had  passed  the  gates  that  I  realized  elle  avait 
parle  French! 

Enough  has  been  said  on  this  subject— which,  if  you  re- 
member, was  Queen's  Park.     I  now  resign  from  the  post. 

Apologetically  yours, 

Agnes  Futterer. 


"SEEN  FROM  MY  WINDOW" 

The  attractiveness  of  the  brisk  fall  day,  the  stuffiness  of  my 
room,  and  the  outlook  of  a  full  Sunday  afternoon's  work  ahead 
of  me,  all  were  conditions  that  made  my  befogged  brain  refuse 
to  focus.  Thus,  I  sat  at  my  desk,  blanklj-  looking  into  space, 
when  a  shout  coming  from  the  direction  of  the  open  window 
drew  my  attention. 

I  pulled  myself  together;  took  one  look  at  the  stack  of 
books  which  gave  my  desk  such  an  industrious  air  and  decided 
to  make  another  attempt.  Again  a  shout.  This  time  my 
curiosity  got  the  better  of  me  and  I  ran  to  the  window,  half 
with  impatience  and  half  with  relief — for  this  was  another 
respite  from  the  task  which  lay  before  me.  I  was  more  than 
surprised  to  see  on  the  sidewalk  directly  below  me  two  small 
figures  apparently  engaged  in  some  serious  and  troubled  dis- 
cussion; for,  every  now  and  then,  one  or  the  other  uttered  an 
exclamation  entirely  unbecoming  children  of  such  tender 
years. 

The  little  boy  seemed  determined  to  get  something  from 
his  equally  small  companion  who  seemed  determined  not  to 
give  it  to  him.  Now  they  stopped  directly  below  me.  I 
watched  and  listened  attentively,  amused  at  the  conversation 
that  drifted  up  to  me.  "You  give  me  that,  sis,  or  I'll  hit 
you!"  These  were  the  first  audible  words.  Then,  "No,  Papa 
said  this  was  for  the  collection." 

Evidently  little  brother  was  trying  to  inveigle  his  sister 
into  giving  him  the  money  for  the  Sunday-school  plate.  And 
sis,  being  a  conscientious  young  miss,  was  quite  determined 
he  was  not  going  to  get  possession  of  it. 
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The  boy  who  couldn't  have  been  more  than  a  year  older, 
shoved  his  sister  against  our  fence,  at  the  same  time  he  tried 
to  grab  her  small  red  bag  which  held  the  desired  coin. 

"I  should  have  it  anyway,  I'm  older!" 

"Yes!    But  you  can't  be  trusted.     That's  Avhat  papa  says." 

At  this  I  uttered  a  shriek  of  laughter.  However,  I  quickly 
covered  my  mouth  with  my  hand.  For  this  scene  was  too 
good  to  be  interrupted  by  an  unseen  and  undesired  spectator. 

Then  the  inevitable  promises  began. 

"You  give  it  to  me  and  I'll  do  all  your  home-work  to- 
morrow." 

"No!  it  wouldn't  be  right  anyway." 

"I  won't  tease  you  anymore!" 

"I  still  say  no." 

At  this  the  boy  made  another  wild  attempt  to  get  the  bag, 
but  only  succeeded  in  bashing  his  hand  against  our  iron 
grilling.  He  began  to  pout;  even  going  so  far  as  to  pretend 
he  hurt  himself.  Then,  his  little  sister  really  became  apolo- 
getic. Taking  his  hand  she  held  it  tight,  begging  him  not  to 
cry.  The  wise  little  fellow,  seeing  his  opportunity,  timidly 
suggested  that  a  little  nourishment  might  fix  things. 

Before  I  knew  it  they  had  turned  and  were  making  steps 
towards  the  corner  drug-store.  Chuckling  to  myself  I  won- 
dered how  a  certain  boy  would  appease  his  conscience  that 
night.  Then  quickly  glancing  at  my  untouched  pile  of  books 
I  Avondered  how  a  certain  girl  would  too. 

Bette  Mondo. 


QIJR  NEW  DAY  STUDENTS.  Filling  the  saddle-shoes  of 
^^^  last  year's  freshies  are  fourteen  pretty  maids  from  the  Con- 
vent and  two  representatives  from  Etobicoke  High  and  Ilunny- 
mede  Collegiate.  Still  in  somewhat  of  a  daze  from  the  Avhirl  that 
was  initiation  they  have  taken  time  out  to  give  us  their  opinion 
on  life  and  stuff  a  la  Varsity. 

MARIE  ROSE  REID  after  much  prompting  has  admitted 
to  a  yen  for  higher  learning  but  means  to  take  in  her  share  of 
the  lighter  side  o'  things.  She  confesses  frankly  to  a  decided 
interest  in  harriers  and  events  of  that  nature  and  neatly  sums 
up  college  life  in  two  choice  words— "kinda  crazy". 

HELEN  IIYSLOP  comes  next  on  our  list  of  14  reasons  for 
being  grateful  to  the  Convent.  She  says  with  a  sly  grin  that  she 
likes  the  atmosphere  but  not  all  our  cross-examining  could  make 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 471 

her  reveal  just  what  .she  means  by  that— therefore  we  leave  it 
to  the  discernment  of  our  reader. 

MARY  SEBERT,  dainty  and  about  so  high,  declares  that 
she  came  as  a  means  to  an  end— but  when  she  refused  to  say 
anything?  further  and  since  she  is  in  Household  Economics  could 
we  surmise  that  the  "end"  is  "a  cottage  small  by  a  waterfall?" 

AGNES  FUTTERER,  our  extremely  vivacious  importation 
from  Etobicoke  High,  has  her  eyes,  (and  very  nice  ones  they 
are)  on  a  B.A.  and  means  to  teach  for  a  year  after  that  and 
subsequently  will  confine  her  activities  to  a  smaller  sj^here. 

MARY  TAYLOR,  who  is  on  a  budget  but  not  as  far  as 
talking  is  concerned,  confesses  that  she  came  to  see  hoAv  the 
other  half  lives,  and  after  a  few  doses  of  Newman,  has  decided 
to  join  the  other  half — for  better  or  for  worse. 

BONNIE  FOLEY,  sister  of  our  well-beloved  Betty,  comes 
next.  She  is  rapidly  becoming  Newmanized  and  she  is  surely 
a  welcome  addition  to  the  club  across  the  campus.  Bonnie  re- 
fuses to  talk  but  we  hear  she  has  many  interests  some  with  an 
international  flavour. 

FRANCES  McBRIDE,  she  of  the  intriguing  grin  and  pleas- 
ing personality,  has,  believe  it  or  not,  formed  a  decided  opinion, 
which  with  true  Irish  stubborness  she  has  refused  to  give  out. 
However,  Ave  count  Fran  as  a  real  asset  to  the  college  and  feel 
sure  she  will  carry  on  the  family  tradition. 

JEAN  LAHEY,  generally  seen  dashing  around  with  Fran 
hasn't  very  definite  ideas  on  the  subject  of  college  life  but  her 
practical  research  seems  to  be  progressing  in  a  way  that  is  by 
no  means  discouraging.  Jean  flavours  her  strenuous  existence 
in  Pass  Arts  with  a  drop  of  NcAvman  now  and  then. 

An  honest-to-goodness  yearning  for  knoAvledge  brought 
MARY  MOONEY  to  us  and  though  quiet  and  retiring,  Mary, 
will  be  certain  to  do  justice  to  the  scholastic  reputation  of  St. 
Joseph's.  For  relaxation  Mary  turns  to  ping-pong  and  if  she 
does  it  as  well  as  she  does  other  things  we  Avill  have  a  player 
of  note  in  our  midst. 

AILEEN  McDONOTJGH  doesn't  want  to  bet  quoted  but 
from  Avhat  we  have  seen  she  evidently  intends  to  get  the  maxi- 
mum out  of  Pass  Arts  and  all  that  goes  Avith  it.  Aileen  delights 
in  her  German  classes  and  of  course  Ave  belicA-e  her  Avhen  she 
avoAvs  her  interest  is  purely  academic. 

MARY  CLARE  SEITZ  is  a  tall  good-looking  young  person 
Avith  a  personality  that  makes  for  happy  college  days.     Almost 
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completely  engrossed  with  her  Pass  Arts  course  she  takes  out 
time  to  do  an  excellent  bit  of  basketball  and  to  delight  the 
stag-line  at  Newman. 

JOANNE  HUGHES  is  rarely  seen  around  the  College  but 
from  what  we  hear  she  is  managing  to  make  her  investment 
in  the  University  pay  well.  Joan  devotes  her  time  to  House- 
hold Economics  and  she  has  the  satisfaction  of  knowdng  her 
choice  will  be  of  definite  use  in  the  years  to  come. 

COLLEEN  ROACH  is  a  dark-eyed  glamour  girl  whose 
name  betrays  her  Irish  origin.  She  is  always  on  the  go  so  w'e 
count  ourselves  lucky  to  have  been  able  to  get  an  opinion  of 
Varsity  life  from  her  before  she  dashed  to  a  lecture.  Colleen's 
opinion  is  brief  and  to  the  point— *' It '.s  marvellous". 

ANNE  GOLDEN,  despite  the  rigours  of  a  Moderns  course, 
manages  to  hold  her  own  in  common-room  discussions  and  her 
love  for  exploration  has  led  her  far  afield — even  unto  Newman. 
Anne  is  enthused  over  things  collegiate  and  in  true  St.  Joseph's 
style  has  taken  everything  in  her  stride. 

MARY  FLANNERY  is  Runnymede's  gift  to  St.  Joseph's  and 
one  of  which  we  are  truly  proud.  At  present  Mary  is  doing 
ample  justice  to  a  Moderns  Course  but  we've  heard  a  rumour 
about  Medicine — this  sounds  a  bit  ambitious,  but  from  what 
we've  seen  of  her  we  know  Mary  has  it  in  her. 

MARGARET  MALONBY  came  to  University  to  do  some- 
thing really  worthwhile  but  reconsidered  and  is  now  in  Pass 
Arts.  Marg.  mast  take  her  work  seriously  for  she  was  too 
busy  to  come  through  with  her  ideas  of  Varsity  life  but  to  all 
appearance  Marg.  is  a  grand  person— just  like  the  rest  of  our 
1940-1941  crop  of  freshies. 


.npIIESE  FROSII — Hear  ye!  Hear  ye!  Hereby  are  publicly 
and  officially  recognized  certain  and  such  of  our  resident 
body,  known  as  the  f  rosh  of  '40 !  A  bit  of  promising  material 
which— with  the  passage  of  a  few  years,  of  course— St.  Joe's 
hopes  to  polish  into  grads  of  whom  she  can  rightly  boast! 

From  the  far  northern  mining  centres  of  Cobalt  and  Kirk- 
land  Lake  come  the  inmates  of  No.  7.  Vi  and  Rina.  RINA 
AIMONE  is  a  cute  little  thing  who  is  headed  in  the  general 
direction  of  O.C.E.  Her  chief  delight  is  that  of  flitting  about, 
humming  classical  'favourites  to  an  old-fashioned  waltz.  Des- 
pite her  motto  "Work  is  worship,  labour  prayer",  Rina  is  no 
recluse ;  she  is  noted  for  a  really  refreshing  personality.     VI 
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PLUTA  a  slim,  youn^  grlamour  girl,  has  a  heavy  course  ahead 
of  her,  but  hopes  some  day  in  the  near  future  to  be  a  buyer  for 
one  of  our  larger  departmental  stores.     Here's  luck  to  her. 

Our  own  No.  6,  true  to  tradition  as  a  'freshie  hang-out, 
boasts  its  usual  notorious  crop  again  this  year.  Calgary,  Al- 
berta is  well  represented  in  the  person  of  our  petite  KAY 
ARCHAMBEAU,  A  very  sweet  personality  and  a  general  all- 
round  likeablen^ss  are  but  two  of  her  distinguishing  qualities. 
If  'birds  of  a  feather  flock  to-gether'  then  Kay  has  certainly  a 
bright  future  ahead  of  her,  perhaps  even  a  Rhodes  scholarship 
or  'est-ce  pas?  LUCILLE  MtlLCAHY,  commonly  dubbed 
Sue,  is  a  jolly,  energetic,  good-natured  young  damsel  from 
Orillia  who  is  quite  scrupulous  about  the  duties  of  being  a 
member  of  a  certain  House-Committee.  A  golfing  enthusiast. 
Sue  rates  a  hole-in-one  with  all  of  us.  A  dark-haired  brown- 
eyed  la,ss,  who  claims  to  come  from  the  "beauty  spot  of  the 
Ottawa  Valley"  namely  Arnprior,  is  our  owm  CLARE  **S" 
HAVEY.  Despite  her  attempts  to  live  up  to  her  reputation 
as  a  scholar  Clare  is  characterized  by  a  giggle,  and  an  irre- 
sistable  desire  to  talk,  especially  in  the  "wee-hours."  A  gift  of 
the  very  far  North,  South  Porcupine,  our  PAT  LA  FOREST 
is  a  physiotheraphist  in  the  making.  Originally  of  a  jolly, 
carefree  nature,  she  now  has  the  constant  worry  of  appearing 
in  chapel  on  two  minutes'  notice  in  the  mornings.  Never  mind, 
Pat,  someday  you'll  make  it  with  your  gown  rightsideout,  be- 
lieve me. 

No.  9  is  flying  an  all-American,  all-Western  flag  this  year, 
with  two  representatives  from  R-"  at  "-Chester,  one  from  Syra- 
cuse and  still  another  from  Canandaigua,  N.Y.  AONES 
MOYNIHAN,  tall  and  attractive  from  'south  of  the  border,'  has 
come  to  us  with  the  serious  intention  of  "getting  a  bit  of 
knowledge".  Nevertheless  her  ambitions  do  not  exclude  social 
activities  in  which  she  is  quite  a  shining  light — shall  we  say 
a  "Ray"  of  light?  BETTY  HONDO,  a  vivacious,  popular, 
fair-haired  girl  has  come  to  College  to  "get  away  from  it  all". 
Her  open  friendliness  and  bubbling  personality  have  endeared 
her  to  all  of  us.  GEN.  HOPKINS  is  the  blonde  young  favour- 
ite with  the  irresistable  urge  to  dance.  Light-hearted  as  she  is 
light-footed,  Gen,  has  made  friends  among  all.  RUTH  SULLI- 
VAN, commonly  known  as  "Sully,"  is  an  enthusiastic  New- 
manite.  She  intends  to  become  a  career  woman  but  personally 
we  are  doubtful. 

MARY  ANN  GRIFFIN,  another  'Westerner'  has  a  yearn- 
ing towards  the  dental  profession.    Mary  Ann  is  quite  a  popu- 
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lar  g'al  whose  chief  ambition  is  to  live  in  New  York  City. 
Of  counse  two  hundred  miles  isn't  so  awfully  far — . 

A  close  rival  to  the  "  studioiisness "  of  No.  6  is  the  atmos- 
phere of  our  own  No.  1.  JANE  HORNELL  is  the  lovable  and 
never-annoying  owner  of  that  babyish  voice  which  is  ever  and 
anon  heard  piping,  '  'How  pretty  your  new  dress  is !  Doesn't 
my  hankie  go  well  with  it?  Mind  if  I  borrow  it  sometime?" 
CAKMELLA  LUCIANI,  "Tulla"  i.s  that  up-and-coming  young- 
ster who  taxed  the  ingenuity  of  the  initiating  Sophs,  no-end. 
By  the  way,  who  did  win  out?  EILEEN  MULLIGAN  and 
MAUREEN  KELLY— 'tis  rumoured  they're  Irish— are  Sud- 
bury's donation  to  No.  1.  Eilleen  is  an  extremely  popular  en- 
ergetic person  with  a  flair  for  remodelling  hats — and  Henrietta 
— .  Maureen  is  a  prankster  of  note,  whose  ambition  is  to  some- 
day be  a  figure-skater.  She  also  would  not  object  to  initials 
in  the  vicinity  of  her  name.    The  Irish  always  win,  Maureen. 

MARY  ARNOLD,  of  No.  4,  has  a  definite  athletic  bent  and 
hopes  to  teach  groups  of  young  hopefuls  the  "One,  Two  Three- 
and-a-half  s.  ' ' 

That's  all,  folks!  A  lively,  loveable  bunch  of  green  youngs- 
ters with  the  makings  of  real  sophs,  some  day.  Here's  to  them! 

Virginia  Dwyer. 


TPEA  AT  THE  CONVENT.  On  Wednesday,  October  30,  the 
College  girls  turned  out  'en  masse'  to  attend  the  annual  tea 
and  reception  held  for  them  by  Sister  Superior.  In  cap.s  and 
gowns  (oh,  symbol  of  higher  learning)  they  assisted  at  five- 
thirty  benediction  and  proceeded  from  there  to  the  large  re- 
ception room  in  the  convent. 

The  tea  afforded  a  pleasant  opportunity  for  many  of  the 
girls  'to  talk  over  old  times'  with  former  teachers  and  friends 
of  their  'College  School  days.'  Tea  was  poured  by  Josephine 
Cecconi,  Head  Girl ;  Glenise  McKenna,  Evelyn  Gore  and  Mary 
Trimble.  As  for  the  menu — chicken  sandwiches  vied  for  popu- 
larity with  ice-cream  and  butterscotch  sauce. 

After  this  delicious  lunch  came  the  really  important  feature 
of  the  evening.  Each  of  the  girls  was  introduced  to  Reverend 
Mother  Margaret  and  Sister  Superior!  What  does  all  this 
attention  do  to  one's  ego?  Why,  just  to-day,  I  heard  some 
self-important  freshie  saj^ — "Sister  Superior?  Reverend  Mother 
Margaret?    Oh  yes— of  course— I  know  them  both  personally!" 

Mildred  Ogle. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  475 


IMPRESSIONS  FROM  ABROAD-MINDED 

The  Hart  House  chimes  have  lost  a  tune 
Mix  the  sun  and  the  rain  together 
Here  we  have  heat  and  here  we  have  cold 
Let's  be  friends  in  every  weather. 

Did  you  see  the  moon  last  night? 
Cradeled  in  the  crater  of  the  clouds? 
Dim  stars,  far  up,  and  out  of  reach 
and  the  sun  will  be  nil  tomorrow. 

To  conserve  is  to  preserve  and  that  to  keep  forever 
Walk  and  walk  and  talk  not  stupid  talk 

Remember  j^ou  are  American;  forget  the  distance 
Hence  and  tip  the  glass. 
Never  forget  that  you  are  a  student  and  will  ahvays  be  one. 

I've  French  to  do  and  books  to  read 

And  papers  to  dissect 
Sift  the  harvest 
Burn  the  chaff 

Study  hard  and  have  a  laugh 
At  my  expense  and  take  no  other. 

T  left  the  sweet  bluffs  of  Wisconsin 

For  the  East  and  Lake  Ontario, 

I  came  to  learn  about  life  and  the 

Principle  of  Life. 
What  compensation? 

Have  you  seen  the  way  the  wind  lifts  the  leaves 
And  tossed  them  rolling  down  the  slope? 
Have  you  seen  old  men  Avalking  nowhere 
Do  you  ever  wonder  what  they  think  about? 

The  cold  of  the  winter 

Is  opening  the  door,  slowly, 

And  all  men  are  turning  to  home  fires. 

Turn  to  the  warmth  of  a  book  by  Newman, 

He  will  tell  you  about  hoAv  he  met  God : 

The  long  search,  a  white  and  gleaming  Host. 
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What  do  I  think  of  Toronto? 
I  love  it  here.     It  seems  too  early 
To  ask  for  a  long  and  deep  paper: 
"Impressions". 

I  met  a  friend  the  other  day  .  .  . 

We  didn't  have  too  much  to  say. 

No  weather,  rain,  or  sun  came  up, 

But  how  the  war  will  end. 

And  who  will  be  great  in  the  eyes  of  history. 

I  have  come  to  Toronto  and  I  have  taken 

the  city  to  my  heart. 
You  must  come  to  Wisconsin  some  day 
And  watch  the  steamboats  come  down  the 

Mississippi 
On  their  way  to  St.  Louis. 

Eleanor  Skemp, 
Exchange  Student  from  Rosary  College,  Wis. 


CuUeajlthool 


Graduation 


The  Graduation  Exercises  of  the  Toronto  Con- 
servatory of  Music  were  held  in  Convocation 
Hall  on  Monday  evening,  October  21st.  Miss  Loretto  Cairo 
received  the  Associate  (solo  performer's)  Diploma  and  Miss 
Eveline  Wismer,   the  Associate    (teacher's)    Diploma. 


,     _    ,     The    first    meeting    of    our    newly    inaugurated 
Music  Club    j^^^^jg  Q^^^^  ^^,^g  jjgj^  ^^^  October  23rd.    Members 

consist  of  advanced  music  students,  almost  all  of  whom  were 
present  at  this  initial  meeting.  After  the  business  there  Avas 
an  informal  musical  programme.  Miss  L.  Reuben  gave  the 
first  in  a  series  of  lectures  on  Orchestral  Instruments,  a  brief 
but  interesting  talk  on  "The  Orchestra  as  a  Whole".  After 
another  musical  interlude  a  selection  of  recorded  symphonies, 
and  then  refreshments  ended  a  delightful  evening. 

Those   who   provided   this   evening's   entertainment   were: 

Gertrude  Gagnon — Scherzo  in  B  flat  Minor — 'Chopin. 

Angela  Spadoni — Romance — Mozart. 

Colleen    Sadler — Grande    Valse — Chopin. 

Lucile  and  Muriel  Reuben — Espana  Rhapsodic — Chabrier. 

The  present  Club  Executive  is : 

President — Muriel  Reuben. 

Vice-President — Loretto  Cairo. 

Secretary-Treasurer— Lucille  Reuben. 


„      .  St.  Joseph's   College   School   was  well   represented 

Festival  ^^  ^Y\e  official  opening  of  the  Canadian  Musical 
Festival  held  at  London,  October  29th.  We  quote  from  the 
London  Free  Press:  "Special  artists  for  the  official  opening 
were  the  famed  Reuben  sisters  of  Toronto  who  have  appeared 
at  Festivals  previously,  first  as  competitors  and  later  as  solo- 
ists. Year  by  year  their  talents  as  duo-pianists  have  become 
more  close-knit,  and  a  storm  of  applause  greeted  their  three 
programmed  numbers — the  "Espana  Rhapsody"  by  Chabrier, 
their  own  arrangement  of  "Hark,  Hark,  the  Lark",  and  the 
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"Brazilian  Dance",  from  Milhaud's  "Searamouche  Suite." 

Alan  Westland  and  Elizabeth  Wallach,  pupils  of  the  Misses 
Reuben,  came  first  in  the  piano  duet  class  under  12,  with  86 
marks. 

After  the  most  gratifying  performance  of  the  Club  mem- 
bers who  participated  in  the  London  Festival,  they  were  en- 
tertained by  the  Women's  Committee  at  a  most  enjoyable 
reception  at  the  lovely  home  of  Col.  Francis  B.  "Ware. 

We  were  pleased  that  two  of  our  Club  members  were 
among  the  graduates  of  the  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music. 
Congratulations  to  Loretto  and  Eveline. 


This  year's  Field  Day  was  held  on  Wednesday, 
Field  Day  October  9th,  and  to  our  delight  began  at  noon 
with  a  garden  luncheon.  We  lost  no  time  in  forming  a  line 
that  day,  and  hurrying  outside.  How  gay  the  booths  appear- 
ed against  the  autumn  setting  of  the  grounds  with  their  red, 
white  and  blue  banners !  The  hot  dogs,  soft  drinks,  chip 
stand,  candy  and  ice  cream  counters  rivalled  one  another  in 
popularity,  to  say  nothing  of  the  Fish  Ponds  which  were 
completely  sold  out  by  twelve-thirty. 

Promptly  at  one  forty-five  the  races  began,  eagerly  watch- 
ed and  cheered  by  a  large  audience  of  Sisters  and  girls.  Per- 
haps the  most  interesting  of  all  was  the  Commercial's  fancy 
dress  relay  with  their  numerous  parasol  difficulties.  Next 
came  the  distribution  of  prizes — everj^one  having  had  their 
eyes  on  the  shining  cups  all  afternoon.  "C"  proved  to  be  the 
lucky  number  this  time  for  the  winners  were  IVC,  IIIC,  TIC 
and  IC.  The  basketball  game  between  the  "BroAvns  and  the 
Golds"  topped  one  of  the  most  interesting  days  of  the  term. 

Anna  McDonald,   I-C. 


Oh!  three  minutes  to  go  in  the  last  period 
Basketball  Game  ^^  ^^^  junior  game  with  St  Clement's,  held 
October  18th,  in  the  school  gymnasium.  The  score  was  17-16 
for  St.  Joseph's — could  they  hold  out?  But  our  senior  S.J.C. 
girls  were  anxious  that  the  visiting  junior  team,  at  least, 
might  win. 

One  minute  left — the  other  team  was  putting  on  more  and 
more  pressure — a  score — and  for  St.  Clement's. 

There  was  great  shouting  and  cheering  as  the  final  bell 
rang.  How  happy  the  St.  Clement's  students  appeared  as 
they  left  our  school — winners  this  time ! 

Mary  Jane  Dwyer,  I-C. 
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C*  th  T     V     tVi       ^'  ^^^  ^^^^'  think  that  fighting  for  the  C.Y.O. 
„         .  is   a  worthj'   cause.     The  magazine   is  still 

magazine  ^   ^^^^^^   ^^  Father   said,   but   it   is   a  fast- 

growing  one.    Every  girl  should  subscribe  to  it. 

The  Catholic  Youth  Magazine  is  composed  of  many  short 
articles  and  a  few  long  ones  on  a  thousand  different  subjects 
from  the  life  of  Father  Damien  to  the  latest  film  hit.  Sport, 
fashion,  social  activities,  funny  stories  and  jokes,  reviews  of 
books,  recipes,  party  suggestions,  news,  camera  chatter,  lovely 
editorials  and  good  advertising  all  do  their  part  to  make  a 
really  good  magazine  at  the  very  reasonable  price  of  ten 
cents. 

Joan  Prendergast,  I-D. 


.^       „     .  AYednesday,    October    twenty-third,    was    a 

«    x-£     i.     i»  verv   lucky   dav   for   three   winners    of   St. 

Certificate  Draw    t  .     i '      "W     '   o     •         r^    ^  •£     ^       j 

Josephs     \\ar     Saving     Certificate     draw. 

After  a  delightful  hour  of  choral  practice  in  the  school  audi- 
torium our  singing  director,  Mr.  Whitehead,  consented,  with 
the  aid  of  his  pianist.  Miss  Shaw,  to  officiate  at  the  exciting 
draw  Avhich  Avas  to  decide  the  lucky  winners.  Taking  the 
bag  containing  the  names  of  all  those  Avho  had  subscribed, 
Mr.  Whitehead  shook  it  with  such  a  fund  of  energy  that 
everyone  became   anxious  for  the   contents. 

Miss  Shaw  then  put  her  hand  in  the  bag  and,  much  to 
the  delight  of  all,  drew  out  a  slip  of  paper  bearing  the  name  of 
Leila  O'Reillj'.  How  glad  everyone  was  that  the  first  prize 
went  to  one  of  our  own  students !  Peter  Eckhardt  and  Mrs. 
Allison  were  the  winners  of  the  second  and  third  prizes. 

Bettv  Canham,  I-A. 


Our  New  Shrine    ^^^l-  ^^  was  a  surprise  to  find,  when  I  came 
back,  a  beautiful  new  shrine  to  St.  Joseph, 
on  the  third  floor  of  the  school  building,  right  among  the  class- 
rooms ! 

The  oratory  is  finished  in  varnished  woodwork  with  a  life- 
size  statue  of  St.  Joseph,  holding  the  Baby  Jesus  in  his  arms. 
In  front  of  the  alcove  is  a  little  kneeling  bench  inviting  you 
to  w^hisper  a  tiny  prayer  each  time  you  pass. 

Many  thanks  are  due  to  our  kind  benefactor,  Mr.  P.  J. 
Pigott,  for  his  beautiful  and  thoughtful  gift  to  our  school. 

Esme  Rosenback,  I-B. 
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_  On   Wednesday   morning,   October    23rd,    the    high 

^  ®  school  students  of  the  school  enjoyed,  in  the  audi- 
torium, a  very  pleasant  surprise  visit  from  Father  FuUerton. 
Father  began  his  talk  by  telling  us  that  while  in  Montreal 
at  a  convention,  he  had  seen  a  very  good  friend  of  ours — who 
could  it  be?  There  was  a  chorus  I'eply — "Father  Lord!" 
Then  came  some  very  helpful  thoughts  on  grace,  after  which 
Father  amused  us  with  a  few  very  funny  stories.  After  these 
preliminaries  Father  came  to  the  real  purpose  of  his  visit — 
asking  us  to  assist  his  striving  for  the  prolongation  of  the 
publication  of  the  Catholic  Youth  Magazine.  He  asked  us  to 
join  him  in  his  fight  for  subscriptions. 

The  half-hour  we  spent  with  Father  Fullerton  was  edu- 
cating, interesting  and  amusing.  We  eagerly  look  forward 
to  his  next  visit. 

Joan  Maloney,  I-C. 


MOVIE    REVIEW 


"Captain  Fury"  was  one  of  the  best  movies  of  the  year.  The 
story  took  place  in  Australia  where  the  cruel  land-owners  used 
pitiful  convicts  from  England  to  slave  on  their  land.  Brian 
Aherne  and  Victor  McLaglen  are  two  of  the  convicts  forced  to 
work  for  one  of  these  ruthless  men  and  they  go  through  many 
tortures  before  finally  making  their  escape.  Whereupon  Aherne 
turns  into  a  Robin  Hood  for  the  poor  of  the  land,  showering  ven- 
geance on  the  wicked  wealthy  in  order  to  give  money  to  the  de- 
serving poor. 

Other  convincing  actors  in  the  cast  are  Paul  Lukas  and  Mar- 
garet Roach. 

Marion   Klersy,   I-A. 


"THE    FIGHTING    69TH" 

This  picture  portrays  the  wonderful  work  done  by  Father 
Francis  Duffy  with  the  69th  Regiment  from  New  York  City,  nick- 
named the  "Fighting  69th"  because  of  the  number  of  battles  they 
had    won. 

It  showed  how  Father  Duffy  rushed  to  their  aid,  when  men 
were  buried  alive  and  mortally  wounded.  No  matter  how  danger- 
ous the  time  or  place,  Father  Duffy  was  always  there  to  assure 
them,  and  help  them  make  their  peace  with  God. 

Joyce  Kilmer,  the  poet,  was  also  a  member  of  the  regiment 
and  a  friend  of  Father  Duffy,  who  was  portrayed  very  well  on  the 
screen. 

The  whole  picture  was  very  educating  and  well  worth  seeing. 
It  is  a  great  tribute  to  Father  Duffy,  showing  what  a  really  great 
man  he  was. 

Elain  Murphy,  I-D. 
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A  CANDY  CANE  CALAIkHTY. 

"Goodness,  Mother,  what  on  earth  is  the  matter  with  Jiggs?" 
was  the  first  thing  Margaret  said  as  she  descended  the  stairs  on 
Christmas  morning. 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know,  my  dear,  what  is  he  doing?"  her 
mother  called  back. 

"Why,  he's  running  around  with  his  tongue  hanging  out  and 
grunting  in  the  silliest  way,"  said  Margaret. 

The  minute  this  news  reached  Mrs.  Morham,  she  gave  a  little 
gasp  and  ran  downstairs.  One  look  at  Jiggs  and  her  fears  that 
he  was  on  the  verge  of  death  seemed  confirmed.  Quickly  she  ran 
to  the  phone  and  summoned  the  veterinary  to  come  at  once. 

By  the  time  the  veterinary  arrived  all  the  family  were  wide 
awake  and  assembled  in  the  living  room.  The  minute  he  looked 
at  Jiggs  he  announced  that  the  dog  looked  more  as  if  he  had 
eaten  something  that  had  burnt  him  badly  than  as  if  he  were 
about  to  die. 

"But  what  could  it  have  been?  He's  been  in  the  house  all 
night,"  queried  Mrs.  Morham. 

Suddenly  Margaret  began  to  laugh.  When  asked,  almost 
sharply,  what  she  was  laughing  at,  she  would  only  laugh  harder 
than  ever  and  point  wildly  at  the  almost  forgotten  Christmas  tree. 
In  a  moment  the  rest  of  the  family  joined  in  a  chorus  of  laughter, 
for  there,  standing  in  the  corner,  was  the  Christmas  tree,  bare  and 
forlorn,  without  a  single  candy  cane  on  it  from  the  floor  up  to  as 
high  as  Jiggs  could  reach. 

Before  long  Jiggs  was  his  old  self  again.  Though  the  incident 
did,  indeed,  cause  a  few  anxious  moments  for  the  Morham  family, 
one  thing  they  may  be  sure  of — in  future  years  they  need  have  no 
fears  of  the  candy  canes  being  eaten  by  Jiggs. 

Eleanor   Baigeht,   I-C. 


NORTHWEST    PASSAGE 

When  the  best  pictures  of  the  year  are  tabulated.  "Northwest 
Passage",  based  on  the  book  by  Kenneth  Roberts,  ranks  among 
those  at  the   top   of  the   list. 

Most  likely  you  are  acquainted  with  Major  Roberts'  story,  his 
backwoods  army  and  the  cruel  trek  through  the  northwoods,  not 
mentioning  the  attack  on  the  Indian  village  of  St.  Francis,  which 
proceeded  this  courageous  march. 

Spencer  Tracy,  a  remarkable  star,  who  has  received  the  Aca- 
demy Award  a  number  of  times,  "fits  in  every  respect  into  the 
part"  created  by  Kennetih  Roberts  in  his  great  novel.  Co-starring 
with  him  are  some  of  the  most  capable  of  actors.  Robert  Young 
portrays  his  part  as  Langdon  Tovine  admirably.  Walter  Brennan 
plays  an  excellent  "Hunk"  Mariner,  and  the  remaining  supporting 
cast  "fit  their  roles  in  a  way  remarkable   to   behold." 

The  three  most  exciting  parts  of  the  film  are:  the  formation  of 
the  human  chain  used  in  crossing  the  St.  Francis  River,  the  attack 
on  the  Indian  village,  and  the  arrival  of  the  remaining  army  under 
the  command  of  Rogers,  at  the  Fort  on  Memphremagog. 

If  you  wish  to  see  an  excellent  historic  picture  I  personally 
advise   "Northwest    Passage". 

Pauline   Cassidy,   I-A. 
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HOW   THE   NEW   PUPIL   AVON   FRIENDS. 

Carol  was  new  at  St.  Margaret's.  Ordinarily  a  popular  girl, 
she  found  it  hard  to  be  snubbed  by  her  school-mates.  Though  very 
young,  they  were  snobbish  and  because  Carol  was  not  rich  she  was 
looked  down  upon. 

These  girls  had  a  leader  in  Marcia  Metcalfe.  She  set  herself 
the  task  of  antagonizing  Carol  in  every  way  she  knew.  She 
snubbed,  ignored,  insulted  and  taunted,  even  made  fun  of  Carol's 
clothes,   possessions,  attempts  to  make  friends,   and   Carol   herself. 

These  slights  hurt  Carol  very  much  although  she  tried  not  to 
show  it.     Saturday  night  found  her  in  bed  very  unhappy. 

"I  hate  this  place,"  she  told  herself  passionately.  "Nobody  likes 
me  because  I'm  not  rich!      It  isn't  fair." 

Her  anger  kept  her  awake  till  eleven  o'clock,  when  she 
fell  into  a  troubled  sleep  only  to  awaken  again  still  rebellious. 

"It  must  be  morning  already,"  she  thought.  "I  can  see  the 
glow  of  the  sun.     I'm  going  to  get  up  and  watch  it  rise!" 

She  slipped  out  of  bed  and  pattered  over  to  the  window.  The 
next  moment  she  froze  in  her  tracks.  The  building  in  which  nearly 
everyone  was  now  peacefully  sleeping  was  on  iire! 

She  hesitated  only  a  moment,  then  ran  wildly  down  the  hall 
to  the  firebell.  Soon  it  was  pealing  out  a  loud  warning  to  all  the 
inmates  of  St.  Margaret's.  As  Carol  pulled  the  bell  rope  she  was 
vaguely  aware  of  scantily  clad  figures  running  past  her.  After  ten 
minutes  the  principal  came  up  to  her. 

"You  brave  child!"  she  cried,   "Come  with  me." 

They  left  the  blazing  building  and  the  principal  rounded  up 
the  scattered  groups.  When  they  were  assembled  around  her  she 
said: 

"Girls,  I  wish  you  to  know  that  we  are  all  greatly  indebted  to 
Carol.  She  has  saved  our  lives.  Had  it  not  been  for  her  presence 
of  mind  we  would  now  be  blazing  away  in  our  beds.  I  suggest 
that  we  give  her  the  heartiest  cheer  we  can  muster!" 

The  girls  complied  and  when  the  noise  had  died  down  Marcia 
Metcalfe   extended   her   hand    to    Carol. 

"I  want  to  apologize,"  she  said  earnestly.  "I  know  we've  all 
been  mean  but  no  one  can  say  I'm  blind  to  a  mistake.  We  do 
apologize,  don't  we  girls?"  she  appealed  to  the  listening  group. 

"Of  course!"  they  replied  in  unison. 

Joanne  Donovan,  I-C. 


SUSPENSE 


I  glanced  at  the  clock — five  more  minutes  and  then  safety. 
The  last  half-hour  had  been  that  of  great  anxiety  to  me.  The 
slow  turning  of  the  hands  on  the  clock  were  frightening.  Then 
I  heard  something,  which  gradually  got  louder.  I  knew  those 
steps.  My  heart  sank.  How  could  I  be  made  to  suffer  for  some- 
thing I  hadn't  done?  O,  this  suspense!  Suddenly  the  steps  ceased. 
A  slight  commotion,  a  voice,  and  then  all  was  quiet.  I  had  not 
been  caught  yet,  and  there  was  still  time  for  escape.  But, 
what  is  this?  A  shadow  comes  across  my  page.  Slowly  I  turn 
my  eyes  upward  only  to  see  two  eyes  staring  down  at  me.  I  tried 
to  pretend  I  didn't  notice  anything,  but  a  hand  grips  my  shoulder 
and  I  hear  the  words — "Geraldine,  where  is  your  homework?" 

Geraldine    Deville,    S.J.C.S..    I-A. 
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A  SCENE  AT  THE  TOBOGGAN  SLID?]. 

At  last  we  were  there!  Our  beloved  slide  was  awaiting,  to 
carry  our  toboggan  and  its  passengers  down  its  glistening  side 
and  over  the  now  still  river. 

The  air  was  crisp  and  fresh,  as  we  tugged  and  pulled  our  ten- 
seater  toboggan  up  the  steep  bank  of  the  Red  River.  And  how 
we  did  pull!  I'm  sure  every  member  of  our  party  of  ten  was 
puffing   when    we    finally    reached    the    top. 

Upon  reaching  our  destination,  we  gazed  silently  at  the  sight 
before  our  eyes.  It  seemed  queer,  right  then,  that  this  should 
have  been  our  swimming  pool  of  summer  days.  Indeed,  there  was 
nothing  but  a  solid  mass  of  ice  and  snow  covering  our  every 
giance.  But  we  were  not  sorry  that  we  couldn't  take  a  run  and 
plunge  in — oh  no,  there  was  too  much  fun  ahead  for  that! 

Then  came  the  question  of  deciding  who  would  sit  where  and 
why.  Before  we  knew  it- — and  before  anyone  was  ready  I'm  sure, 
we  were  starting  down  the  steep  incline.  What  a  thrill!  The  wind 
was  whistling  in  our  ears  and  the  snow  stinging  our  faces.  We 
reached  the  bottom  all  too  soon.  It  even  felt  for  a  moment  as 
though  the  icy  river  were  going  to  crack  beneath  us. 

After  keeping  this  up  for  hours,  inside  information  told  us  it 
must  be  near  tea  time.  Weary  but  happy,  and  thoroughly  soaked, 
we  dragged  ourselves  slowly  homeward,  thankful  for  the  pleasant 
times  that  Mother  Nature  provides  for  us. 

Barri  Bowyer,   I. A. 


THE   GREAT    VICTOR    HERBERT 

The  Great  Victor  Herbert,  as  its  name  suggests,  is  the  story 
of  Victor  Herbert,  the  great  composer.  He  is  portrayed  on  the 
screen  by  Walter  Connolly.  Mary  Martin  and  Allen  Jones  with 
their  lovely  voices  make  this  picture  still  more  entertaining.  This 
is  one  of  the  few  pictures  that  has  been  acclaimed  by  the  music 
loving   people   the   world   over. 

Audrey  Kennedy,   I-B. 


CHRISTMAS   TIME. 


Christmas   time   is   drawing   near, 
Santa's  sleigh-bells  soon  we'll   hear, 
Over   the   roof-tops   at   twelve   o'clock 
With  dolls  and   books  and  slate   and   chalk. 

His  bag  is  laden  with  presents   galore. 
When  they  are  delivered  he'll  go  and  get  more. 
The   good  boys  and   girls   in   the   morning  will   smile. 
And  the  bad  little  ones  will  be  sad,  all  the  while. 

Then  back  to  his  shop   (as  the  story  is  told). 

It's  located   up  North  where   the  weather  is  cold. 

All  year  he  will  toil,  but  he  thinks  that  is  fun; 

And  again,  by  next  Christmas,  more  hearts  he'll  have  won. 

Gladys  Hagan,  I.B. 
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THE  EMBRYO   COOK 

I  remember.     I  remember. 
The   cake   that   first   was   made 
By  just  a  very  little  girl. 
Without  her  mother's   aid. 

She  knew  that  there  was  flour, 

And  she  knew  that  there  was  egg, 

And  she  knew  that  there  was  such  a  thing 

That   called    itself   nutmeg. 

And  so  she  set  about  this  task 
Of  mixing  up  the  dough, 
And  adding   each   and   every   part 
To  make  her  cake  just  so. 

She  had  the  mixture  in  the  pan. 
The  oven  nice  and  hot, 
She  put  it  in,  and  turned   the  clock 
For   three — right   on   the   dot! 

She  went  away  to   read  her  book 
Or    work    at    other    things, 
And  quite  forgot  her  cake   to  look 
While  Time  flew  by  on  wings. 

She  looked   up   from   her   dusting, 
Bewildered  with  surprise. 
As  a  little  curly  wisp  of  smoke 
Swept  by  her  startled  eyes. 

And  then  she  darted  kitchenwards. 
And   to   her  great  dismay 
The  cake  was   burned   as   black   as   coal! 
This   is  all   I   need   to   say. 

The  moral  of  this  story,  dears. 
Is,  when  you  go  to  bake, 
Be  sure  to  watch  your  p's  and  q's 
When  you  attempt  a  cake. 


Betty   Hornell,   II-A. 


TO  MY  PUP. 


You  are  such  a  sweet  little  cuddly  thing, 
I  love  you  much  more  every  day, 
With  your  little  soft  nose  and  little  soft  ears. 
How  I  wish  that  your  teeth  were  that  way. 

My   books,   shoes,    belongings   are   chewed   into    bits. 
And  I  sigh  with  despair  as  I  see 

That  my  things  will  be  spoiled  if  I  keep  you — but  still 
It's  worth  it  to  have  you  with  me. 

Joanne  Donovan,   I.C. 
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A  WINTER  SCENE. 

The  day  had  been  sunless,  with  an  unbroken  grey  sky  over- 
arching the  wliite  lake  and  the  wooded  hills,  but  now  a  yellow 
moon  was  rising  behind  the  trees.  In  the  west  a  star  hung  just 
above   the   ridge. 

The  sky  was  blue,  and  the  lake  was  white,  its  shore  fringed 
with  the  shadows  of  the  pines.  The  air  was  crisp,  almost  crack- 
ling. A  winding  path  led  down  between  the  trees  and  tree- 
stumps.  Every  stump  had  a  perfectly  rounded  helmet  of  thick 
snow;   there  were  also  clumps  of  snow  on  the  evergreen  branches. 

The  curve  of  the  white  snow  drift  beside  the  path  suggested 
peace.  On  the  lake-shore  the  winter  night  lay  spread.  The  stars 
were  out  and  the  ground  gave  back  a  million  sparkles  at  every 
glance. 

Sally  Murray,  I-C. 


TOY  DEPARTMENT  AT  (TIRISTMAS. 

There  is  a  feeling  of  expectancy  in  the  atmosphere  as  you  move 
through  the  happy,  excited  Christmas  throng.  The  stores  are 
glistening  and  shining  with  extravagant  decorations,  announcing 
that  the  great  feast  of  the  year  is  at  hand. 

The  toy  department  is  crowded  with  thrilled  and  excited 
children  as  they  gaze  in  awe  at  the  display  of  toys,  electric  trains, 
story  books,  dolls,  and  everything  that  goes  to  make  up  a  child's 
wishful  world. 

The  children  want  to  try  everything  at  once,  and  they  excitedly 
hop  and  skip  from  one  counter  to  another,^  which  looks  more 
promising.  The  little  girls  gaze  at  lovely  dolls  which  hold  them 
spellbound  while  puffing  engines  carry  tiny  chaps  into  unknown 
lands. 

Oh — for  the  heart  of  a  child  at  Christmastime! 

Christine  Kidd,   I-A. 


PINOCCHIO 


Walt  Disney  brings  to  the  screen  for  his  second  full  length 
production,  the  tale  of  a  wooden  puppet  called  "Pinocchio"  mean- 
ing little  pine  boy. 

The  tale  takes  place  in  a  quaint  village,  nestled  high  in  the 
mountains  where  Geppetto,  a  kind  old  woodcarver,  has  just  created 
a  little  wooden  puppet  called  Pinocchio.  The  Blue  Fairy  brings 
Pinocchio  to  life  and  tells  him  he  cannot  become  a  real  boy  till 
he  acquires  truth,  courage  and  unselfishness. 

Pinocchio  achieves  reality  but  not  until  he  has  encountered  a 
wicked  fox,  been  imprisoned  by  a  bad  puppetmaster,  kidnapped  to 
a  magic  island  where  little  boys  are  turned  into  donkeys,  and  has 
been  swallowed  by  a  whale.  The  little  puppet  is  accompanied  by  a 
strong  cast  including  Jimminy  Cricket,  who  is  Pinocchio's  guide 
and  conscience,  Figaro,  the  woodcarver's  kitten,  Cleo  his  goldfish 
and  Monstro,  the  whale,  who  guards  the  straits  to  Pleasure  Island. 

The  picture  is  photographed  in  technicolour  and  the  music 
gay  and  light-hearted.  Yes,  Pinocchio  is  truly  the  best  picture  I 
have  seen  this  year. 

G6raldine  Resautel,  I-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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AMONG  POTS  AXD  PANS. 

It  was  a  rainy  afternoon  in  November.  As  Nan  and  Betty 
Field  were  alone  in  their  aunt's  house  for  the  day,  they  decided 
to  make  some  "pull-taffy." 

When  the  mixture  was  on  the  stove,  they  turned  the  heat  on 
full  and  left  it,  to  listen  to  their  favourite  orchestra. 

Suddenly,  the  smell  of  burning  candy  wafted  into  the  room. 
They  rushed  to  the  kitchen  to  find  their  toffee  in  smoke.  Un- 
daunted, they  snatched  it  from  the  stove  and  changed  their  burnt 
concoction  to  another  pan.  Flavouring  was  added  to  deaden  the 
burnt  taste.  Now,  the  time  for  pulling  had  come.  They  both 
reached  for  the  candy   but   simultaneously  jumped   back. 

Ooh,  burnt  fingers!  They  plastered  their  hands  with  butter 
and  attacked  it  again. 

Everything  went  fine  until  the  cat  entered  the  scene.  Seeing 
what  to  her  appeared  to  be  a  rope,  playfully  she  dived  for  it. 
Noting  what  was  about  to  happen,  they  strove  to  raise  it  to  a 
higher  level.  Betty,  leaning  back,  laid  her  elbow  on  the  handle 
of  a  saucepan,  upsetting  the  stack  on  the  shelf.  The  cat,  thinking 
that  they  were  playing,  ran  about  the  room,  and  the  girls,  trying 
to  catch  her,  slipped  on  the  candy,  and  there  they  were — "Among 
Pots  and  Pans." 

Norma    Bickell,    I-A. 


choraij  reading 

Our  class  had  been  invited  to  give  our  Choral  Reading  to  the 
teachers  of  Lincoln  County!  The  -eventful  day,  October  11th, 
dawned.  Six  cars  called  at  the  School  for  us.  What  fun  we  had 
on  the  way!  In  the  auditorium  we  were  all  gathered.  First  we 
recited:  "The  King's  Breakfast",  then  "Concerning  Dragons",  and 
the  last  two:    "San  Pan"  and  "Old  Zip  Coon". 

The  applause  was  quite  deafening  and  compliments  were  given 
to  our  teacher.  Sister  Mary  Rudolph.  That  day  will  be  a  landmark 
in   our  school-life. 

Walter  Wieronski, 
St.  Joseph's,  St.  Catharines,  Ont. 


SOMETHING  UNUSUAL. 

On  a  sunshiny  day  we  decided  to  have  a  picnic.  The  next  day 
was  chosen  and  the  time  of  starting,  10  a.m.  Then  followed  a 
lengthy  discussion  about  lunch,  transportation  costs  and  refresh- 
ments. Next  day  rain  fell  in  torrents,  but  we  were  still  "going." 
A  few  hesitated  but  the  majority  proceeded  to  the  appointed  des- 
tination, maintaining  that  the  rain  was  going  to  cease.  Half-way 
to  the  picnic  grounds,  drenched  and  dishevelled  we  met  our  In- 
spector, Dr.  Bennett,  who  suggested  return  to  school.  Mournfully 
we  assented  and  a  half  hour  later  many  bedraggled  girls  presented 
themselves  at  class.     So  there  is  a  picnic  we  didn't  have! 

Phyllis  Haffey,  Grade  IX, 

St.  Joseph's  High  School. 
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PRINCE  RUPERT  LILIES, 

In  early  spring  the  first  signs  of  plant  life  appear  when  the 
small  yellow  cone  of  the  yellow  arum  lily  comes  poking  up  through 
the  muskeg.  This  brave  little  plant  is  commonly  known  as  the 
"Skunk  Cabbage,"  or  more  locally  known  as  the  "Prince  Rupert 
Lily." 

This  lily  is  of  the  same  family  as  the  calla-lily  so  widely  known 
for  its  sweet  scent;  the  skunk  cabbage,  although  beautiful,  has  a 
foul  odour.  Those  who  do  not  know  of  this  defect  are  so  attracted 
by  the  beauty  of  the  blooms  that  they  carefully  gather  them  for 
a  bouquet  but  much  to  their  chagrin  find  that  their  beautiful 
flowers  have  suddenly  become  stinking  weeds  emitting  a  suffocat- 
ing stench. 

The  skunk  cabbage  comes  up  vei-y  early  in  the  spring  with 
the  blossom  appearing  first.  This  is  followed  by  the  bright  green 
leaves  which  become  a  luxuriant,  almost  tropical  foliage,  several 
feet  in  height.  Its  habitat  is  low,  shady,  marshy  spots  and  is  a 
sign  of  muskeg  soil  and  water  to  be  avoided  on  any  trail. 

Prince  Rupert  is  noted  for  its  "lilies"  and  although  they  are 
never  used  for  a  table  centre,  they  are  always  looked  for  in  the 
spring,  as  it  meaxas  farewell  to  old  man  winter  for  another  year. 

Noreen  Gibson,   Commercial, 
Prince  Rupert. 


ENGLAND 


England    shall    never    be    conquered, 
England   will   always   be   free. 
Her  soldiers,   sailors,   and   airmen 
Will  serve  her  faithfully. 

Her   army   and   her   air   force. 
And  her  navy  great  and  brave, 
Their  splendid   reputations 
We  will  always  guard  and  save. 

Helen  Boehler, 
St.  Peter's  School,  Gr.  VIII. 


RUPERT'S  AEROPLANE  BASE 

Prince  Rupert  has  at  last  become  one  of  the  proud  cities  that 
have  within  their  limits  an  "Aeroplane  Base".  Trucks,  tractors, 
steam-shovels,  and  men  have  been  kept  busy  day  and  night,  re- 
moving hills,  and  filling  in  hollows,  changing  the  structure  and 
the  peaceful  atmosphere  of  the  small  place  of  Seal  Cove.  Now 
buildings  are  springing  up  like  mushrooms.  The  hammers  pound 
out  an  uneven  rhythm  as  the  carpenters  toil  to  build  quarters  for 
the  aviators  who  have  been  stationed  here.  Often  the  drone  of  a 
plane  is  heard  as  it  glides  slowly  down  to  land  in  the  tranquil 
waters  of  the  Cove.  Soon  hangars  will  be  built  for  the  planes,  but 
that  is  yet  to  come. 

Margaret  Adams,  Commercial, 

Prince   Rupert,    B.C. 
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SKIING 

My  polished  skis  rested  unwillingly  above  the  slope.  I  paused 
to  listen:  only  the  snow  slipped  from  the  branches  now  and  then, 
accompanied  by  the  steady  drip  of  fast-melting  icicles.  Then  with 
a  resounding  smack,  I  touched  the  ground  and  felt  the  soft  swish 
of  snow  beneath  my  feet,  the  cool  sting  of  wind,  and  the  rush  of 
air.  The  valley  swung  toward  me,  gleaming  white;  and  I  skimmed 
along,  careless  of  destination.  I  skied  to  the  termination  of  the 
two-mile  incline,  enjoying  each  moment  of  the  thrilling  sensation 
it   gave. 

When  I  reached  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  I  took  off  my  skis, 
removed  my  jacket,  and  seated  myself  comfortably  in  the  downy 
snow.  Then,  with  the  intention  of  eating  my  small,  but  substan- 
tial lunch,  I  took  the  tiny  pack-sack  off  my  shoulders — only  to 
discover  it  had  come  undone  during  the  journey  down  the  hill — 
and  I  had  no  lunch! 

Isabel   Phillips, 
Commercial,  Vancouver. 


PRINCE   RUPERT    "AT   WAR" 

Prince  Rupert  is  doing  its  utmost  in  assisting  to  win  this  war. 
Since  the  beginning  of  the  war,  Rupert  has  increased  in  impor- 
tance and  as  it  is  in  a  strategic  position  on  the  coast,  the  govern- 
ment has  placed  both  army  and  navy  enforcements  there.  An 
airbase  is  also  in   construction. 

The  populace  of  Prince  Rupert  has  risen  to  the  call  and  prac- 
tically every  man,  woman  and  child  is  doing  his  or  her  "bit". 
The  men,  by  "joining  up"  either  for  overseas  service  or  for  home 
guard.  Many  of  our  boys  are  already  on  ships,  "somewhere  in 
the  Atlantic   or   Pacific". 

The  women  have  a  Red  Cross  unit  and  with  their  knitting 
needles  and  sewing  machines  are  bringing  comfort  to  refugees 
and  active  service  men.  Even  the  children  help  by  saving  their 
pennies  to  buy  War  Saving  Stamps  and  by  collecting  tinfoil  to 
send  to  the  munitions  plants.  We  are  proud  of  our  war  efforts 
and  we  hope  that  they  will  help  to  bring  to  the  British  Empire, 
victory. 

Betty  Borland,   Commercial, 

Prince   Rupert. 


A    VISIT    TO    MARY 

■Come,   dear  children,  come  from   your  play, 
The  Mother  would  speak  to  you   to-day. 
So  come  with  me  to  the  home  of  her  Son, 
The  home  of  her  Jesus,  her  Wonderful  One. 

Let's  kneel   at  her  altar,   and   tell   her   our   cares. 
Ask   for   her   comfort,   her   love   and   her   prayers. 
If  we  try  to   serve   her  and   love   her   enough. 
She'll  brighten  the  dark  ways,  and  smooth  out  the  rough. 
Verna  Sweeney,  XII,   St.   P's  S., 

Vancouver 
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THE  LAUNCHING  OF  A  MINESWEEPER. 

On  the  afternoon  of  October  4,  1940,  the  first  minesweeper 
built  in  Prince  Rupert,  was  launched.  The  day  was  lovely,  and  a 
large  crowd  of  people  watched  from  points  of  vantage,  as  only 
official  people  were  present  on  the  launching  stand.  Many  ship- 
yard workers  witnessed  the  launching  from  the  drydock  pontoons. 
The  ship  was  blessed  by  His  Excellency  Bishop  Bunoz,  O.M.I.,  and 
christened  by  Mrs.  Olaf  Hanson,  wife  of  the  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment for  Skeena.  She  clipped  the  ribbon  to  smash  a  bottle  of 
champagne  against  the  bow,  as  the  ship  slid  into  the  water.  She 
said,  "I  name  this  ship  His  Majesty's  Ship  'Esperanza.'  God  bless 
her  and  those  who  sail  her."  There  was  enthusiastic  applause  as 
the  hull  moved  slowly  down  the  ways,  gaily  bedecked  with  a  line 
of  flags  from  bow  to  stern.  Not  being  completed,  it  had  no  masts 
and  was  coated  only  with  the  basic  copper  paint.  It  was  later 
taken  in  tow  to  the  fitting  out  berth  to  have  engines  and  other 
equipment  installed.  Later  in  the  drydock  offices  a  reception  was 
held. 

Mimmy  Johnson, 
Commercial,  Prince  Rupert, 


OUR  MOTHER  IMMACLTiATE. 

"Thou   art  all   fair,   O   Mary, 
And  there  is  no  stain  in  thee!" 

The  feast  of  Our  Lady's  Immaculate  Conception  raises  our 
thoughts  far  above  the  things  of  this  lowly  earth,  to  the  contem- 
plation of  our  Heavenly  Mother.  With  rapt  attention  and  won- 
derment we  gaze,  in  spirit,  upon  Mary,  our  peerless  Queen,  and 
we  marvel  at  her  radiant  beauty.  We  ponder  her  glowing  charity, 
her  sweet  humility,  and  her  spotless  purity,  which  has  won  for  her 
most  glorious  title,  the  "Immaculate  Conception." 

On  December  8  we  joyfully  celebrate  this  highest  prerogative, 
"sine  labe  concepta."  It  is  a  day  of  praise,  or  sweetest  hope,  and 
of  tenderest  love  of  our  Immaculate  Mother — and,  as  we  search  for 
a  prayer  of  praise  and  of  living  petition  to  our  loved  Mother-Queen, 
we  recall  readily  that  none  is  more  pleasing  to  her  than  the  "Ave 
Maria."  Our  Lady  herself  has  made  known  to  us  that  this  sweet 
prayer,  the  Hail  Mary,  repeated  over  and  over  in  the  Rosary,  is  a 
most  acceptable  offering  to  her,  an  efficicious  petition  in  all  our 
needs. 

S.   Reid,   S.J.,  Vancouver. 
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If  to  hoot  and  to  toot  a  Hottentot  tot 

Be  taught  by  a  Hottentot  tutor 

Should  the  tutor  get  hot  if  the  Hottentot  tot 

Hoot  and  toot  at  the  Hottentot  tutor. 

Math.  Teacher:   "Now  we  find  that  X  is  equal  to  zero." 
Student:   "Gee!  All  that  work  for  nothing." 


DID  HE  PASS?  The  bright  young  pupil  looked  long  and  worried- 
ly at  the  examination  question,  which  read,  "State  the  number  of 
tons  of  coal  shipped  out  of  Canada  in  any  given  year."  Then  his 
brow  cleared  and  he  wrote,  "149  2  —  none." 


Little  Joy,  seven  years  old,  remarked  as  she  helped  herself 
to  the  last  biscuit  on  the  plate: 

"This  won't  matter  to  me,  for  I've  been  an  old  maid  about  all 
my  life  anyway." 


Driver  of  overturned  taxi  to  Scottish  passenger:  "Are  you  hurt, 
sir?" 

Scot:  "Don't  be  bothering  about  my  being  hurt,  mon!  Stop 
that  wee  clock  of  yours!" 


Big  Mac:    "Steward,   would  you  please  help   me   find  my  state- 
room?" 

Steward:   "Have  you  forgotten  what  number  it  is?" 
Big  Mac:   "Yes,  but  I'll  know  it  if  I  see  it  again,   there  was  a 
lighthouse  just  outside  the  window." 


Heaven.  "All  those  who  would  like  to  go  to  Heaven,  "said  the 
Sunday  school  teacher,  "please  raise  their  hands." 

All  did  except  one. 

"Why,  Johnny,"  exclaimed  the  teacher,  "wouldn't  you  like  to 
go   to   Heaven?" 

"Naw,"  said  Johnny,  "Not  if  that  bunch  is  goin'." 


At  the  garage:  "Have  you  got  any  4-volt  2-watt  bulbs,  Henry?" 

Henry:    "For  what?" 

"No,  two." 

Henry:    "Two   what?" 

"Yes." 
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IS  the  Christmas  Store  ! 


The  Christmas  spirit  now  pervades  the 
whole  store  .  .  sparkhng  Christmas  decora- 
tions, counters  piled  high  with  gift  merchan- 
dise, and  helpful,  friendly  salespeople  wait- 
ing to  serve  you!  Toy  town  is  buzzing 
with  activity  .  .  the  Gift  Shops  teem  with 
exciting  presents  .  .  the  Christmas  Card  bar 
has  a  grand  selection  .  .  the  Military  Acces- 
sories Shop  is  stocked  with  dozens  of  things 
for  military  men  .  .  and  the  Gift  Wrapping 
Centre  is  waiting  to  wrap  your  parcels  in  a 
truly  festive  way. 


You'll   Enjoy    Christmas 
Shopping  at  Simpson's ! 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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veryone  Wants  a   Gift 

from 

Birks-FAlis-Ryrie 

Convoyed  by  the  British   Navy,   large  ship- 
ments reach   Birks-EHis-Ryrie    from  the    Old 
Land  each  week.     From  these,  many  delight- 
ful Christmas  gifts  suggest  themselves  --  may 
we  show  them  to  you  ? 

"This  Christmas  —  Buy  Goods  of  Empire" 

BmHS-ELLIS-HYKIE 

J     EWE    L    L  E   R    S 
London                  TORONTO              Sudbury 

4.-,,, 
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J.  J,  OXonnor,  D.O. 

OSTEOPATHIC 
PHYSICIAN 


Kent  Building 

]  56  Yonge  St. 

Toronto. 
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Parkes  McVittie 
&  Shaw 

Limited 

General  Insurance  Brokers 


Representing :  — 

Royal  Insurance   Co.   Ltd. 
Motor  Union  Ins.  Go.   Ltd. 
Continental  Insurance  Co. 
Home  Fire  and  Marine  Ins.  Co. 
Alliance  Insurance  Co. 
Prudential  Assurance  Co.  Ltd. 


GEORGE  CALVERT 

City  Agent 

4  RICHMOND  E.,  TORONTO 

Phone  EL  8191. 

Residence:      La.    2074. 


♦-., 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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TEA 


CANADA'S  LEADING  TEA 

TEA  CUP  Orange  Pekoe 

THKRE  IS  QUALITY  IN  EVERY  CUP 

BEAUTIFUL   FREDA    PATTERN   ENGLISH   CHINAWARE   and    W.    A.    ROGERS    A-1    PLUS 

SILVERWARE  available  with  every  pound  or  more  purchased.     You  may  obtain 

a  full  97  piece  set  in  this  way. 

TEA   CUP   ORANGE   PEKOE   TEA   Is   selected    from   the   finest    gardens    of   Ceylon    and 

India,  and  is  endorsed  by  thousands  of  satisfied  customers.     B*  convinced,   try 

a  package  to-day.     Tea  Cup  Orange  Pekoe   Tea  and   china  Is   sold   by 

all  Adanac  Stores  and  Independent  Grocers. 

Imported,  Blended  and  Packed  by 

JAMES  LUMBERS  CO.  LTD.,  TORONTO,  ONT. 


1 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 

SWIFT  CANADIAN  CO. 

Limited 
Makers  of  the  famous 

SWIFT'S  PREMIUM  HAM  AND  BACON 

FINER   BECAUSE   THEY'RE   OVENIZED 


I 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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Save  The  Coupons  for  Valuable  Premiums 


— ■* 


'Delicious 

And 

Refreshing" 


'Ensures 
Baking 

Success" 


'COFFEE 


'The 
Quality 
Coffee" 


QUALITY  PRODUCTS 


MODERATELY  PRICED 


PURE  GOLD  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY  LIMITED 


TORONTO 


CANADA 


Famed  for  Flavor 

Wonder  Bread 

AND 

HOSTESS  CAKES 

MADE  BY 

IDEAL  BREAD  CO.  LTD 

183-193  Dovercourt  Rd. 
Phone  LOmbard    1192-1193 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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KIXGSDALE    6125 

TRELCO 
PAINT 
PRODUCTS 

A    FINISH    FOR 

EVERY   PURPOSE 

TRELCO  LIMITED 

Manufacturers 
Paints,  Varnishes,  Enamels 

518  YOXGE  ST.  TORONTO 


BARKER-BREDIN 
BAKERIES 


559  Davenport  Road 
Toronto 


4.-„„- 
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Halliday  Brothers 


Limited 


Wholesale   and   Retail 
COAL   and    COKE 


Our  Motto: 
QUALITY   AND   SERVICE 


Telephones : 

ELgIn    7353-4 

HArgrave    3038 


Drink 

Evangeline 

Beverages 

Ginger  Ale,  Lime  Rickey, 
Fresh  Fruit  Orange 
Fresh   Fruit   Lemon 


Evangeline  Beverages 
(Ont.)  Limited 

404  Hopewell  Avenue 
KEnwood  9481 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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CONDUCTED   BY 


1      THE   SISTERS   OF    ST.   JOSEPH 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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Can  Your 
Laundry 
Beat  This? 


A  good  quality, 
standard  brand 
of  hospital  sheet 
was  used,  wash- 
ed, bleached  and 
ironed  307  times 
and  is  still  in 
use.  All  washing 
and  bleaching 
was  done  Avitli 
Wyandotte.  For 
further  informa- 
tion please  write 


THE  J.  B.  FORD  SALES  C  OMPANY 
Wyandotte,  Michigan 

Representatives  in  Montreal,  Toronto,   Winnipeg. 
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PRODUCTS 

LAUNDRY  SUPPLIES 

SOAPS  —  SODAS  —  BLEACHES 

PAPER  GOODS 

TOILET  PAPER  —  TOWELS  —  TRAY  CLOTHS  —  NAPKINS 
DOILIES  —   PAPER    CUPS 


-4« 


SOAPS 

LIQUID  —  SCRUBBING  —  GERMICIDAL  —  UTILITY 
HOSPITAL  —  LAUNDRY 


TOILET 


A  Ck>m.plete  Line  of  Cleaning  Supplies  for 

Schools  —  Hospitals  —  Institutions  —  Laundries,  Etc. 

From  One  Reliable  Source. 

SUNCLO  PRODUCTS 

19  RIVER  STREET,  TORONTO,  ONTARIO 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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RILEY 
BRASS 
GOODS 


FOR 

LONG 

LIFE 


The  JAMES  ROBERTSON  CO.,  Ltd 

207-219  Spadina   Ave.,    Toronto. 

WHOLESALE    DEALERS    IN    PLUMBERS'     AND 
STEAM  FITTERS'  SUPPLIES. 
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PIGOTT  CONSTRUCTION 

COMPANY,  UMITED. 

Engineers  and  Contractors 

Some  Recently  Completed  Contracts 

Addition  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  Mercy  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  St.  Michael's  Nurses'  Home,  Toronto. 

New  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Basilica  of  Christ  the  King,  Hamilton. 

McMaster  University  Buildings,   Hamilton. 

New  Canadian  National  Railway  Station,  Hamilton. 

HAMILTON  CANADA       j 

(Pigott  Building)  I 

PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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3.  Enaar 

Jffuu^ral  itr^ctnr 

467  Sherbourne  Street 


Midway  7233 


._.+ 
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KINGSDALE    0265 


Dr.  Harold  J.  Murphy 

DENTIST 


DR.  PORTER 

DENTIST 


2  Bloor  Street  East 


Toronto 


Corner  Mlssissaiiga  and  West  St. 
ORILLIA,  ONTARIO 
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Murphy,  Love,  Hamilton 
&  Bascom 

INSURANCE 


DOMINION    BANK    BUILDING 

King  and  Yonge  Streets 
Toronto 


T         Phone  Kingsdale  5097 

1 

I  Chas.  A.  Connors 


FUNERAL  DIRECTOR 

AND 

EMBALMER 


1  106  Avenue  Road, 

!      I  Toronto,  Ont. 
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SiUl^n^)x>od's 

You  can^t  beat  their  milk 

but  you  can  whip  their  cream 


HIGGINS  AND  BURKE,  LIMITED 

WHOLESALE  GRO(  ERS  AM)  IMPORTERS 

Roasters  of  High  Grade  Coffee.  Blue  Mountain  Canned  Goods  and  Jams 

STAFP^ORD  HIGGINS,   President. 


HERE  IS  VITAL  NEWS 

Everyone  Is  better  off  with  a  steady  and  ample  sup- 
ply of  sunshine  vitamln-D  every  day.  This  is  par- 
ticularly true  of  children — to  maintain  health,  pro- 
mote proper  growth,  to  strengthen  resistance  to 
colds  and  Illness,  and  to  build  strong  bones  and 
sound,  even  teeth. 

So  a  new  way  had  to  be  found  to  bring  the  extra 
vitamin-D  we  all  need. 

Now  science  has  found  the  way  to  put  this  scarcest 
of  vital  health-building  food  elements  into  bread. 
And  your  own  delicious,  favorite  Weston's  has  been 
chosen    to    offer   this   priceless   improvement. 


Vitamin-D  BREAD 


•f«i                                                                                                                                                     nn         nD         nd         nn         nn         nn         hr         nn         nn  nn         nn         nn         nit        iiq-^.«ii         m        f«|l 

j                         DR.  J.  RYAN  ) 

I        KIngsdale  9311.                                 DENTIST  *^  ^^<>o^  S*-  ^-       f 

I                                                Physicians  and  Surgeons  Building  f 
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MERCY  HOSPITAL 

joY  INCURABLES 

100  Sunny  side  Avenue 
Toronto 

Conducted  by 
THE  SISTERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH 
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1 

SPECIAL 

SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

Avill  give  a  discount  of 


25% 


,,—.4. 


«_^ 


on  all  prescriptions  brought  to  us   by   any   person   who   subscribes   to   this 
Journal;  or,  to  any  teacher  or  principal 

We  make  glasses  only  from  a  prescription  by  an  oculist  physician. 
Come  in  and  consult  us. 

SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 


20  Bloor  Street  West 

Phones:  KI.  0963 


Toronto,  Ont. 
KI.  2116 


+ 
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PORTER  &  BLACK 

(Successors  to  John  J.  Fee) 

WHOLESALE 
PRODUCE 


BUTTER  EGGS  CHEESE 

and  HONEY 

Finest  Quality  Butter  put  up  for 
us  by  Forest  Creamery 

NEW  LAID  EGGS 
•     • 

157   King;  St.   East. 

Toronto,    Ontario 

Telephone:      ELGIN   8357 


THE  BEST 

BACON 
HAM 

COOKED    MEAT 
FRESH  PORK 

LARD 

SHORTENING 

CANNED  FRUITS 

CANNED  VEGETABLES 

DRIED  FRUITS 

The  Whyte  Packing  Co. 

Limited 

78  FRONT  ST.  EAST 
Elgin  0121 


I 
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Tip  Top  Canners  Ltd. 

PACKERS  OF  QUAUTY 
JAMS,  FRUITS  AND  VEGETABLES 


Head  Office:     HAMILTON,  ONT. 

TORONTO   REPRESENTATIVE,   JOHN    KNOX 
Lyndhurst  7650  513  Riverside  Drive 
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i  ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE 

j  TORONTO,  -  ONTARIO 

! 

j  FEDERATED   WITH   THE 

j  University  of  Toronto 

! 


Courses — 

ARTS,  HIGH  SCHOOL,  COMMERCIAL 

For  information  apply  to  the  Superior 
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LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL 
Under  the  Direction  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers 


Preparatory,  High  School  and  College  Courses, 
Leading  to  B.A.  Degree 

NEW  BUILDINGS  SPACIOUS  PLAYING-FIELDS 

For  Prospectus  apply   to 

THE  RECTOR 

Loyola  College,  Sherbrooke  St.  West.  Slontreal,  Canada 
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Serve  MAPLE  LEAF 


TRUE  TO  ITS  NAME 


TENDER  and  SWEET 


CANADA  PACKERS,  LIMITED 
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COMPLIMENTS 

OF 

A  FRIEND 


•  • 

DONATED 

BY 
A  FRIEND 

•  • 
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